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Chapter I. 
 
Oh, no.  Oh, no no no… 
 
The girl, her clothing torn at shoulder and knee, her mass of light brown curls matted with leaves 
and dirt and yes, a little blood from an injury on her forehead, was brought into the circle of 
laughing Death Eaters with the stiff-legged gait of someone trying to resist Imperio with all her 
might.  Severus hid his shock and dismay behind his usual pinched expression.  No, dismay was 
an insipid word.  Despair.  Now there was an apt word for it.  Hard on its heels came rage, though 
not quite strongly enough to drown the foolish feeling entirely. 
 
You stupid girl!  How could someone as blazingly smart as you allow yourself to be caught! 
 
It was probably the fault of Those Two.  Potter, and Weasley.  Her so-called best friends.  Severus 
had always believed that, with longterm exposure to those with low I.Q., those with a higher 
intelligence quotient actively lost a few points.  It was disgusting to know how stunningly brilliant 
Hermione Granger was, and yet how she wasted herself on those two morons!  Even in her 
seventh year at Hogwarts, she persisted in continuing to associate with them, when there were 
others at the school who were far better intellectual companions for her! 
 
Companions.  Severus looked sharply at the approaching Death Eaters, his black gaze the only 
part of his face visible behind the mirrored mask he wore, so much like the others’, but there was 
no sign of the two boys.  Just the girl, who was shoved to her knees by a flick of one of the other 
Death Eater’s wands. 
 
As much as he found them aggravating and irritating, the Potions Master felt relief coursing 
through him at that.  Bad enough his best pupil was now in the hands of Voldemort’s most loyal—
and therefore most vicious and cruel—supporters.  It would have been worse to find the Boy Who 
Lived and that redheaded git of a friend of his in the clutches of He Who Must Not Be Named.  As 
it was, Snape’s mind whirled, trying to find some way of rescuing her before 
anything…permanent…happened to her. 
 
The Death Eater who’d fettered her with Imperio removed the restrictions with a flick of his wand.  
She—being so damnably Gryffindor—shoved to her feet, screaming and swinging wildly at her 
captors.  Another of the Death Eaters—he thought it might have been Malfoy, though the voice 
was muffled and there were so many gathered here tonight, too many of them for Severus to effect 
a rescue without ruining his position and risking both their lives—spat out a single word. 
 
“Crucio.” 
 
Brave Hermione, brilliant Hermione—Miss Granger, dammit!—the girl with a thousand 
annoying, know-it-all answers in every class she took, collapsed instantly, screaming and writhing 
and arching her back against the grass.  Her spasms caused her torn shirt to slip at the shoulder, 
baring the strap of a white, sturdy, Muggle-built bra. 
 
One of the other Death Eaters, one of the younger males, made a crude comment about how 
‘young and tender’ she was.  Another one responded with a laugh that, after she’d been softened 
up with a bit more Crucio, he’d love to try an Imperio fellatio on her. 
 
Inspiration struck.  Fading back from the others, Severus Apparated.  Cursing the utter inability to 
Apparate onto the grounds of Hogwarts, he yanked off his mask, hitched up his robes, and raced 
through the gate, sprinting over the night-shadowed grass of the school grounds.  Reaching the 

door nearest the dungeon wing where his classroom and office were located, he flicked his wand.  
“Caecus!  Silencia!” 
 
His lean frame, draped in heavy robes that had nothing to do with being a Professor of Potions and 
everything to do with pretending to be a creature of darkness, vanished from sight.  There were 
still one or two students about, though it was near curfew.  But though they felt the wind of his 
passage, they did not see their most feared instructor racing like a madman, nor heard the 
pounding of his feet. 
 
Impatiently unlocking the wards to his office, Severus dove into the back room, where his supply 
of various potions were kept.  Where where where—ah, yes, here it is!  And…damn, I’d better take 
one of these…  His hand hesitated in front of a locked box on the uppermost shelf, dusty with 
neglect, but he knew there was little choice, or at least little time to make a better choice.  Sevrus 
dragged that one down, too, fumbling open the lock with a mutter and a touch of his thumb, 
dragging out the small, medallion-shaped phial.  Eyeing its dark purple contents, he hesitated a 
moment more, then nodded and clenched it in his fist, flicking the golden chain so that it wrapped 
around his palm.  Discarding the strongbox on a lower shelf, he raced out again, gritting his teeth 
at the time it took to ward his office and its supply room against possible intrusion—he hadn’t 
survived this long as a double agent without being careful, even when his heart was pounding so 
high and hard, it threatened to choke his throat. 
 
Then the long race back outside, knowing how much the poor young woman was undoubtedly 
suffering during his absence.  Wretched girl,  he corrected himself out of habit.  It would never do, 
of course, to let his real feelings slip out into the open.  Even if only in his own thoughts.  
Sometimes he felt as if he had been living a lie so long and so often, he almost didn’t know what 
the truth was, anymore.  When that happened, he went to Albus Dumbledore, who despite his 
almost imbecilic natural optimism, was still a remarkably shrewd counsellor.  He could not do so 
tonight, though; Albus had gone into London for another reason. 
 
Dispelling the wards of silence and invisibility, shoving the mask back into place and restoring the 
hood of his long, black cloak, he concentrated on the mark burning on his forearm, and Apparated.  
Focusing on the vile man whom he’d long ago regretted accepting, however briefly, as his 
master… 
 
She was still screaming and writhing under the effects of Crucio, when he appeared in the tree-
ringed meadow where Voldemort had chosen to summon his Death Eaters this time.  Flinching 
inside, though not a single muscle twitched beyond those required to move, Severus sought out, 
not the young witch writhing on the grass in a rictus of agony, but the pallid, serpentine visage of 
Lord Voldemort himself.  Dropping gracefully to one knee, he picked up the hem of the Dread 
Lord’s outer robe and kissed it reverently. 
 
“Snape,”  Voldemort all but hissed.  “You left Our presence without our bidding!” 
 
Oh, how Snape hated that royal ‘We’ the vile blowhard liked to use when he was at his most 
formal and intimidating.  “Master, I have a boon to beg of you.” 
 
One nearly invisible brow raised slightly on that too-smooth, too-pale face.  “Speak.  If it pleases 
Us, you may survive Our displeasure.” 
 
“I left to fetch this, Master.”  Snape unfurled the hand clutching the medallion-shaped phial.  
“With your permission…I wish to use it on the girl.” 
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“What is it?” 
 
“Veritamoria, Master.” 
 
For a moment, Voldemort almost looked uncomfortable; Severus guessed the git didn’t have a 
clue what he was talking about.  Then again, Veritamoria was extremely rare; this one phial had 
been secreted in the keeping of a distant branch of the family for decades, if not centuries, before a 
great-aunt in her dottage had unwisely decided that her great-nephew, the grand Potions Master of 
Hogwarts itself, deserved to inherit the treacherous brew.  As far as he knew, no one in all of the 
British Isles outside of his mother’s side of the family even knew what the potion was, let alone 
how to use it properly. 
 
Voldemort affected a face-saving sneer, hiding the fact that he didn’t know what Severus meant 
under a layer of sarcasm.  “And that is important, how…?” 
 
“It is a variation on Veritaserum.  A…humiliating variation,”  the Potions Master of Hogwarts 
added silkily.  Miss Granger’s screams stopped, but only because the Death Eaters didn’t want her 
to pass out.  Her panting and moaning filled the silence of her brief respite. 
 
“Continue.” 
 
“One dose, one ritual, one incantation, all properly applied…and she will become my slave, 
Master.  Her mind will be forced open under the weight of mine.  Raped open, fituratively and 
literally.”  Severus chose his next words with care.  It was only because he was a master of the 
rare art of Occlumency that he could get away with the following half-lie.  Especially as he felt the 
weight of Voldemort’s mind and will bearing down against his own.  But Severus Snape had long 
since perfected the art of presenting a virtual set of falsified thoughts, flavored with just enough 
truth for an illusion of veracity, woven in an impenetrable illusion over the real ones hidden deep 
down inside.  “I have had the opportunity to experiment with this particular potion before, and 
have successfully mastered its application…and the desired results, Dread Master.  Grant me leave 
to apply it to the girl, and I will reveal to you the secrets of her mind, should she have any.” 
 
“Why should you bother yourself over this girl?”  Voldemort asked as someone applied Crucio to 
the girl again, making her scream. 
 
“Master,”  and now Severus gave him more of the truth mixed with carefully placed lies, looking 
up into that ugly, slit-nostrilled face, which had long since lost any of the physical charm that had 
once been Tom Marvolo Riddle’s natural state.  “That girl is Hermione Granger.  One of your 
three greatest youthful nemeses.  I know this, and I know that her death would be one of your 
greater pleasures.  I would not ask this boon…save that I have had to suffer her Mudblooded 
presence in my classrooms for the last seven years.  She is a mockery of everything a seeker of 
true knowledge and power represents.  She learns for the sake of learning itself, not for the sake of 
power.  She either does nothing with what she learns, refusing to take advantage of the powers she 
has…or worse, uses what she gains to aid your greatest enemy, rather than using it for her own 
advancement and satisfaction. 
 
“She is a Gryffindor, through and through,”  he added as contemptuously as he could.  “And her 
smug, self-righteous attitudes have made me long time and again to throttle the life from her…but 
more, I would humiliate her, for inflicting her supercilious presence on me all these long years.  I 
ask you, Master—I beg this of you.  I, who have asked for little else but the pleasure of serving 
you and thwarting all who would oppose you these many long years—what better way for me to 
have my own revenge, while aiding your greater cause, than to rape her, body and mind?” 

Voldemort stared at her as the Crucio spell came to an end.  Severus kept his gaze steady, not a 
pleading so much as a hard coaxing, as he wondered if he’d played his hand too far.  There was no 
way he could rescue the girl without exposing himself…unless he did this one, heinous task.  A 
crime that would appear to further cement his loyalty to the Dread Lord’s cause, and confirm his 
participation in the Dread Lord’s methods.  There simply wasn’t the time to do anything else, to 
come up with another way, a different plan.  Severus knew his soul would rot in hell for this—if 
the Ministry of Magic didn’t send a Dementor to him for a soul-stealing kiss. 
 
“You wish to rape the girl?”  Voldemort clarified.  The others, eavesdropping on their 
conversation between kicking at the girl huddling protectively in a ball on the ground, fell silent 
and still.  Waiting to see what would happen.  “Even though she’s a Mudblood?” 
 
“Yes, Master.  I would find it a fitting vengeance—even the ultimate taboo of everything a 
Gryffindor stands for, for a professor to rape one of his students,”  Snape murmured, lying without 
hesitation through his masked teeth.  “And, via this potion, to enjoy watching her debase herself 
time and again as my enspelled slave…  She is a Mudblood—she is a thing to be used and 
degraded.  I will do things to her in private that I would never be allowed to do in class…and she 
will never realize it was me all along, whenever she is in class.” 
 
The Dread Lord’s features twisted into something cruelly thoughtful.  Again, he leaned his mind 
and his skills in Legilimency against Severus’s will to hide.  “How long do the effects of this 
potion last?” 
 
Again, the art of Occlumency was his guide, mixing truth, half-truth and lie into a palatable brew.  
The analogy was apt, since he was the Professor of Potions, and very good at his job.  “Provided I 
force a sexual act between us at least once a  week…which I can do readily enough once we’re 
back at the school, among its many labyrinthine chambers…it will last indefinitely, Master.  But 
even more, every time I rape her body, I can also rape her mind; that is the power of Veritamoria.  
Given how closely she associates with that Potter boy, she’s bound to hear something important at 
one point or another.  Once she does, the next time I force her to come to me, the next time I split 
her open…I’ll know, and I’ll be able to send word to you, Master, or to one of your other servants, 
since I will still be confined mostly to the school grounds in my position as Potions Master, and 
will not be able to join you directly as often as you know I would wish.  But with a simple, short-
term Oblivious spell at the end of each enounter, no one will ever know that sweet, innocent, 
goody-two-shoes Miss Granger,”  he growled,  “was the sluttish instrument of the Potter boy’s 
downfall.” 
 
Voldemort chuckled.  Voldemort even laughed.  It was not a pleasant sound.  Some of the others 
laughed with him from their own cruel amusement at his suggestion, and some merely tittered 
because it was expected.  Severus did neither, waiting with taut intensity to see if his ‘boon’ would 
be granted. 
 
Those serpentine eyes glittered with vile merriment.  “It is true you have not asked Us many 
boons.  And you have been a loyal Dark Servant to Us.  Very well.  You may rape the girl at your 
leisure.  Here and now, for our amusement.  And when you are done with her, the others shall 
enjoy her, too.” 
 
Though their masks covered their faces, it was clear among the men gathered that they liked that 
idea.  Among some of the more depraved of the female Death Eaters, too.  Severus quickly headed 
off the unpleasant offer.  But he did so diplomatically. 
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“…I would not wish to deny the others their own enjoyment, my Master, nor the humiliation that 
would come from a multiple rape of the insufferable git…but if she is raped by another, either 
directly before or at any point thereafter, the effects of the spell will be broken,”  Severus warned 
him.  This time, it was the absolute truth, and he let Voldemort lean on his mind and read it 
somewhat undilluted, verifying the truth for himself.  “Any…liquids…present from multiple 
sources, will cause the spell to not function properly.  I would not be able to read her mind as I 
raped her. 
 
“I regret I have only enough Veritamoria in this phial for one application.  Thus I know it is a 
great boon that I would ask of you, denying the others their own pleasure in her most deserving 
but relatively fleeting pain and humiliation in the here and now, in exchange for ongoing pain, 
humiliation, and the opportunity for an unwitting betrayal in the long run.  And it must be myself, 
who am in constant proximity to the girl through my services as one of the school’s professors, 
and would be able to force my attentions on her with regularity.  Another of your loyal Death 
Eaters would run the risk of getting caught, having to sneak on and off the grounds, if the spell is 
fixated upon another.” 
 
That first part wasn’t the full truth, of course; there was a lot more to this old family heirloom than 
he was letting on with his web of half-lies and deceits.  But he wasn’t letting Voldemort perceive 
the full truth through the serpentine bastard’s Legilimency.  Just the Occlumency-misted half-
truths Severus wanted him to see. 
 
“I would not deny the others their own pleasure…but the proper use of this potion and its spell 
would be far more advantageous than the momentary sating of my other Servants’ lusts,”  the 
Dread Lord finally agreed.  “Very well, Snape.  Take the girl.  Perform your incantations, and rape 
her.  We will at least have the pleasure of watching you shame and debase the girl for us, in the 
here and now.” 
 
Snape caught up the odious hem once again, and kissed it reverently.  This time with actual 
sincerity, at least for his first sentence.  And in the relief that this secret, risky ruse would work; he 
let his satisfaction seep into his words, coloring his tone, though he hid his relief most carefully.  
“You are most generous, Master.  I promise to make the little bitch suffer.” 
 
Rising, he turned and strode towards their huddled victim, his steps as purposeful as if this were 
merely a matter of approching the girl to give her a scathing rebuke and a removal of House 
points.  Inside, he was a mass of churning nerves.  This is the only way to save the girl, he 
reminded himself as his heart thudded in his chest.  There were too many Death Eaters gathered 
around to have mounted any other kind of rescue attempt—no convenient PortKey for her to grab, 
as the Potter boy had once done at the end of his fourth year, at the end of the confrontation that 
had given Voldemort his chosen, deliberately altered body back. 
 
She moaned and tried to crawl away, bruised and battered.  He pulled out his wand and halted her 
feeble escape.  “Imperio!” 
 
God have mercy on his soul, for the next hour’s cruelties.  He was so heartily sick of those 
cruelties in which his position as a spy forced him to participate.  Using his disgust at what he was 
about to do, as he always did to cloak his every move, he sneered his commands at the girl. 
 
“Sit up!” 
 
Hermione obeyed, pushing upright with a groan to rest on her knees.  Pulling out one of the other 
two vials, he popped the cork on the one with the green liquid, and held it out to her. 

“Drink this—all of it!” 
 
Hatred burned in her eyes under the veiling glaze of his forceful command as she reached out, 
plucked the bottle from his fingers, and tipped its oily contents down her throat.  He took the 
bottle back, then uncorked the next one.  Rather than handing it to her, he tapped his mask with his 
wand, transforming it into a demi-mask that bared his mouth and chin, though nothing of his 
cheeks, then tipped half of the second vial’s contents up to his own lips, consuming a measured 
dose of the fiery liquid. 
 
“What potions are those?”  Voldemort inquired.  His sibilant command reminded the Potions 
Master forcefully that he and his kneeling victim were not alone. 
 
“Ones which will make Veritamoria more efficacious.  Certain cleansing agents,”  he added as 
Voldemort and his fellow Death Eaters exchanged speculative looks.  Severus affected a hint of 
alchemical pride in his usual disparaging sneer.  “This is a ritual, after all, not an impromptu 
gangbang.  Drink,”  he commanded the girl with voice and mind, thrusting the second bottle at 
her.  It wasn’t necessary to give Imperio commands aloud, but he did so anyway, drawing his 
audience into his actions.  Letting them know that he, Severus Snape, the “greasy black-haired git” 
of Hogwarts…whom no self-respecting woman of the wizarding world would ever look twice 
at…had the girl completely under his control. 
 
Again, she glared at his masked face even as she complied.  He wondered if she could tell who he 
was simply by the sound of his voice, muffled and altered though it may have been by the mask.  
As she finished off the second bottle, he paced around her, drawing the most complicated set of 
wards he gauged he could get away with in the Dread Lord’s presence.  Some were to keep the 
girl inside, to keep her from running.  Others were to keep the rest of their audience out. 
 
He wished he could erect a one-way warding, which would permit the others to see in but not let 
Miss Granger see the men and women who would witness her cruel deflowering.  Severus knew 
the Dread Lord would be able to detect something like that, however…and he had claimed he 
wanted to humiliate the girl.  Humiliating her included forcing her awareness of the masked and 
cloaked witnesses to her ravishing. 
 
On his fourth circuit, completing the last ward, the effects of the second potion hit him, affecting 
his stride.  The first one had been nothing more and nothing less than a speed-healing potion, to 
cure whatever injuries had been inflicted on her person by the bastards and bitches gathering 
around them.  The second one was nothing more and nothing less than a distilled aphrodesiac, 
with a dose of contraceptive for flavoring.  He took the bottle from her hands and made it vanish 
back into the folds and pockets of his cloak, as his erection grew.  Let the others think it was a 
purification agent of some kind.  This was the only gift he could give the girl—he’d simulate a 
rape of her, but at least she’d enjoy it, however involuntarily. 
 
He knew he was going to enjoy this.  That’s the effects of the aphrodesiac,  Severus reminded 
himself quickly.  Oh, the girl had grown up, especially in the last two years, filling out in all the 
most feminine places, with breasts the size of oranges, ripe for the squeezing, and a rump that 
always reminded him of a fresh-baked loaf of bread—the kind of round, warm, fresh-from-the-
oven loaf that one just wanted to slather with butter and sink one’s teeth into—has to be the 
potion; I can’t believe I’m getting poetic over the Granger girl—and he knew her slit would be as 
slick and juicy as a mango… 
 

 4



Concentrate, Severus!  This was what happened when one was summoned to the serpentine 
sicko’s side on an already long, drawn-out Saturday before supper had been served.  He was 
becoming food-obsessed, instead of just Granger-obs— 
 
I am not obsessed with the obnoxious little twit! 
 
With the fourth circuit complete, he faced the girl.  Just in time to feel her break through the bonds 
of his Imperio and see her muscles flex, no doubt to lunge at him and grapple for his wand with all 
the brainless bravery of a Gryffindor.  “—Crucio!” 
 
She collapsed once more, screaming in agony.  God save my soul, Hermione. 
 
Removing Crucio after a slow count to ten, he once more applied Imperio.  Forcing her back up 
onto her knees, he ordered her to open her mouth.  He should’ve ordered her to remove her 
clothes, but she was remarkably strong-willed, and he wasn’t sure that adding her feminine 
instincts to protect herself from rape wouldn’t further deteriorate his spell-driven control of the 
girl.  Looping the golden chain around her neck—forgive me, Aunt Eumenia, for perverting the 
family gift—Severus took a moment to adjust her thick, full curls out from under the chain as she 
knelt there, glaring at him, her mouth gaping open like some idiot waiting to catch a peanut tossed 
at her.  He doubted the ancient spell would work in full; there had to be deep affection on both 
sides for the real purpose of the amethystine liquid to take effect.  But this half-assed version, this 
corruption of Veritamoria, that was manageable. 
 
Burrowing his fingers into her hair, which for all its tangled mess was remarkably soft and 
deliciously springy, he grasped the medallion phial in his right, his thumb on the tiny, chained 
cork, and whispered the words of the spell as firmly as he dared.  The meaning behind them was 
too dangerous for the others to hear, too dangerous to the ruse he was playing to let them have a 
single chance to translate the ritual meaning, but they had to be spoken with feeling: 
 
“Concederi eventis Veritamoria proptere nos destinatus, vester famulae ex Amoria!” 
 
Popping the cork as he dropped to one knee, Severus tipped the contents of the phial into his 
mouth.  Holding the girl in place with his left hand buried tightly in her hair, he kissed her, open-
mouthed, sharing the increasingly viscous, flavorless, amethyst potion.  Kiss me!  he commanded 
mentally, using every last bit of Imperio-powered will to force the girl to respond.  She obeyed, 
stiltedly at first, almost choking on the potion as her tongue touched and slid against his, as he 
tasted a bit of blood leftover from a fist that had split the edge of her lip; the injury had healed 
under the scab and the smear thanks to the first potion, but he could still taste it. 
 
The aphrodesiac struck her.  It already fired his blood, making his heart race, his breath short, his 
loins throb and ache.  Now it fired her own, and the one corner of Severus’s mind that was still 
free of the effects of fear and passion instilled by this evening observed dryly that this was clearly 
his most effectively brewed passion-potion in, what, four or five years?  Has to be the really fresh 
hartstongue, this time… 
 
Her arms came up, clutching at him, embracing him, her tongue dancing with fervid, brew-
inspired skill.  Her breasts pressed against his chest through her sweater, through his robes, 
exciting him with their young, firm pressure.  Dropping the bottle, releasing her hair—though not 
her mouth—he gripped the edges of her shirt and ripped it even further, baring her sturdy, plain 
white bra.  Almost plain; there was a little satin bow over the front-hooked clasp.  Severus, who 
indeed could not get a woman in the wizarding world to look at him amorously because of his 
reputation, was used to seeking amorous company among Muggle-born women each summer.  

Though one of his wizarding world contemporaries might not know how to remove the dratted 
thing, this was a simple matter of a pinch and a flick to open.  Aware of the others watching, he 
bared her breasts and gripped them in his hands, clutching them so little mounds of flesh poked up 
between each finger.  Catching the nubs of her nipples between his knuckles for a skillful little 
squeeze. 
 
She moaned and clutched at him, burying her own fingers under the folds of his robe, seeking out 
the buttons of his shirt.  He couldn’t let her become too feverish; with the flavorless, slick feel of 
the potion still dancing through their unbroken kiss, he released her breasts and fumbled at the 
waistband of her trousers.  As soon as the button was free and the zipper was down, he yanked her 
lower clothes, pants, panties and all, down over her hips, down to her knees.  A second fumble at 
the front of his own robes, his own trousers, and he pushed her over, onto her back, carefully not 
breaking that fluidic kiss.  A tug on her clothes, a doubling of her hips, and he pressed her cloth-
tangled knees to her chest, thrusting her bared pelvis up at him. 
 
If he hadn’t been so much taller than her, this half-clothed position would not have worked.  As it 
was, he had to balance himself on his left hand while his right one positioned his shaft against her.  
Thank all the gods she’s wet,  Severus thought with relief, resisting the urge to bit his lip—or 
hers—for control against the surge of lust that rose as he rubbed his glans over her clitoris.  She 
writhed and whimpered, unable to break their spell-joined kiss now that the completion of the 
ritual was almost near.  Breathing heavily through his nose, he rubbed himself against her in the 
dual purpose of coating his shaft and arousing her already heightened passion. 
 
Dimly through the wards, he heard someone calling out for him to move the edges of his cloak, 
that they couldn’t see anything, but Severus was caught up in an increasingly mind-numbing, 
potion-induced passion.  Partially potion induced.  Dammit, this isn’t Veritaserum!  Their breaths 
were beginning to ebb and flow together:  when he exhaled, she inhaled; when she exhaled, he 
inhaled.  Circular, cyclical—Veritamoria was derived from the mystical arts of Tantra, an esoteric 
branch of magic he’d been trying to study for years, though it just didn’t work very well when the 
only dates he could get were with Muggles.  He’d learned enough, though, to gauge the rise of 
power that was now flowing between them, timed to the rise of their breaths. 
 
And with that power, he could feel the passion building in her, as it was building in him, rising to 
a climax of body and spell.  He could taste more than just the sweet flavors of her mouth, a 
tingling, elusive essence that made him eager for more.  Not knowing if the girl was a virgin or 
not, Severus knew he had to act now, and positioned his hard, throbbing self at her entrance.  A 
flex of his hips lodged him partially inside, pressed against the membrane of her maidenhead, and 
tensed her body in pain under his own, no doubt ebbing the tide of her potion-induced desire. 
 
Forgive me, Hermione—forgive me my sins! 
 
Severus thrust, lunging the rest of the way into her body.  He swallowed most of her scream, 
devoured her mouth, kept the kiss and the spell going through dint of sheer will.  Her legs, hooked 
over his chest, caught in the crooks of his arms, kicked and struggled futilely, sporadically.  Not so 
much because she couldn’t dislodge him, but rather, her movements incited the aphrodesiac in 
their systems; after the first futile, pleasure-inducing wriggle, she was unable to help herself.  Her 
whimper shifted to a moan, her frantic kicks to a more purposeful wriggle.  Pulling his groin back, 
Severus thrust into her a second time, breaching her further.  She grunted and writhed, and he did 
it again, sliding all the way home—ah!  Heaven!—on his third thrust, one which quickly glided 
into a fourth, and a fifth, a sixth.  The rhythm of their tongues, the rhythm of their breath, became 
the rhythm of their hips as he pumped into her, feeding the hunger between them. 
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With his left hand still bracing most of his weight, he slipped his right hand between them, under 
the concealing folds of his cloak.  Into the folds of her femininity.  The backs of his knuckles 
brushed against her, making her jump at the sudden caress, then his thumb pressed down and 
stroked, rubbed, circled against the nub of her desire.  She gasped and bucked, squeezing her inner 
muscles around his rhythmic thrusts, dragging him into her pleasure with a groan that reverberated 
an answering one as he tasted it in his mouth.  Dragging him into a climax of his own as he 
trembled the pad of his thumb against the nub of her desire.  On the edge of a cliff of insanity, 
Severus thrust hard and fast, shoving them both over, plummeting into the abyss— 
 
[—Hermione!] 
 
{Wh…wh…who—} 
 
—Their bodies exploded with bliss as the wards exploded with light, forcing the other Death 
Eaters back with gasps and flinched, upraised arms, shielding them from the glow.  Sensations, 
impressions, memories burst through his mind as pleasure burst through his body.  Thoughts, 
feelings, recollections poured out of him, draining into the young woman shuddering in his 
awkward embrace.  Whirling, exchanging, sharing, blending… 
 
{…A glimpse of Severus, a flash of his rare smirk, as she yanked on Millicent’s hair that ill-fated 
day in the duelling club…} 
 
[…A glance, a check, but almost nothing of Hermione was visible but the bush of her hair, as she 
huddled in her bedroll in the Great Hall, the night Sirius Black had attempted to get into the 
Gryffindor tower…] 
 
{…Severus, looking in his element as the cold, blustery wind tugged at his shoulderlength black 
hair and formal black teaching robes, as they all stood on the steps of the school, watching the 
Beauxbatons blue-and-white coach swooping down out of the sky…} 
 
[…Hermione, collapsed on the ground and looking too young and too vulnerable, Potter beside 
her, and that bastard Black helpless as well, as the dementors fled the edge of the forest…] 
 
{…Severus, in a towering fury, fishing a damp, charred, filibuster firework out of Goyle’s potion 
and glaring at Harry, as she slipped back into the classroom, her robes bulging with filched potion 
ingredients…} 
[…Rubble in the lavatory, the mountain troll unconscious, Hermione pale and shaken, but bravely 
explaining—lying, of course, but what a clever young girl she’d been—that she’d gone after the 
monster to try and handle it herself…] 
{…A glimpse of black hair, seen through the bannisters as Severus hurried out the door after yet 
another meeting of the Order of the Phoenix…}  […Robes on fire, frustrated and angry, Hermione 
right behind him as he beat out the blue flames while the Potter boy crashed into the Quidditch 
field, thanks to Quirrel’s mad pact with Voldimort…] 
[{…That first day in Potions, a mixture of loathing/admiration for Harry Potter, an intense desire 
to punish the boy/prove her intelligence, a reluctant admiration/painful disappointment at her 
unexpected intelligence/his unexpected cruelty…}] 
 
Passion slowly bled out of their limbs, allowing their minds to separate, though their bodies stayed 
conjoined.  Their lips parted, though; it was no longer needed to keep the kiss, and the liquid, 
shared between the two of them.  The potion had done its work; they were now bound in the 
ensorcelled grip of the thick, nearly flavorless purple liquid they had jointly swallowed. 
 

{—What in heaven’s name is going on?—Professor Snape??} 
 
[Keep your mouth shut, girl; I’ll explain everything, IF I still can get both of us out of this alive!] 
 
{But you—you—} 
 
[Yes, and I promise I’ll slit my wrists in pennance after we’ve killed the bastard.  Do not reveal the 
fact that you know my name—and don’t let go of me from this moment on, whatever happens,]  he 
added in strict warning as he panted against her lips, still recovering from the explosion of passion 
and perception, eyes still closed against the brightness of the wards slowly fading around them.  
[Maintain skin contact, or he’ll be able to read your thoughts!  I can shield you from him with my 
Occlumency, thanks to this spell, but only if we keep in constant touch!] 
 
{Shield me from who?} 
 
His eyes opened, finding hers already awake and aware, staring at his half-masked face in shock 
and confusion.  [Voldemort!  Use your god-given brains, girl, or didn’t you notice the one slimy, 
serpentine git surrounded by all these Death Eaters?  Now, obey me as if I’d put Imperio on you 
again—or god help my soul, I will put it on you again!] 
 
Her brown eyes narrowed.  {You wouldn’t dare!} 
 
[I will do anything necessary to get you out of this situation alive—or hadn’t you noticed that fact, 
yet?]  he asked her acerbically, shifting his free hand to the nape of her neck before lifting his 
mouth from hers.  [I apologize profusely for the dire humiliation of this moment, but at least you 
can survive that.  You cannot survive if he decides to Crucio us both to death.] 
 
She glanced to either side, face paling and flushing in waves, taking in the smirking Death 
Eaters…and their pale-skinned, slit-nostriled master.  Who had just witnessed her rape.  {Oh, god, 
I think I’m going to be sick—!} 
 
[Like hell you are!  Stiffen your spine with some of that damned Gryffindor courage of yours!  And 
keep your mouth shut!]  Severus added sharply for good measure.  Pulling out of her—she winced 
and flushed a deep, utterly shamed red—he shifted back onto his knees, hauling her into a sitting 
position as he shifted the hand at her neck from his right to his left once his left was no longer 
needed to brace his frame over hers.  She winced, for his long fingers gripped the base of her skull 
and its soft tangle of ringlets too tightly for comfort, but he didn’t let go. 
 
{You’re pulling my hair!} 
 
[Good; they’ll think I’m torturing you further.] 
 
{You are!}  She started to reach for her shirt, to draw the edges together—and winced again as he 
tightened his grip, threatening to tear out some of her hair. 
 
[Leave it!  The more humiliated you clearly are, the less likely the Dread Bastard will try to harm 
you further before we can escape this place.] 
 
She started to respond, but a hissing, sibilant, vile voice interrupted her, slightly muted by the 
wards erected  around them.  “Is she completely under your control, now?” 
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“For as long as I touch her, Master, yes.  Completely.”  [For the love of god, don’t argue with me!  
Our acting ability is the only thing saving either of us from a fate that, if we’re lucky, will end in 
death!] 
 
“Prove it.” 
 
Black eyes met brown, intense with unspoken words.  [Do exactly what I say, with no hesitations, 
and no maidenly shyness, or we’re dead—do you understand?] 
 
{I…yes…} 
 
He could tell she wasn’t happy about it.  He sat back on his heels, jutting his still-hard shaft 
towards her, letting his robes fall back to either side.  Giving the others around them a very good 
view of the moisture slicking his flesh, some of it white from his seed, some of it clear from her 
own pleasure…and some of it dark red from the harsh rending of her virginity.  If it weren’t for 
the aphrodesiac still running through his veins, Severus wouldn’t have been able to do this part at 
all; he hadn’t been joking when he’d said he’d be willing to slit his wrists over this.  Silently, he 
damned his soul one more time to the depths of hell.  Out loud, left hand still buried in her hair, 
the other resting in the grass, he commanded in a low, harsh growl, 
 
“Suck my prick!” 
 
He had one glimpse of those brown eyes staring into his, before she dipped her head and did 
exactly that.  Literally.  Her lips sealed around the damp head of his penis and sucked her mouth 
down around his shaft.  Severus gasped at the intense pleasure—that damned potion was hard at 
work, still—and fought to control his thoughts, to distance himself from the pleasure of those 
lips…and that remarkably talented tongue.  He felt it, warm and wet, scraping softly over the tip 
of the glans, swirling down each side of his organ, making him throb, urging him to moan, though 
he bit it back.  She didn’t close her shirt as she pulled back slowly, then plunged down again, 
making her bared breasts bob and sway, nor did she try to pull up her pants, leaving her buttocks 
and the ravaged, damp cleft between them bared to the night and the avid, lecherous gazes of the 
Death Eaters around them. 
 
Severus let his left hand rise and fall, not bothering to guide her movements.  At the corner of his 
vision, Voldemort drifted closer.  “Lower the wards.” 
 
[Keep touching me, girl; I’ve got to cloak the reality of both our minds from his, and this isn’t 
going to be easy!]  Lifting his wand in his right hand, Severus did as commanded.  One of those 
wards had been a casting of Occlumency, guarding both of their minds during that vulnerable 
moment when the potion took effect.  Sure enough, the moment the wards vanished, leaving 
nothing of themselves behind, not even scorched grass, Voldemort pounced with his Legilimency. 
 
The pressure was intense, but before dropping the wards, Severus had thrown up a screen around 
both their thoughts.  And as the Dread Lord pressured his way into that mental 
illusion…Hermione threw herself into the effort, too, adding that extra bit of realism to the 
deception Severus continued to weave.  Voldemort searched roughly through the outermost layer 
of brutalized trauma and abject humiliation, of fear and loathing and self-loathing.  He stabbed 
straight for information on Harry Potter’s whereabouts, and in combined effort, Severus and 
Hermione supplied a variation on what was probably the truth—Hermione had been ambushed on 
the edge of Hogsmeade…but he and Ron Weasley hadn’t been there; they’d been off viewing the 
latest Quidditch scores posted on the bulletin board at the Three Broomsticks, and being bored, 

she had wandered off towards the Shrieking Shack, remembering Remus Lupin, their old Defense 
Against the Dark Arts teacher. 
 
Voldemort probed, but he got nothing more than the whole-cloth of her capture, her subdual, and 
her arrival here when he’d summoned his Dark Servants just at the darkest edge of dusk.  He got 
nothing more than the knowledge that, since she hadn’t returned by nightfall, the teachers and staff 
would probably be turned out to look for her, and her heartfelt prayers that she’d survive long 
enough to be found still alive, though she of course now wished she were dead after what had 
happened.  All the Dread Lord got from Severus was a deep pleasure at having raped and utterly 
humiliated the girl, and the equally deep pleasure of experiencing her remarkably talented mouth 
performing fellatio on him. 
 
Satisfied, Voldemort released both of them from the grip of his magic, circling around them as 
Miss Granger continued to bob and suck and lick at his shaft.  “Take her back to Hogwarts, My 
Servant.  Dump her there, where her…teachers…can stumble across her body, so that she may 
suffer from even further humiliation this night.  And summon her back to you, as frequently as 
you can.  Let her taste the pain and humiliation you can bestow upon her, time and again, as was 
promised.” 
 
“As you wish, my Master.”  Reaching out, Snape lifted that hem a third, odious time in his free 
hand and kissed it reverently.  He started to gather his magic, to Apparate both of them away.   
Voldemort, the blowhard, added, 
 
“One more thing… Bring her with you, the next time you are both free to come to me.” 
 
“…I will do my best to comply, Master.”  Tightly controlling his rage, the urge to smash that 
serpentine face, Snape focused on the one location where they would be relatively safe, and 
Apparated them both to it.  Glad of her memories during their blending, which had given him the 
idea:  the Shrieking Shack in Hogsmeade.  That was a four-hour dose of aphrodesiac each of them 
had consumed, one of his best brewings; there was no way either of them could go straight back to 
Hogwarts before the effects were through.  Not without raising eyebrows, suspicions, accusations, 
and a hue and cry against what had happened here tonight.  The Shack was as good a place as any 
to hash out what would happen next—any shrieking, outraged or impassioned, would be ignored 
by the locals.  And at least it did have one intact bed upstairs, one which he’d repaired years ago 
after waking in the midst of its rubble during that Sirius Black/Remus Lupin fiasco four years 
ago… 
 
…Damn the basilisk-snogging bastard for doing this to them! 
 
Chapter II. 
 
Hermione didn’t stop moving her head, though the swirling, yawing pitch of Apparation didn’t 
combine well with the up-and-down movements.  Part of it was the fear that they still weren’t 
alone, that some of the Death Eaters had somehow managed to follow them, to watch her further 
debasement and humiliation. 
 
Part of it was an even more shameful secret:  that this, her first attempt at fellatio, had proven to 
be, well…enjoyable. 
 
The semen coating his shaft was bitter and salty-sweet, reminding her all too clearly of the 
remaining liquid still seeping out of her body, trickling down her half-naked thighs; the smeared 
blood from the breaching of her hymen was metallic and somewhat nasty, reminding her that it 
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came from her own aching, sundered flesh.  And the musky dew of her own orgasm that bound the 
two together…well, that, she’d tasted before in self-masturbation; she didn’t mind that flavor, kind 
of liked it, in fact.  The heat of his shaft, the thickness and length of it, the delicate skin over turgid 
flesh, its sueded-silk hardness, the little ridge running at a dimpled angle around the tip and the 
sweaty musk of its scent…that, her lips and her tongue and her mouth seemed to crave. 
 
Before she’d been invited to Hogwarts, Hermione had been in the bad habit of nibbling on her 
pencils; quill pens just weren’t the same, so she’d taken to nibbling on her curls, on bits of 
chocolate and carrots, whatever was round and oblong and nibble-able.  Some of the other girls in 
Gryffindor Tower had teased her in the privacy of the girls’ dormitory of being ‘orally 
fixated’…but she’d never known exactly what they’d meant each time when they’d burst into 
giggles afterwards. 
 
Until now. 
 
And, whatever had happened between them, whatever was still between them, linking their 
minds…she just couldn’t stop licking and sucking on Professor Snape’s tumescent prick.  Because 
she could feel his mounting pleasure, almost as clearly as if it were her own.  She knew he had 
focused on the Shrieking Shack.  She knew that they were alone in the bedroom upstairs, where a 
handful of years before, she and Harry and Ron had all three of them knocked him—Snape—
unconscious before he could kill Sirius Black.  She also knew that, whatever sounds they might 
make, the residents of Hogsmeade would not be able to get into the Shack, for it was not only 
boarded up tight, it was still warded against any entrance or exit, save for the tunnel that led back 
onto the school grounds, back to the Whomping Willow that guarded the far entrance. 
 
Somehow, despite the enthusiasm which she applied to his shaft, he managed to get a single 
candle lit with a spark from his wand, igniting it in the old, wrought-iron candlestand placed in a 
corner of the room…but little else.  Providing them with at least as much light as the moon and the 
Death Eaters’ torches had cast, outside in that meadow. 
 
[Hermione…Herm…Miss Granger, stop!  Stop—oh, god—oh, ohhhh…] 
 
His body, tense with pure pleasure, wasn’t nearly ravaged as his mind, which swirled with feelings 
of guilt and shame, hunger and desire.  Both hands now dug into her hair, urging her on, slowing 
her pace and tempo, dragging the pleasure out just that little bit more.  Hermione, breathless with 
desire, shifted her doubled-over stance, worming one of her hands between her thighs—if she 
could just banish the mortification of her rape with the pleasure she now felt, if she could only 
erase how it had happened all wrong, her first time— 
 
{If I could just forget the pain, and remember only the pleasure…} 
 
He shifted, twisting with remarkable suppleness.  Before she knew it, he pressed her onto her side, 
shoving her trousers and panties further down her legs, and pillowed his head between her thighs, 
discarding the metallic mask.  She gasped, clutching at his shaft with her hands as he parted her 
nether lips with one hand, and trembled as he kissed the inner folds.  Shuddered as he licked them.  
Soothing her soreness, and stimulating her nerves, he kissed and licked and even sucked more or 
less as she had done.  Moaning in pleasure, Hermione captured him in her mouth again, resuming 
her enthusiasm for fellatio as he demonstrated his own remarkable skill in cunnilingus. 
 
With their minds linked together, every touch, every caress received instant feedback.  She learned 
he actively liked it when she very gently bit him, just a little pressure from her molars at the 
thickest part just below the glans.  He learned that she loved it when he flicked his tongue in and 

out of her crevasse rapidly, now healed from its ravishing by the lingering effects of that first 
potion.  He loved it when she laved him with her tongue to provide lubrication, then sucked him 
suddenly, deeply into her mouth—she loved it when he retaliated by doing more or less the same 
to her clitoris, though the physics weren’t quite the same.  Too soon, yet not nearly fast enough, 
climax came, blending their minds that much closer… 
 
[Oh, god, yes—so sweet!  More!  More!] 
{I’m going to die—oh, god, yes!  My god—Severus!} 
 
…Bodies shuddered, tensed and trembled.  Sighed and slumped, relaxed, sated.  Lazy thoughts 
spiraled down out of the heavens, more feeling than meaning.  For Hermione, it was the burning 
taste of what she had just swallowed that proved the first discomfort her mind could focus on, and 
the weight of the head still pillowed on her right thigh proved the second.  But not the fact that it 
rested there—oh, no; for Severus, his first cognizant thought, which she could still sense inside her 
own mind, was more. 
 
More juice, more flavor, more savoring.  More lapping and nipping and tasting this most feminine 
draught, this potion divine.  His own pleasure was incidental—monumental, but incidental, 
secondary to the ecstasy he’d felt whirling through the lush, ripe young curves in his arms.  A 
twist and he pushed her onto her back, climbed over her, keeping his face buried between those 
soft, milky-white thighs.  Hermione knew this, because she could feel every barely-coherent 
thought of his almost as closely and clearly as if it were her own. 
 
His robes settled over her face, blocking out her already dim view of the interior of the Shrieking 
Shack.  He was still hard—unbelievably hard for a man of middling years—and her hand came up 
to grip him, while her lips pressed against his sack, first against the fabric of his trousers that had 
bunched up at the base of the fly with the shift in position, then tugging the material back.  But 
then he did something with his tongue—a swirling flick—and she lost coherency again with a 
shuddered cry, her head thumping back against the weathered floorboards of the dusty old room 
before it tossed from side to side.  Not in denial of what he was doing, but in denial at her loss of 
focus, her loss of control. 
 
He licked, he probed, he nuzzled and flicked.  Trapped under most of his weight, she could only 
squirm, could barely flex her hips, spreading her knees for more, more.  His hands cupped under 
her thighs, parted the soft inner flesh, pressed open her nether lips as he explored and plundered 
and ravished her with his tongue, his lips, his mouth, his whole face.  Hermione groaned and 
thrashed, grunted and shook as first a little orgasm swept through her, then another, a third—
primed her for a bigger one that went on and on, then a panting slump as he laved her with soft, 
broad strokes of his tongue.  A flick of its very tip against her clit and she cried out again, 
thrusting up into his face, knees and thighs flexing and folding like the wings of a restless 
butterfly, still tied together at the ankles by the tangle of her clothes.  It was an even bigger jolt of 
ecstasy, and every time he flicked her nubbin hard and fast between the other, more moderate 
strokes, it jolted her to a higher level of pleasure.  Panting, her grunting changed to little moans.  
Her little moans shifted into greater cries—her cries became a shout, a scream as he shifted his 
grip, ruthlessly pulled her labia lips apart, and half suckled, half bit her clitoris, wriggling it gently 
in his teeth. 
 
Hermione went wild, bucking both of their bodies right off the floor.  Severus growled and forced 
her thighs to stay apart with more strength in those thin, wiry, robe-covered shoulders than she’d 
ever suspected he could possess.  There was no room for her own thoughts, only his fervent,  [—
Oh, goddess, oh, divine—more, more, more—] 
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Dimly, some barely sane corner of Hermione’s mind registered the undercurrents of his thoughts 
with numb shock.  He didn’t mean he wanted to drink more of her juices—she felt like she was 
peeing, it was so disasterously, mortifyingly good—he meant he wanted to give her more 
pleasure! 
 
For a moment, his ministrations ceased.  She gasped hard and fast for air, as he murmured 
something mere inches from her curls—and something touched her clitoris, vibrated against it in a 
fast, hard, steady pulse.  The breath in her lungs choked, escaping in a rising keen as her whole 
body first arched away, then bowed into that ungodly, unholy, unbelievable touch!  Hermione felt 
like she was being tortured in fast-forward, like a video tape that was being skipped through the 
dull parts as quickly as possible to right get to the climax of the scene.  Her eyes curled up into the 
top of her head, her lids twitching shut in a manner almost reminiscent of an epileptic attack.  
Animalistic snarls escaped her throat, she was now that far beyond screaming.  Her fingers clawed 
at his thighs, his hips, his lower back as she scraped and clutched and gouged, tugging at his 
clothes in mindless, furious ultimatum—finish this, or else! 
 
That vibrational pulse shifted, riding over the tip of her clit, and thrust itself into her slit.  Plunging 
into her, vibrating like a bee’s nest stuffed into something far too small for the colony as a whole, 
it reamed her with slow, deep, deliberate strokes…pulling out every third or so passing to rub and 
buzz against her nerves.  Half a dozen, a dozen such thrusts, yet half a dozen more—she screamed 
as much in frustration as in pleasure, because It Was Not Enough! 
 
He spun off of her, the cloak vanishing, that long, thin finger twisting inside of her as his body 
rotated the other way around.  A shift of his weight, a grab of his briefly discarded wand, a shout 
of words that were not very audible in the face of her sexual frustration, and their clothing 
vanished from both of them.  Hot, naked skin brushed against hot naked skin, sweaty and sticking 
a little, as that pulsing finger continued to plunge in and out of her.  And then he shifted, hooking 
her right thigh over his left arm, and withdrew his finger, cancelling the spell.  Her jaw clenched, 
on the brink of something REALLY BIG and frustrated by its absolute, sudden lack—and he 
thrust into her, hard and fast, pistoning with a power and a depth and a tightness she could not 
believe.  With her hip tilted up just so…with a hitch, just a little bit more…he drove against 
something deep inside her, something…something… 
 
{Oh god oh god ohgodohgodohgodohgodohohohohohohhhhhhh——!!} 
 
Eyes flying wide open, but unseeing, feeling but not hearing his own animalistic grunts, Hermione 
felt a lightning-like tingle spread through her whole body, accompanied by the abrupt feeling that 
he was about to join her.  The feeling of a tsunami about to strike an unsuspecting coastline 
without more than a moment or two of warning, devastating all who dared to live within its deadly 
reach.  What had to be her whole body, her whole soul, plummeted down and back and around, 
inverting the whole universe. 
 
With a pulse and a throb and a pouring of his passion, a spurting of deep, hot, endless wetness, 
Severus joined her.  Neither of them heard their own visceral, monstrous cries.  Undoubtedly the 
residents of Hogsmeade heard them; the volume and timber literally shook dust from the rafters, 
the rhythmic pounding of his body in hers as they achieved release making the floorboards thump 
and the walls creak. 
 
Hermione came back to her senses to the slow, slightly sore sensation of him, still hard, gently 
rocking in and out of her, of his long, strong hands cupping her head, turning it limply this way 
and that as he kissed her from nose to throat, cheek to lip, his mouth brushing her flesh softly, 
soothingly.  Without a single thought in his head, other than the sensations of the moment. 

She knew, because she finally had the room to think,  {My god…how long is this going to go on?} 
 
The Potions Master finally pulled his head back, holding her face still as he braced his weight on 
his elbows and looked down at her.  With a suggestion of his usual villanous drawl—though there 
was also a certain warm satedness in his tone, mixed with a simmering intensity that made her 
shiver—he informed her tartly,  “…Considering that the second vial contained eight doses’ worth 
of aphrodesiac, each dose lasting about an hour, and that we each drank half, I would estimate that 
the effects will continue to plague us for another three to three and a half hours, Miss Granger.” 
 
{Three…three and a half hours…?} 
 
Dazed satiation turned to shock, widening her eyes.  “—You drugged me!” 
 
“I prefer to think of it as having been considerate enough, despite the situation, to ensure that we 
both enjoyed it.” 
 
She drew in a breath to protest, and the hint  of a sneer started to curl his upper lip. 
 
“Spare me your denials, Miss Granger; we are linked telepathically at the moment,”  he told her 
out loud, then finished with a tightly closed mouth,  […and they are patently untrue.] 
 
She stared at him in shock, the aphrodesiac in her system not quite {Oh, god, the bastard knows 
what I’m thinking!} 
 
[I assure you, my parents were married when they conceived me,]  Snape sent back without 
parting his thin, firm mouth to speak.  The constant, gentle rocking of his body against hers, his 
shaft  gliding over and over into her core, almost distracted her from the implications in that 
statement.  There was no use denying she was still greatly turned on by the touch and the feel and 
the scent and the taste of him— 
 
{—Oh, god!  I could get PREGNANT!} 
 
He winced at her mental shriek.  […Miss Granger, surely by now you have realized how 
methodical I am?] 
 
That was a trick question—he was certainly methodically invading her body with his own! 
 
[I meant that, when I crafted that particular potion, I included a contraceptive agent at the time, 
and made certain to grab that particular one, out of all the many variations available in my 
private stock, when I figured out a way to rescue you without getting us both killed or exposed to 
that slimy, serpentine bastard.] 
 
{Oh, exposed, he says!  My very first time, drugged and raped while I was surrounded by all those 
Death Eaters sniggering at me!} 
 
Severus winced, internally, where she sensed it through the bond linking them rather than saw it 
on his face; his dark-eyed expression didn’t change as the sole candle illuminating the neglected 
room flickered an almost hypnotic dance of light and shadow across one side of his head.  [If I 
could have come up with a better solution before the rest of them raped and tortured you in 
earnest, Hermione, I would have!  Would you rather I had let them rape you?  Or taken you 
without any consideration at all for your own pleasure?  What kind of a man do you think I am?] 
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Hermione stared at him, at that fierce, almost wounded mental demand.  {I…I don’t know…} 
 
[Of course not.  Y ou’re always hanging around with that Potter brat, hanging on his every word!] 
 
{Of course I hang around him!  He’s my friend!}  she defended swiftly, wondering how he could 
possibly know what that meant.  {If you had any, you’d understand what I mean!}   
 
This time, he winced visibly.  Winced, and pulled out of her, rolling away onto his back.  
Removing all contact between their bodies.  His right arm angled up over his face, burying most of 
his damp, saturnine features in the crook of his elbow. 
 
The scent of sex and satisfaction filled the tense silence between them.  Hermione pushed up onto 
her left elbow and hip and stared at him, at the lean, sparse body revealed dimly in the candlelight, 
turning his pale, sallow skin to a dim gold.  Revealing the light dusting of black hair on his 
surprisingly muscular upper chest, the thin, dark line meandering down to circle his navel, 
regrouping for the final siege of his groin.  Like a tower besieged, his manhood jutted up out of his 
groin, still unbelievably hard and firm, resolute in its proud, glistening erection.  She could feel an 
echoing moisture seeping out of her core, slicking her thighs, and flushed with embarrassment, her 
gaze sweeping down to his wiry, lean legs and naked feet only out of the habit of finishing what 
she had begun.  Her cheeks burned as she did so, feeling the shame of wanting him mingling with 
the shame of what she’d so cruelly said, even as she knew she should be reviling him for what 
he’d done. 
 
But she also felt the lingering pleasure of her most recent memories.  The angle at which she 
reclined rubbed her nether lips against her clitoris, making her shiver as she shifted her weight.  
Sore and swollen as she was, she could feel the aphrodesiac still thrumming in her veins. 
 
Hermione longed to deny his better nature, to claim, to scream and shout—he violated me!  That 
Professor Severus Snape, of all the men, had to be the one to take her virginity—and there was no 
giving about it, drugged or otherwise—was a thought and a memory that would stay with her a 
long, long time. 
 
But, not always unpleasantly,  a perverse little corner of her brain whispered almost gleefully.  
Admit it, Hermie—you’ve always wanted Snape!  You’ve always had a sick little crush on the 
nasty, greasy-haired bastard, haven’t you?  Admit it!  You’ve frigged yourself, fantasizing about 
him, not just making love to you, but taking you!  Claiming you with that sexy ruthlessness of his!  
You’re just as disappointed you didn’t know it was him until the two of you climaxed and your 
thoughts merged, as you are angry that you were drugged and raped against your will!  You’re 
mad,  that little inner voice that was the nastiest part of her utterly honest conscience finished, 
rubbing lemon juice into the indignity of her wounds,  because you know how much better it 
would’ve been to blend fantasy and reality, and you’re ashamed you should feel that way! 
 
A little later, back at the school, Hermione would be tempted to say something snapped inside of 
her, at that last accusation.  Later even than that, she would force herself to admit the true honesty 
of her response at this moment in time.  And all throughout, she was utterly glad they weren’t in 
contact with each other, that he couldn’t read this most disturbing of all her thoughts.  Why should 
I feel ashamed?  He did do all he could to spare me…and pleasure me! 
 
…So why don’t you do something about it, hmm?  You’re still feeling hornier than that dragon 
Harry faced at the Triwizard Tournament… 
 

Maybe I will do something about it!  But she couldn’t bring herself to just lean over, grab that 
glistening, twitching pillar of flesh and slobber all over it again.  However much her mouth 
betrayed her by watering at the idea.  As bad as the evening had started out…he had considered 
her own pleasure, and Hermione was honest enough to admit it would have been very bad, had she 
not felt the pulsing need of the aphrodesiac in her system when he’d torn into her. 
 
She might have shuddering nightmares later about a circle of mirrored masks and black robes, 
flailing and kicking at her, of excruciating pain and mortifying humiliation…but with her mind 
temporarily cleared by that unbelievable orgasm, she could admit to herself it could definitely 
have been worse, and that the odds had definitely been against her rescue.  She’d given herself up 
for dead, and had steeled herself to resist having any secrets Imperio’d out of her. 
 
However it had been managed, she was alive, and safely out of Voldemort’s clutches. 
 
“I believe I must thank you for rescuing me.” 
 
“I don’t need any false claims of gratitude from you,”  he growled, still keeping most of his face, 
and his expression, masked in the crook of his arm. 
 
Hermione eyed him, steeled her nerves, and sat up on her hip.  Gingerly, she reached out and 
touched his own hip, making him jump from the unexpected touch.  He lifted his arm a little, 
watching her with wary black eyes as she repeated herself, since this mind-reading thing seemed 
to work only when they touched. 
 
“I wish to thank you for rescuing me, Professor.  However it came about.  And…I thank you for 
being considerate, for ensuring I…enjoyed it, in the end.”   {And that is the absolute truth—which 
you can choke on it, if you like, you bad-tempered git!}  she added with a touch of mental heat as 
his breath caught and he almost coughed.  {Because I did enjoy it, especially when you shoved 
your face into my—oh, crud!} 
 
She jerked her fingers back as if his skin had suddenly grown furnace-hot.  Like her face.  This 
ability to read each other’s thoughts is a real curse!  A wary, guarded flick of her eyes to his face 
found him still looking at her from under the shadow of his arm…and the line of his thin lips 
curved up in a slight but definite smile.  Horribly, wonderfully, the sight of that masculine near-
smirk curled desire into her belly, as surely as he’d curled his tongue into her femininity.  Stifling 
the urge to moan, she continued, focusing her mind on more important matters than any memories 
of overwhelming lust. 
 
“You gave me three potions.  The first one tasted like a healing potion—and for that, I thank you 
as well.  I’m fairly sure one of those masked bastards cracked a rib or two, kicking me around on 
the grass,”  she added in a mutter, touching her naked, unblemished side in briefly wincing 
memory.  And flushed again, realizing she was naked.  Taking a deep breath, she squared her 
shoulders mentally and physically, resolving to ignore both their lack of garments, and continued.  
“The second one…that was the aphrodesiac?  It was the only one we shared equal portions, and 
you said we each had four doses’ worth.” 
 
He tipped his arm back so that it arced over his head, resting on the floor, and nodded slightly. 
 
“Then it was the third potion that created this…mind-to-mind link between us, whenever we 
touch.” 
 
“Your intellect never fails to astound me, Miss Granger.” 
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She blushed from the not-quite-acerbic compliment, and from the formality of his address, which 
in the face of their blatant state of undress—which also made her blush—seemed a bit absurd.  
Summoning the courage that had gotten her into Gryffindor, she pointed out,  “Considering how 
intimate we’ve just been…shouldn’t we be on a first-name basis, at least for the moment?  Have 
no fear I’ll call you Severus in class,”  she allowed, since she knew that would be one of his own 
concerns,  “but I’m not about to keep calling you Professor while we’re…while we’re like this.” 
 
His other arm, stretched out at an angle from his body, clenched into a fist.  For a moment, she 
thought he would say something derogatory, but he surprised her.  “I am attempting to salvage 
what few shreds remain of my conscience, Miss Granger.  I am your teacher; I have taken 
advantage of you, committing at least four different felonious acts of brutality against you, all of 
which are deserving of a life sentence in Azkaban, perhaps even a Dementor’s kiss…and I am 
lying here with a raging erection, doing my damnedest to not throw you back onto the floor and 
screw your pretty little brains out.” 
 
She gaped at him. 
 
“…Shocked, Hermione?”  he asked, finally using her given name out loud.  “The moment I touch 
you, you’ll read the truth in my thoughts, anyway.  I have nothing to lose by speaking my mind 
right now.  And maybe a scrap of dignity to retain, which the revelation of a lie would utterly 
destroy, the moment we touched each other again.” 
 
Hermione stared at him.  An utterly honest Snape?  She wondered if he had ever let down his 
guard since turning his back on Voldemort and siding with Dumbledore, however much in secret 
he had chosen to do so.  Certainly not in all the time she’d known him, all six and a half years.  
That led her to wonder if part of his, well, his attitude problems stemmed from constantly having 
to watch his every act and word, to guard himself unceasingly against the worst that awaited him, 
if Voldemort ever learned he had switched to the other side. 
 
Something he said earlier made her frown softly.  “…Which four felonious acts?” 
 
He closed his eyes, letting his head rest against the floor with a soft thump.  “Come now, Granger!  
Use that brilliant brain of yours!” 
 
“Well, one was the Imperius Curse,”  she murmured, blushing at his compliment, however he had 
snapped it at her.  She remembered him threatening to Imperio her a second time, if need be.  And 
then remembered; he’d already Imperio’d her twice.  “And you didn’t stop the others from 
torturing me, so I suppose that counts.  The third was Cruciatus.  Just as I threw off the Imperius 
the first time.  You applied Imperio and Crucius twice.  So the fourth crime was the 
rape…though…” 
 
His eyes opened to dark-lashed slits. 
 
Hermione gathered her courage and finished her sentence.  “…Though it wasn’t that much of a 
rape.  Not when I…enjoyed it so much.” 
 
“You were drugged.  Rapes performed under the effects of date-rape drugs are even more 
loathsome,”  he muttered, tilting his head away and closing his eyes again.  She noticed that the 
fingers of his left hand had unfisted, and were now arched like claws, digging into the old wood of 
the floor.  “But I did not count the tortures of the others, just as I wouldn’t count the double-use of 
the two Unforgivables as separate incidents.  In for a Knut, in for a Galleon, as they say.” 
 

“So what would be the fourth one, then?” 
 
He opened his eyes, looked at the tension in his own hand.  “I am your teacher.” 
 
“So?”  she asked.  “I’m eighteen, which makes me well past the legal age in Britain.”  She let out 
a breath of air that could have been either a scoff or a laugh.  “I’d even be of-age in America!” 
 
That made him look at her.  A dark look, filled with an emotion she couldn’t quite make out, yet.  
“I am your teacher,”  he repeated firmly.  “You are my student.  There is no bond of trust greater 
in its expectations of decorum and ethical behavior, than save that of a doctor and his patient, or a 
priest and his parishioner.” 
 
…Ah.  Self-loathing.  Hermione tried to lighten the moment with a touch of levity.  “Decorum?  
Ethical behavior?  When you’re always so busy snapping and snarling and belittling everyone?” 
 
The arm arched over his head snapped down, manacling her left wrist, the one she leaned on for 
support.  An explosion of thoughts and memories and impressions flooded her with the contact.  
Explaining without the tedious imperfection of words what he thought of her ‘levity’. 
 
…Pride at being accepted as good enough for Hogwarts…the daily grind of children who had 
such potential, but who never applied themselves, never took that potential anywhere but for 
granted…the occassional shining example—her example—yet the insufferable way she flaunted 
her knowledge so much, it made the other students resentful, made them make fun of her, as they’d 
once made fun of him…the constant struggle between his darker nature, the nature that had made 
him seek out Voldemort, and things that had happened even earlier, versus the shreds of 
conscience and compassion that had turned his descending, darkening path at the last salvageable 
moment…the craving need to find one truly brilliant pupil to share his love of academia…the 
horror of finding that pupil was her, the constant companion of the oh-so-special son of the 
smarmy, self-righteous, arrogant git he’d loathed for so long…constantly having to praise and 
pander to the Slytherin imbeciles who themselves were the sons and daughters of yet more 
Slytherin imbeciles…having to constantly portray the nastiness that ate away at the warmth of his 
soul…the fear of being Found Out, exposed, tortured, killed—or worse, turned against by those 
whose trust in him was so weak, it was almost too fragile to hold…his anger at Voldemort, at his 
position as spy and double agent…the need to convince the dullards and lackwits that Potions was 
dangerous, life-threatening, when they had never once in most of their pitifully young, sheltered, 
pampered lives ever truly known what danger was…suppressing all of his rage until it ate away at 
him, kept him up for long, restless nights, until he had to unleash it in the classroom in the vain 
effort of trying to teach, when all the while his own death was as close as the removal of a single, 
tarnished mask…and under it all, through it all, above it all…his pride in his profession as a 
teacher, however battered and bruised and scabbed it had become over the years of his own, 
carefully hidden abuse… 
 
His hand fell from her wrist, ending the contact.  Leaving him looking like a demented sort of 
messiah, with his legs straight and his arms spread at mild angles, his head tilted towards her, and 
that spear poking…  Well,  Hermione amended silently in a distracted blink.  It isn’t exactly 
poking into his side, now is it?  More like poking out of his groin… 
 
The momentary inanity of the thought gave her scattered wits time to collect and assimilate.  If she 
touched him now, he might mistake her reaction for pity, and Hermione knew instinctively that 
pity would make him loathe her.  She didn’t feel pity for him, though.  Before her fifth year, 
before she knew what tireless work he performed for the Order of the Phoenix, it might have been 
pity; despite the fact that he had always been a scary, spiteful, snarling bastard…well, she’d 
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always admired his towering intelligence.  She’d certainly known what it was like to be the most 
intelligent person in a room of less than brilliant companions, sort of like being an American 
basketball star in a roomful of Kalahari bushmen, constantly towering over everyone else, and 
having to fight off the stares and the resentments because of it… 
 
Frustration and boredom were probably his two greatest enemies, after Voldemort and Harry.  
Much like her, though at least she had the variety of her classes to relieve some of the tedium.  
Snape just had Potions.  But she’d seen how tense and pinched his face had been, those days 
they’d spent at the safehouse of the Order, how hurried his stride, how deeply he struggled to hide 
his anxieties, and what she’d felt growing over the last two years was now nothing less than full-
blown compassion.  The boys hadn’t really noticed all that he’d undergone, but then they weren’t 
as perceptive as she was. 
 
“It was only for this one night, Severus,”  she finally dismissed, reaching over with her free hand 
to touch the skin of his wrist, letting him read her sincerity.  “And you did it to save my life.  
There are such things as extenuating circumstances.” 
 
He pulled his hand away from hers, covering his face with both of his palms, groaning.  It was a 
tortured sound, the kind a soul made when something horrible had yet to be revealed.  Wary, she 
waited patiently until he confessed what was wrong from behind his hands.  “It’s not just for this 
one night, Hermione.  Or were you too busy…were you too busy at the end, there, to notice what 
that snake-faced bugger demanded of us?” 
 
She flushed at the memory of how she’d performed fellatio on him with virtually no hesitation, 
remembered the taste and smell and feel of him in her mouth, in her hands.  And remembered a 
thin, sibilant, demanding voice saying something…something about…  “Oh, no…  He wants you 
to take me back there?  To…to humiliate me and…and ravish me in front of all of them, again?” 
 
She couldn’t quite bring herself to call it rape.  Not in front of him; not when he’d tried so hard to 
make it as pleasant as possible for her.  Severus didn’t move.  He didn’t have to nod to confirm the 
accuracy of her memory. 
 
Groaning, she shifted onto her knees and buried her own face in her palms.  The pleasure of their 
most recent interlude was fading, dissolving under the returning fear and mortification and 
degredation she’d when he’d ripped open her shirt and yanked down her lower garments.  A gentle 
touch against her knee made her jump, as his fingers brushed and pressed against her skin. 
 
For one wild moment, she thought he was going to press her back down to the floor and make love 
to her again.  She honestly didn’t know how she’d feel about that.  Physically, she was all for it, 
but that was probably just the aphrodesiac talking… 
 
[Voldemort’s power to read the mind is incredibly strong, and has only grown stronger in the past 
few years since he was brought back to life,]  he enlightened her instead, as she quickly quelled 
the turmoil in her head.  [Against his increasing Legilimency, my own powers of Occlumency 
cannot always keep him entirely out of my true thoughts, nor entirely blinded by the fictions I can 
weave in my mind.  Half-truths and sections of reality must be woven into the whole, to distract 
him from his goals.  I needed a way to save your life, to save you from Crucio, and Imperio…and 
worse things for a beautiful young woman to endure.] 
 
Sliding her hands down her face, she looked at him over her fingertips.  He was absolutely sincere.  
Not just about his abilities versus Voldemort’s, but about considering her beautiful. 
 

[More than that, I needed to have a reason to deliver you into my care…and a reason to keep you 
alive for a good, long time.  Long enough for this war to come to an end.  When I heard one of the 
Death Eaters talking about forcing you to fellate him, and the laughter of the rest, the agreement 
of the rest that they’d be willing to rape as well as torture you—and no protest out of the women 
that were there—I knew that you would not be able to escape unharmed without a great army at 
my back.  I also knew that there was no time for anyone on our side to gather and prepare.  And 
the only thing I could think of was…Veritamoria.] 
 
There was a brief impression of memories tied to that word, but he withdrew his hand quickly, 
shutting her out of its significance.  Hermione cleared her throat.  “What…what is this 
Veritamoria, exactly?” 
 
Black eyes held brown, their expression carefully shuttered.  “A love potion.” 
 
“—A what?”  she half-shrieked, stunned and disbelieving as her hands dropped from covering her 
mouth.  For one long moment, her heart had stopped beating.  Literally.  Now it pounded all over 
the place, as if there were a snitch trapped in her chest. 
 
His eyes narrowed.  “If you’re going to yell that loud, then at least have the decency to remove all 
intelligible words.  We are in the Shrieking Shack, which is not known for the conversational 
quality of its hauntings.” 
 
His dry, acidic wit managed to shock the hummingbird-mode of her heartbeats back down into a 
much more calm and rational range.  Instead of shrieking—which if she started to do, she would 
become appropriately incoherent—she hissed at him.  “What the hell are you talking about?” 
 
The corner of his mouth quirked up in definite amusement.  “So you can swear.” 
 
“Start talking, or I’ll give you a mindful of the words I’ve learned through the years!”  she 
threatened him, giving him a decidedly un-Gryffindor-ish, rather Slytherin-esque glare and a very 
Slytherin-esque hiss.  “What do you mean, a love potion?” 
 
“Not quite what you are no doubt imagining deep in that accelerated mind of yours,”  he 
murmured, studying her.  Shifting his right arm behind his head for a pillow, propping his head up, 
he continued to regard her steadily with that dark, impenetrable gaze.  “Veritamoria is an 
extremely rare potion.  I inherited it—along with the sallowness of my skin and the darkness of 
my eyes—from an ancestress brought back to England from the Holy Land by a Crusader-warlock 
as his bride.  She was not Middle Eastern, however, but Indian.  In specific, a practictioner of 
Tantric magic.” 
 
Tantric…?  Oh, my! 
 
“I see by the widening of your eyes that you’ve heard of this rare branch of study.  No doubt 
you’ve heard the rumors occassionally sniggered about by the older students amongst themselves, 
once they’ve reached their sexual majority?” 
 
“Not…not exactly,”  she murmured, still stunned by his revelation.  “I’ve actually done some 
research—not much, given the art of Tantra usually requires a partner in all but the most basic of 
stages…” 
 
She trailed off, blushing again.  Severus managed to subdue most of his smile, but it lurked at the 
edges of his mouth.  She’d all but confessed she’d performed Tantric masturbation.  At least she 
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realized it put her drugged virginal rape in front of enemy witnesses into perspective; she was only 
slightly less embarrassed to admit the details of her extracurricular research to her Potions 
professor than she’d been at being drug-raped before witnesses just a short time ago in that 
meadow. 
 
“…What, exactly, does the potion do?”  she inquired stiffly, regaining some of her dignity by 
firmly ignoring his amusement. 
 
“It combines Eromancy, sexual magic, with Legilimency, the ability to read others’ minds.  Which 
is why I was able to shield your thoughts from his.  That was another thing I had to do.  I knew 
that you knew I was a double-agent.  If Voldemort got the brilliant idea of stripping your mind 
bare, he’d have discovered my duplicity and killed me, too.  And our side would have lost two 
warriors sorely needed for the remaining battles ahead of us.  But with our minds linked by 
Veritamoria, I could use my own skills at Occlumency to shield your thoughts just as I could 
shield my own.” 
 
That made her frown softly.  “How does that make this Veritamoria into a love potion?  Obviously 
the mind-reading aspect only works while we’re touching, and clearly it was triggered when 
you…when we climaxed together,”  she managed without blushing too far down her body.  She 
hoped.  “But sex isn’t love, and neither is telepathy.” 
 
“Veritamoria forces mental intimacy on those who would also enjoy physical intimacy.  The 
ancient priests and priestesses of Tantric Hinduism knew that the young lovers in their 
congretations could easily focus too much on the sexual side of their magical rituals, and neglect 
the…more caring aspects of a relationship.” 
 
Snape?  Blushing at the mention of the ‘r’ word?  Fascinated, Hermione continued to stare at him. 
 
“If there is no deep affection between two people, no accord or companionship between their 
differing thoughts, and they take Veritamoria, eventually those differing thoughts would begin to 
override the pleasures of their bodies, and force the incompatible couple apart.  But if there were 
deep affection on both sides, if their thoughts and opinions could live together in harmony…the 
wizard and witch who drank the potion and engaged in such intimacies of mind and body as to 
deepen that affection…eventually the ability to reach out and touch each other’s minds would 
come even when they were not touching each other’s bodies. 
 
“If you bothered to break the name down onomastically,”  he continued dryly,  “you’d realize it’s 
bastardized Latin for ‘True Love’.  No one in my family remembers the Sanskrit version of the 
spell anymore, though I understand in certain sects of the wizarding world in India, it still exists 
today.  Tantric magic fell out of use after the Muslims invaded that country in the later Middle 
Ages and started destroying anything lewd or lascivious, unfortunately.  The Tantric temples 
themselves were masterpieces of erotic art,”  he added in a brief aside, almost in a lecture-mode 
similar to a classroom lesson, before resuming his explanation.  “In my family, the phial you’re 
wearing was passed down in a line of descendancy through my mother’s mother’s side of the 
family, from father to son, mother to daughter.  The last one to benefit from its abilities was my 
great-aunt, Eumenia Atteborough.  She thought I could do with a dose of True Love, and 
bequeathed it to me when she died. 
 
“How ironic that it’s meant for two mages to use, when the only women I can find to even so 
much as date casually in the summer months when I’m away from the school are Muggles.”  He 
gave her a tight, unamused smile.  “No self-respecting female in the wizarding world wants to 
associate with Severus Snape, the Potions Master, the black-hearted bastard of Hogwarts…and I 

know all too well the dangers of associating with the non-self-respecting ones found in 
Voldemort’s camp.” 
 
But, I’d…  Hermione let that thought trail off, unfinished.  Grateful he wasn’t touching her, and 
thus couldn’t feel the mixture of compassion, shame, and…other emotions that rose and fell, 
incompletely voiced within her.  She forced her mind back to the spell.  “You…you told 
Voldemort that, so long as we kept in contact, you’d have control over me.  Obviously that isn’t 
true.  But…you implied…or rather, he implied that you would be…um…ravishing me again, and 
frequently.” 
 
“I told him that, so long as I…so long as I ravished you—”  he seemed to prefer that word more 
than the other ‘r’ word, like her,  “—on a weekly basis, the spell would continue to permit me to 
scan your thoughts whenever we were engaged in…an encounter.  That much is true, save that 
you will also be able to continue to perceive my own thoughts as well.  Any less frequently than 
that…or if anyone else ‘ravishes’ you at any point in the future,”  he added dryly, warningly,  “and 
the spell will fade away.  I had to give him an ongoing reason to keep you alive, and this was the 
best I could come up with on such short notice.” 
 
She gave him a quizzical look.  He sighed and tucked his other hand behind his head, baring 
armpits almost devoid of hair, but still dark from the few, fine, black tufts that grew there. 
 
“I reasoned with him—yes, I reasoned with a walking, talking corpseful of insanity, I know; the 
irony of it is an agony,”  he drawled with one of his better displays of sardonicism, made all the 
more amazing for the fact that he was naked and rampant and half the time couldn’t stop staring at 
her breasts,  “—that if you continued to hang around Potter, and I continued to visit you illicitly, 
eventually you’d hear something important that the snakey git could use against the other side, and 
that I’d be able to sense it and report it back to him.  Leaving you supposedly in the control of a 
loyal Death Eater, but without the danger of your clever mind breaking free of any Imperatus 
Curse placed upon you.  Which you proved you could actually do, forcing me to use Crucio on 
you before you could try to fight your way free, and probably kill both of us in the process.” 
 
Eyeing him, Hermione managed an equally dry reply.  “I trust you didn’t accidentally call him a 
snakey git to his face.  You’re far too intelligent for me to believe you’d do that intentionally.” 
 
This time, there was a surprising amount of warmth in the smile that curved his mouth briefly.  
Hermione realized that was the first time she’d ever complimented him to his face.  And realized 
he liked having his intelligence complimented  But then, she’d felt a rush of pleasure herself 
whenever he mentioned her own intellect.  She felt that same rush of warmth now as he studied 
her, still smiling.  She shifted her weight on her knees, making her breasts sway slightly 
forward…and felt a new warmth as his gaze slipped down one more time to watch their 
movement.  Reminding her that, now that her body had been given a chance to rest and 
recuperate…she was still suffering from aphrodesiac-inspired lust. 
 
Her mouth dried.  She looked away from the intensity of his gaze…and noted, with all the interest 
of a rabbit being hypnotized by a snake, that a certain serpent still stood close at hand, waiting 
with hard patience for some more attention.  Tearing her gaze away, she eyed him.  “So…we’ll 
have to go before the other Death Eaters again, and I’ll have to put on a convincing show of being 
your depraved love-slave, is that it?” 
 
“Enduring all the humiliation and tormenting with a smile.  At least I did convince the others that 
any sexual interference in our…union…would destroy the efficacy of the potion, which means the 
only touch you’ll have to endure is my own.  Which is also more or less the truth,”  he allowed.  “I 
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then convinced Voldemort I had only the one dose left, which means if anyone else does try to 
force themselves on you, you’ll no longer be a hidden, unwilling spy in the enemy camp, so to 
speak.  Which means Voldemort will keep a tight rein on the others, for as long as he thinks he 
can use you…but he will probe our minds in the future if he gets the chance, to see if he can 
indeed use you. 
 
“Which means we must maintain the potion’s effects for as long as we can, as you have little to no 
skill in the art of Occlumency.  Not at any level that would protect you from him.  
However…uncomfortable such constant intimacy may be for either of us.  Especially as nothing 
will change between you and I, once we return to the school and the classroom,”  he warned her. 
 
Hermione thought he wanted to be clear on that point in case she was getting any silly ideas about 
this honest, straightforward, non-bastard-ish Snape continuing to exist outside moments of utter 
privacy.  She almost snorted at that thought; she was too smart to believe that the Death Eaters 
wouldn’t notice a sudden personality change in either of them.  They had plenty of spies scattered 
around the school, and not just in Snape’s own House. 
 
He continued bluntly, echoing her thoughts.  “Only whatever we must experience together in 
absolute privacy will be different.  To do anything otherwise would be to draw suspicion to the 
both of us…and suspicion at this level of the game brings with it the companions of pain, the 
betrayal of our own side, and a most unpleasant death.  As you can see, I may have rescued you 
from death, and the proverbial fate worse than death…but only at a terrible price.” 
 
She flushed at his words.  Glancing down at the vial hanging around her neck, Hermione lifted the 
flat glass bottle, examining the subtle, swirling design of its clear, shallow ridges and folds more 
by fingertip than by eye.  “…It’s pretty.  And very old.”  Picking up the tiny cork, fixed to the 
neck by a golden chain, she stoppered the empty bottle.  Eyeing it one last time, she let the vacant 
phial fall against her naked chest again.  “And since you did have only the one dose, and who 
knows how long until Voldemort’s defeated…we will have to continue the charade.” 
 
“Yes.  I suspect this will be a charade even more difficult than all those that have gone on before.” 
 
He sat up suddenly, startling her a little.  The burst of movement didn’t end there, for he rose to 
his feet with remarkable grace.  She stared, but couldn’t help herself; since his erection now 
bobbed more or less at eye-level to her kneeling self, she was a little distracted, though Hermione 
still had questions about their situation she wanted answered. 
 
“It has just occurred to me how rough and splintered this floor is.  An unsuitable place for 
lovemaking, especially with someone as new to its vagaries as you.”  He turned away from her, 
presenting her with a gorgeous pair of buttocks, tight and firm…and a back marred by the shiny 
pallor of old scars scattered here and there.  As if someone had whipped him, or maybe beaten him 
with something long ago, hard enough to draw blood, to scar his pale flesh.  He raised his wand-
arm and pointed the thin, dark shaft of wood at the dusty bed and its moldering hangings. 
 
“Mundic!” 
 
Dust and grime instantly vanished from the four-poster bed in a poof of billowing dirt.  The 
rumpled covers snapped into hospital-cornered perfection, the pillows plumped, and the slightly 
mildewy scent tainting the air from the feather mattress vanished.  Turning around again, he held 
out his non-wand hand, inviting her to take it and stand. 
 

She did, letting him pull her to her feet—and gasped as he continued the motion, tugging and 
lifting her up against his chest with a sweep of his other arm behind her knees.  Their eyes met, his 
veiled and dark but warm, hers startled and wide but not afraid, though he could surely feel her 
heart pounding against his ribs.  [As I have no intention of suffering from unrequited priapitis for 
the remainder of the evening, and as we will need to achieve a certain level of comfort and 
familiarity with our enforced mutual intimacy before our next scheduled public…performance,]  
he added with a mixture of self-loathing and…desire…in her mind,  [I see no reason why we 
should continue to spend the remaining three hours on the floor.  I have no intention of suffering 
from any splinters.  Nor subjecting you to any.] 
 
{That’s…very considerate of you,}  Hermione found herself thinking back at him, somewhat in 
shock at the thought of three hours—three hours!—of lovemaking in her professor’s arms… 
 
Chapter III. 
 
“Professor Snape.  I see you have found Miss Granger.” 
 
Severus froze.  The crisp frost coating the ground crunched as he halted, shocked by the 
appearance of Albus Dumbledore.  Headmaster of Hogwarts.  The one man he’d dreaded facing 
above all others—above and beyond Voldemort, because of what he’d done.  The blood drained 
from his body as surely as if he’d slit his wrists.  Beside him, Hermione stopped as well, though 
from the corner of his eye, he could see where all of his blood had gone.  Straight into her 
blushing face. 
 
“The whole staff has been trudging these grounds, looking for traces of your whereabouts, Miss 
Granger.  I suppose I should have Madame Pomfrey check you out, make sure that you 
are…unharmed.  But I would like to discern what happened during your absence before she does 
so.  If that is alright with you, Miss Granger?” 
 
Hermione, as frozen as the frost glittering on the bare limbs of the trees, tried to get her mind 
functioning again.  She couldn’t help remember how many times it seemed like Dumbledore knew 
what she and her two friends had been up to, when they’d thought themselves and their activities 
so cleverly hidden from the rest of the school. 
 
Dumbledore turned slightly.  “This way.  Both of you.” 
 
Resigned, professor and student plodded towards the castle in the wake of the Headmaster, neither 
able to look at each other, nor at the white-haired, white-bearded wizard they followed.  By some 
miracle—possibly on the Headmaster’s contrivance—they encountered no one, as Dumbledore led 
them in through a small, almost unnoticed door, up a surely forgotten stairwell, and along a short 
length of corridor before stopping briefly in front of the gargoyle statue that guarded his chambers. 
 
“Cherry licorice whip,”  Dumbledore told the guardian, and it swerved aside, baring the spiral 
staircase to his office.  Severus and Hermione followed without a word, and within a short time 
they had been gestured into a pair of seats in front of the Headmaster’s desk.  Dumbledore sat 
down behind his desk, folded his hands on its surface, and regarded both of them levelly. 
 
Silence stretched between the three of them.  Severus drew in a breath to speak, only to find 
Hermione beating him to the confession. 
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“I was…I was kidnapped by Death Eaters, just beyond the Shrieking Shack.  They…tortured me.  
S—Professor Snape saved my life, and got me away from them,”  she added firmly, not glancing 
his way.  Her cheeks were flaming with color, but she spoke that part without hesitation. 
 
“Is this the truth, Professor?”  Dumbledore asked him. 
 
Snape paled under the glittering regard of those spectacle-shielded eyes.  He swallowed, knowing 
the old man would damn him to perdition for what he was about to reveal.  “Not quite, 
Headmaster.  I had to…that is, I…er…” 
 
Dumbledore tipped his head down further, looking at the younger, black-haired man over the rims 
of his spectacles.  “Consider carefully your next words, Professor.  Once spoken, they cannot be 
taken back, and if they are the wrong ones, they could very well cost you your position in this 
school.” 
 
Snape fell silent, torn between telling the one man he respected above all others the truth, and the 
damning fact that he did like his job.  Too much to want to throw it away, despite the headaches of 
all the dunderheaded fools like Neville Longbottom—for every hundred Longbottoms, there were 
two or three Grangers, and he was forced to admit that those few shining intellects were worth the 
headaches of dealing with all the rest. 
 
Dumbledore’s gaze shifted to the young woman at his side.  “After all, some things are far more 
serious than a student project…” 
 
Hermione stared back at him.  He’d done this before, sometimes; during her capers with her 
friends Harry and Ron, Dumbledore had sometimes looked at them, as if goading them into 
thinking up a certain, particularly daring action— 
 
“—Oh!” 
 
Both men looked at her sharply.  She flushed a little, fiddling with the rip in the shoulder of her 
shirt.  Or rather, where the rip had been.  Severus—Professor Snape—had been kind enough to use 
his wand to repair the tears in her clothing, as well as clean up all other traces of her ordeal, since 
hers had been broken and discarded by the Death Eaters that had captured her.  Traces such as 
their lovemaking. 
 
“Um…Headmaster, after S—after Professor Snape rescued me, I, um, I wanted to get my mind off 
being kidnapped and tormented by the Death Eaters,”  she rambled quickly, the words pouring out 
of her as soon as she could cobble them together,  “so I approached him about assisting me in an 
extra-credit Potions project.”  She managed a feeble smile and an equally weak laugh.  “You know 
me, and my extra-credit projects…” 
 
“Yes, you are one of the brightest students Hogwarts has seen in many a year,”  Dumbledore 
encouraged her. 
 
“Yes, well…I’ve, er, always wanted to study some of the more esoteric magics, and I thought, 
well, since Professor Snape is a  Potions Master, and that we’re, um, both legally of age…he could 
help me study Tantric magics,”  she finished in a rush. 
 
Dumbledore looked over at Severus, who had paled, then flushed.  The professor searched for 
words, and spread his hands expressively.  “Tantric potions are very advanced magics.  And they 

do require a partner, one with great expertise in handling such a…”  Severus searched for the right 
word,  “…delicate magic.” 
 
“—Right,”  Hermione agreed quickly, determined to save his job, though it was paltry 
compensation for his saving her life.  “And it’s without false modesty that we can all admit the 
Professor, here, is absolutely smashing when it comes to Potions of all sorts.  Plus he’s quite 
honorable, in his way; I knew he’d never think of such a thing himself,”  she added, half-babbling 
whatever came into her head,  “but I couldn’t possibly ask any of the other students, since none of 
them come even close to summoning the care and attention needed for such a project; they’d be 
too busy snickering and wouldn’t be able to keep their minds on the goal…so to speak,”  she 
added, blushing furiously,  “…and, well, I knew the Professor would approach the subject matter 
from a much more mature and strictly scholastic viewpoint.  But I knew he wouldn’t agree to it 
without your approval, and so…um…  Could I please do my special project, Headmaster?” 
 
Silence reigned again, as Severus’ career hung by the thread of her hastily spun lie.  Even the 
portraits of former headmasters and headmistresses were silent and still, though all of them 
carefully pretended to be fast asleep.  Finally, Dumbledore spoke.  “Your request is highly 
unusual, Miss Granger.  But then so was your request for a doubled classload and a Time-Turner 
in your third year.  But, since that project turned out so well…I cannot in good conscience refuse 
this particular request.” 
 
Severus didn’t move, knowing there would be a catch, but Hermione slumped slightly in relief.  
Dumbledore was not finished, however. 
 
“However, as most of the students would snicker over the subject matter—and the rest of the 
faculty and staff would no doubt express their disapproval, not understanding that this is strictly a 
research project,”  he added only a hint of humor gleaming for maybe half a second in his eyes,  
“—I must impose a few conditions upon this special, extra-credit project of yours, Miss Granger.  
First of all, only you, Professor Snape, and I shall know about this particular project, though it will 
be a factor in your end-of-term grades.  You will not tell anyone, not even your closest friends.  
You must meet in secret, you must not be seen, and above all, you must not get caught.  If you 
do…well, the repercussions would be most damaging to both of you.  Not to mention the havoc 
this would cause among our efforts to stop Voldemort and his followers. 
 
“Second of all, you must undertake the necessary precautions for explorations into the, er, realm 
of Tantric potions-making.  Your first assignment will be a thirty-inch essay on contraceptive 
potions and their application, efficacy, and duration—two copies, actually, each to be in Professor 
Snape’s and my hands by Wednesday evening.” 
 
Thirty inches was a bit much for most students, but not Hermione, though it would cut into her 
homework time for other classes.  She’d already nodded her head to the last proviso, and nodded 
her head even more firmly to this one.  “Thirty inches, yes, Headmaster.” 
 
“Professor Snape will provide you with samples to test as a part of that aspect of your ongoing 
thesis,”  the Headmaster added.  If some of the skin under his beard showed pink, neither person 
seated before him deigned to mention that they’d noticed.  “Third codicil…you are to confine your 
activities, as much as possible, to the grounds of Hogwarts.  If you have need to go outside these 
walls to…erm…experiment under other, special conditions in your research, I expect both of you 
to come see me beforehand.  This is an academic pursuit, after all, and academia should be 
confined as much as feasible to the school’s grounds.  There may be an occasion where it might be 
more imperative for the two of you to perform your experiments elsewhere, but those experiments 
shall only be attempted under carefully controlled, or at least carefully prepared, circumstances.  
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You will not leave these grounds to do so without informing me beforehand, and if I am not 
available for informing, you will not be available to leave the grounds.” 
 
“Yes, Headmaster.”  Hermione agreed, secretly relieved.  If Dumbledore knew whenever they had 
to go perform in front of Voldemort—embarrassing though that confession would be, nevermind 
the actual experience—at least she knew someone would be aware of the risks they were 
undertaking, someone who could possibly mount a rescue if things went wrong.  And they could 
also carefully plan what lies they would plant in the mind of He-Who-Was-A-Snaky-Git, lies that 
the Order of the Phoenix would know about and be able to simulate hints of for seeming veracity, 
thus aiding their cause.  “Thank you, Headmaster.” 
 
“Don’t thank me just yet, Miss Granger.  The extra-credit assignment you have requested may 
prove to be the most dangerous task you have undertaken yet.  You were quite right to wait to 
grant formal approval until this was brought to my attention, Professor Snape,”  Dumbledore told 
the man next to her with a formal tip of his snowy head.  “No doubt you have preparations to 
make, in anticipation of guiding and assisting Miss Granger’s scholastic endeavors.  I shall see 
you later, Severus.” 
 
Knowing he was dismissed, Snape stood reluctantly, and glanced down at Hermione.  She glanced 
at him, cheeks pink, but there was nothing he could say.  Not without damning himself beyond the 
obfuscation she and Dumbledore had carefully laid.  All this effort, just to protect his career… 
 
Nodding, he turned and left, stalking out of the Headmaster’s office.  Half-afraid the truth would 
come out anyway, the moment he was gone. 
 
Dumbledore waited until the door closed behind him, then turned a kindly, concerned look on 
Hermione.  “Miss Granger…without delving into details that I’m sure would be highly 
embarrassing to both of us…are you certain you’re alright?” 
 
She hesitated, then nodded.  “Yes, Headmaster.  I’m…the Death Eaters tortured me.  They used 
Imperio and Crucio on me…but Professor Snape healed my injuries with a potion.  And he risked 
everything to get me out of V-Voldemort’s clutches without breaking his cover, or worse.  
I’ve…I’ve had some time to think on it, and he really had no other choice, considering what the 
others were planning to do to me.”  She blushed as she confessed the rest, as much as she could 
confess it.  “He also, erm…was very considerate, given the circumstances, and careful of my well-
being and safety.  He’s a very honorable man,”  Hermione rushed to add.  “Worthy of the Order of 
the Phoenix, in my opinion.  He’s been in an agony since…doing what he did to save me.  I don’t 
blame him, and I don’t want him to blame himself, either.  He really had no other feasible choice.” 
 
“Yes, well, Severus really is a remarkable man, underneath his greasy-haired, bad-tempered, gitty 
personality,”  the Headmaster told her, and smiled gently when she gaped at him.  “I think, thanks 
to your new ‘project’, you will come to understand the pressures the poor man has been under for 
many years, Miss Granger.  In truth, he sorely needs someone who will understand him, who will 
highlight his better qualities for his awareness, and who will accept his many flaws without 
flinching.  A word to the wise, though:  tread carefully on the Potter subject,”  Dumbledore added.  
“He still has some…issues regarding his relationships with both James and Harry.” 
 
“I know.  I’ll be careful.  Thank you for, erm, prompting me in…you know…” 
 
“There are only a rare few people who genuinely care about the man who just left my office, Miss 
Granger.  I am pleased to see that you are one of their number.  But then, I suspect you always 
were.  One last thing before you go,”  he added briskly as she blushed at that.  “I think it would be 

best to have Madame Pomfrey check you over, to make sure Snape’s potion was efficatious at 
healing your injuries.  I presume Snape was his usual, efficient self at ensuring your injuries 
were…cleaned properly?” 
 
She blushed even harder.  She knew he meant the evidence of her…ravishment.  “Erm, yes.  He 
was very thorough at cleaning up, afterwards.” 
 
“Excellent.  Then I think it will be a relief for both of us to put an end to this otherwise awkward 
and highly delicate topic, wouldn’t you agree?”  He hesitated as she nodded enthusiastically, then 
fished something out of the sleeve of his robe.  It was a wand, broken into three pieces.  “I’m 
afraid this wand of yours is damaged beyond repair.  I’ll arrange with Professor McGonagall to 
take you to Diagon Alley tomorrow to shop for a new one at Ollivander’s.  You can’t complete the 
school term without a functional wand, and you should have a new one before Monday arrives.” 
 
She nodded, and he rose and escorted her to the door. 
 
Chapter IV. 
 
“Hermione, are you alright?”  Ron asked her as soon as she was freed from the mass of 
Gryffindors wanting to welcome her back from her arrowing venture.  She had been allowed to 
return to the Gryffindor common room, her health declared good by Madame Pomfrey, and was 
gratified to see so many people concerned for her safety, though it felt like she’d lived a lifetime 
since she’d last been in here, not most of a single day.  “We looked for you everywhere, Harry an’ 
me—” 
 
“We even got out the…you-know-what, to look for you,”  Harry whispered, his green eyes intense 
behind his glasses.  He spoke a little louder as the others crowded close, making secrecy 
impossible for the moment.  “What happened?  We found your wand out beyond the Shrieking 
Shack, snapped in pieces, but, there was no trace of you, or where you’d gone.” 
 
She’d been avoiding answering that question for some time, now.  But the truth—a very carefully 
edited version of the truth—had to come out sometime.  “I was jumped by at least three Death 
Eaters.  I only saw two of them, though; I managed to totalis petrificus one of them, and was 
casting conjunctivitis at the other, when the third hit me on the back of the head with something.  
When I came to, I was somewhere else.  I’d lost my wand, and they…they were using Crucio on 
me…and Imperio.  Kicking me, and beating me…  I resisted, as much as I could, but…well, they 
finally tired of their games, and one of them Apparated with me and dumped me somewhere 
outside the school grounds.  Then, um…I don’t remember this part well; I think I’d been hit on the 
head one too many times while they were beating me, but…Professor Snape found me, out there.  
He gave me a healing potion and helped me back to the school.  I’d, um…I’d rather not talk about 
it anymore, if you don’t mind…I’ve had a very trying day…” 
 
Her House mates fell back, stunned at her revelation.  They murmured among themselves, several 
of them muttering dire comments about what they’d do if they got their hands on a Death Eater 
that instant.  Hermione retreated to her room, which she shared with Parvati Patil and a couple 
other 7th year Gryffindors.  She drew the curtains on her four poster bed, shutting out everything. 
 
Everything, that was, but her memories.  Pain.  Humiliation.  Fear… 
 
…Lust… 
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Hermione relived that moment in the Shrieking Shack, a brief but intense mental plea:  to 
remember only the pleasure, and forget the pain.  Snape—she couldn’t quite bring herself to think 
of him as Severus now that she was alone, no longer in intimate contact with him, body and mind, 
but she couldn’t quite think of him anymore as just Professor Snape—had responded to that plea, 
and then some.  Yes, she remembered Crucio.  She remembered the snaky evilness of Voldemort.  
But she also remembered Snape’s lips, and tongue, and the nudging of his nose against her most 
intimate flesh as he revelled in her sexual bliss.  Not just in that moment, either, but in the three 
hours that had followed, once he had laid her on the Shrieking Shack’s bed. 
 
…Who would’ve guessed such a selfish-seeming bastard would turn out to be such a 
selfless, giving lover?  She wouldn’t have believed it, if she hadn’t experienced it.  But 
there it was, an irrefutable truth.  Her body, pleasantly sore, still tingled at the thought of 
those long, slender fingers sculping and smoothing her flesh, creating bliss in her body 
like a potter could create a dish.  Any size, any shape, his mind so utterly focused on 
pleasing her, teaching her to enjoy the aphrodesiac running through her body, that even 
her own thoughts had been focused on that goal, drawn into parallel by the strength of 
his own. 
 
Good god—he really loves making love to a woman, doesn’t he?  Cheeks flushed, Hermione lay 
back down on the bed, remembering every single moment that Snape had been involved with her, 
forcing herself to firmly supplant the unpleasant earlier bits with the pleasant later ones.  The 
sometimes deliriously pleasant later bits.  Closing her eyes, she concentrated on that, as the other 
girls entered the room and made their preparations for bed. 
 
A couple hours later, she woke at a soft hooting and fluttering sound.  Pulling back the curtains, 
still fully clothed, she found Hedwig at one of the windows.  Opening it, she took the letter from 
the owl’s beak and let her fly off again.  The note the snowy owl had delivered was short and to 
the point: 
 
‘Hermione— 
 
If you’re feeling up to talking about it, meet me and Ron downstairs in the common room.  If not, 
know that you have our support and friendship, as always, and our best wishes for a speedy 
recovery from your ordeal. 
 
Been there, done that, know how terrible it can be, 
 
Harry (and Ron)’ 
 
A small smile curved her lips.  She was touched by their concern.  A moment later the smile 
faded; she couldn’t tell them everything.  They’d want to know, but she couldn’t tell them any of 
what Snape had done.  Aside from the fact that Dumbledore had ordered her not to tell another 
single soul…she’d dated Ron.  Was still technically dating him.  She’d snogged with him in the 
bushes a time or two, though they’d never gone any farther than kissing and clothes-on petting.  
Hermione knew that Ron wanted to be her first, and they’d made tentative plans to get together at 
the end of their final year here at Hogwarts.  Pending what happened between Harry and 
Voldemort, of course. 
 
But now, that could never happen.  Would never happen.  Snape had been her first.  Severus 
Snape, the man who had taken her virginity—and he had taken it; it hadn’t been a gift bestowed 
by her on a carefully chosen lover—but…who had given her so much more than she’d expected, 

an equitable exchange for all that it had been forced on both of them.  Even if she had chosen 
Snape willingly, and given her innocence to him, today he had given her far more than she’d 
imagined was possible.  Memories that she wanted to keep with her forever, along with memories 
she wanted to just forget. 
 
But she knew the boys; they’d respect her privacy, but they’d also always be expecting an 
explanation of what had really happened.  The three of them shared lots of secrets.  She couldn’t 
give them nothing, though she couldn’t also give them the truth.  And what was she going to do 
about Ron?  She didn’t know if she could go on pretending she was still innocent around him.  
And there was the fact that, if she…indulged in a relationship with anyone else, the Veritamoria 
spell would be broken.  Her usefulness to Voldemort—and even more important, Snape’s 
usefulness to the Snaky Git—would be ruined. 
 
Making up her mind, Hermione slipped out of her dorm room and padded quietly down the stairs.  
The boys—both grown into young men, but she still thought of them as boys—waited by the 
crackling hearthfire.  Harry sat slumped in one of the easy chairs, his dark hair curling 
haphazardly as always. Ron stood by the mantle, firelight flickering over his freckled features.  
They both turned as she decended the steps.  Pausing almost shyly as Harry rose from his chair, 
Hermione finally stepped off the last stair and crossed the room to the two of them.  She stopped 
just a couple bodylengths away.  They stared at each other, then Harry ran his hand through his 
rumpled hair and gestured for her to have a seat. 
 
Hermione shook her head.  “I won’t be here that long.  I, um, I know what you want to ask.  
I…can’t talk about much of it.  Not right now, and I don’t know when, but…Professor Snape 
didn’t just find me in the woods outside the school grounds.  He…found me there.  And he 
rescued me.  He saved my life.” 
 
“Snape rescued you?”  Ron demanded.  “That bloody git?  I know he’s on our side and all, but…” 
 
“Hermione, how did he rescue you?”  Harry asked her, as Ron trailed off with a scowl. 
 
This was the part that she couldn’t explain.  Her only hope of getting out of having to explain the 
truth that she couldn’t speak was to tell the truth that she could.  “He…he said some lies, and 
made a deal with…with Voldemort.  I can’t talk about it.  I can’t tell anyone what happened,”  she 
added, shaking her head to forestall the other two as Harry frown and Ron drew in a breath to 
protest.  “Dumbledore says so; he says it could jeopardize Professor Snape’s life if the details ever 
got out.  But…I wanted both of you to know that he saved me.  He risked a lot, to save me.  If it 
weren’t for him…I’d have faced a fate worse than death, I think.” 
 
“But, ‘Mione, you could tell us anything,”  Ron cadjoled her.  “We won’t tell, honest!” 
 
She shook her head.  “I can’t tell you.  It’d be a lousy way to repay Snape saving my life, to tell 
anyone what happened and ruin his life, even jeopardize it.  I, um…I’m going to go to bed, now.  
I’ll see you in the morning.  Professor McGonagall is supposed to be escorting me out to Diagon 
Alley to buy a new wand tomorrow, and I need to get some sleep.” 
 
“Hermione—”  Harry offered as she turned to head back up the stairs.  “If you ever can talk about 
it…we’ll be here.  That’s a promise.” 
 
She smiled.  “I know.  That means a lot, to me.  Just…I know he has to act particularly Snape-ish 
in class and everything, but…deep down inside, he’s a lot better than you think.” 
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“I know,”  Harry agreed simply, and Hermione could see that he meant it.  “Go to sleep, 
Hermione.” 
 
“Yeah.  Sweet dreams,”  Ron added, moving close to give her a kiss.  Reminding her that they 
were supposedly dating. 
 
Deftly Hermione avoided his kiss, patting him on the shoulder.  “Good night, boys.” 
 
Compared to her lover, they were still boys. 
 
Chapter V. 
 
Hermione stared at her wand.  Ebony, twelve inches, heartstring of a dragon, stiff and good for 
transfigurations, but delicate enough for charms.  According to Mr. Ollivander, there was a twin to 
this wand, carved from the same branch, with part of the same heartstring inside, dragon’s 
heartstrings being long enough to supply core material for at least four wands.  The other ebony 
wand belonged, he told her, to the Potions Master at Hogwarts.  Professor Severus Snape. 
 
He’d also told her that there was something different about her, these days.  A subtle difference on 
the outside, he’d said, but after trying only a dozen wands in her hands, he’d been forced to 
conclude that she was very different on the inside than the little girl he remembered from six and a 
half years before.  They’d gone through more than seventy wands before he’d found this one for 
her.  Hermione wasn’t sure what the difference was.  Aside from a slight lingering soreness in 
muscles and tissues she hadn’t used before yesterday, she didn’t feel that different.  A subtle 
difference, but nothing so radical as what the wand-maker suggested. 
 
“Hey, ‘Mione,”  Ron breathed in her ear, sliding up next to her in the Potions Classroom in the 
few minutes they had before Severus—Professor Snape, would enter.  “I was thinking we could 
cut out of lunchtime a little early, and head up to the second-floor corridor.  There’s that niche 
behind the statue of Witch Hazel…” 
 
She couldn’t.  She didn’t dare waste Snape’s efforts at saving her and still managing to remain in 
Voldemort’s good graces.  His position in the Dark Army was one of their greatest assets in the 
fight against the Death Eaters.  She shook her head to negate the snog-fest idea Ron was clearly 
hinting at sharing with her. 
 
“Aw, c’mon, Hermione,”  Ron whispered, daring to put his hand on her shoulder. 
 
Hermione changed her mind.  “Alright…we’ll cut out of lunch early.  I’ve got something I have to 
tell you, and that’s as good a time as any.” 
 
“What’s that supposed to mean?”  he asked, frowning at her, but just then Snape strode into the 
room, dark-robed and scowling just as he always did.  Ron quickly moved back over to the lab 
desk he shared with Harry.  Hermione schooled her features to show nothing of what she was 
feeling, what she was remembering of what had happened two nights ago.  As far as the rest of the 
world was to know—even her two best friends—he was still the greasy, black-hearted git 
professor, and she was still the, well, the obnoxious overachiever student. 
 
It was hard to focus on her work, though; she wanted to devour his face for any sign of what had 
happened this weekend.  Wisely, Hermione kept her head down as much as possible, taking reams 
of notes, assisting her lab partner as they continued their current Advanced Potions project:  the 
tricky stages of turning over forty different ingredients into the widely-used Floo Powder, which 

had to be boiled dry over a span of ten days.  They had three more to go, and Hermione was 
looking forward to testing its properties; the class would go on a field-trip to Hogsmeade, where 
they would practice Floo-ing between two of the rooms at the Three Broomsticks, which would be 
rented from the innkeeper, Rosemerta, specifically for that purpose.  There was only one fireplace 
in the school that was connected to the Floo network, and Snape had warned them that if they 
didn’t get their Powder just right, they could be splinched almost as badly as a botched 
Apparation, and that it would be easier to fix a botched Floo trip if the body parts were right next 
door to each other, which doing it at the inn would supply. 
 
“Who can tell me why we need to add tincture of sea-thorn at this stage?” 
 
Hermione’s arm shot into the air out of habit.  She almost retracted it, because she’d also been 
doing her best to ignore Professor Snape, but she stubbornly kept it in the air.  She always tried to 
answer such questions.  He ignored her usual, asking the classroom at large, 
 
“Anyone…?  What about you, Mister Recheles?” 
 
“Um…to finish liquefying the gorgon scales, once they’ve been softened by the adder-spit?” 
 
“I’m surprised, Mister Recheles; I didn’t realize you knew how to open your textbook.  What 
else?” 
 
The hapless Hufflepuff shrank into himself and shrugged his shoulders. 
 
“Well?  Anyone?”  Snape demanded. 
 
Hermione kept her left arm balanced in the air while she stirred her cauldron gently with her right 
one. 
 
The sigh that escaped him was a long-suffering one.  “Fine.  Miss Granger?” 
 
“Tincture of sea-thorn is also used to counteract the nausea experienced by whirling around in the 
hearth.” 
 
“Are you aware, Miss Granger, that tincture of sea-thorn is poisonous to people, when burned and 
inhaled?”  he drawled in his usual sardonic way.  “Why would you be so sure it is useful for 
quelling nausea?” 
 
She looked up, giving him an impatient look.  “Because when it combines with the dragon’s blood 
and has stewed for at least half a day, the toxic qualities are neutralized.  It’s basic chemistry; even 
a Muggle could understand it.  Tincture of sea-thorn is an alkaloid, and dragon’s blood is acidic—
dragon’s blood is also toxic to humans when dried and burnt, unless prepared in the right way.  
Alkaloids and acids neutralize each other.” 
 
For a moment, she had the weird thought that he was deeply pleased with her reasoning.  That he 
was on the verge of praising her to the classroom for reading ahead; she could see it as a faint 
gleam of approval in his dark eyes.  But instead, he merely drawled,  “Your answer is incomplete, 
Miss Granger.  What else does the sea-thorn do, in the Floo Powder?” 
 
Her arm shot back up; she knew the answer, though it took him half a circuit of the room before he 
finally gave in and let her answer.  “…Sea-thorn, being an alkaloid, and dragon’s blood, being an 
acid, together produce water and a form of salt, plus a few other chemicals on the side.  The salt is 
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what causes the flash of green light, when it hits the fire and burns.  It’s also the color of the 
crystals in the final product.  The shade of green indicates how pure the Floo Powder product is; if 
it’s too yellowish or too blue, it’s not as effective as it would if it were a light, bright green, and 
one shouldn’t trust the Powder to connect correctly to the hearth specified.  And if there’s a pink 
tinge when it flares, it’s a sure sign you’ll get splinched if you try to go through it.” 
 
“Acceptable, Miss Granger.” 
 
And that was the extent of their conversation for the rest of the class. 
 
At lunch, Hermione picked at her food, while Ron raced through his.  Her stomach churned as she 
tried to think of a way she could let Ron know she couldn’t exactly date him anymore—she 
couldn’t even so much as snog with him, and without snogging, there wasn’t much point saying 
they were going steady, now was there?  But on the other hand, she didn’t want to hurt his 
feelings.  It had taken him a lot of courage to ask her out—not to mention a lot of brains to finally 
figure out that he did want to ask her out, something she’d known about him all the way back in 
their fourth year.  Even his mother had known about his budding crush on her. 
 
Ron leaned over and whispered,  “I’ll go first, so no one suspects.  Not that a prefect and the Head 
Girl would get in too much trouble if a student catches us.  Don’t stay too long!” 
 
A grin and a wink, and he levered his long, gangly, freckled frame away from the table.  Hermione 
sighed, unhappy with what she had to do.  She was safe, now; she didn’t have to go back to 
Voldemort and the Death Eaters for more humiliation.  For a moment, Hermione almost 
convinced herself to go snog with Ron.  But her eyes were drawn to the black-robed figure of 
Severus Snape, sitting at the head table, as dark and brooding as ever, and knew she couldn’t do it.  
He’d risked his position as a spy in Voldemort’s camp to save her life.  In doing so, she was fairly 
sure he’d pleased Voldemort.  And the pipeline of misinformation they had through the two of 
them, the Veritamoria between them, and his skill at Occlumency, that was too valuable a secret 
weapon to sunder for a bit of snogging with a friend. 
 
She couldn’t do it to him.  Wiping her mouth with her napkin, she rose from the table and left the 
hall.  It  didn’t take long to reach the second floor, or find the niche behind the statue of Witch 
Hazel.  They’d used the niche as a snogging-point before.  Hermione stepped into the alcove, and 
quickly held up her hand, warding Ron off as he reached to gather her into his arms.  “—No, 
Ron.” 
 
“…What’s wrong?”  he frowned as she stepped away from him, further into the alcove for privacy 
 
You have no idea,  she thought, distressed at what she had to do.  She sought for the right way to 
say what she had to say.  “Ron…I’ve liked you for some time.  First as a friend for so many years, 
then lately as a boyfriend.  But…after giving it some very careful thought, I’ve come to realize 
that, well…I’m not ready for a serious relationship.  Even with one of my best friends.  Between 
schoolwork and…and Voldemort, and other things, I’m feeling a bit…  It’s a bit much for me to 
handle, right now,”  she finished somewhat lamely, gesturing with her hands.  “We know Harry’s 
got to face Voldemort soon, and we know we’ve got to face his Death Eaters when Harry…you 
know.  Has that final confrontation.  I just feel that I need to concentrate on those aspects, 
defeating Voldemort, and the schoolwork that gets us ready to help Harry defeat him and his 
followers.” 
 
“So I’m a distraction is that?”  Ron demanded, growing angry. 
 

Hermione smiled weakly.  “Yeah.  A big one.  That’s a compliment, Ron,”  she added as the 
redhead gave her a dark look.  “You’re a good kisser, but in being good, you distract me.  I hope I 
was good enough to distract you, too—” 
 
“—Oh, you were,”  he agreed hastily, losing his anger and some of his disappointment. 
 
“Yeah, well, that’s why we can’t do this right now.  We’ve got to watch Harry’s back, and that 
means neither of us can be distracted.  We can’t afford to be.” 
 
Ron eyed her, hope in his hazel eyes.  “You mean…we can’t afford to be distracted right 
now…but once this is all over, we can have a go at distracting each other again?” 
 
“Well, yeah.  If we both still want to,”  Hermione added, leaving them an opening.  She didn’t 
know how the Veritamoria potion would affect her and Snape in the coming months; it was likely 
they’d be pushed apart by incompatible thoughts, as he’d suggested was possible, but  there was a 
chance, however small, that they…well, that they wouldn’t be pushed apart by incompatibility.  “I 
mean, you could run across Fleur Delacoeur again, have the chance to date her, and decide you 
like snogging her better than you ever did me.” 
 
“’Mione, I was in the fourth level at the time, and she was part Veela,”  Ron reminded her dryly.  
“Anyone who was part Veela would’ve attracted me at that age.” 
 
“I’m just saying, let’s not make any promises, other than to always remain best friends.  No matter 
what.” 
 
“That’s an easy promise to make,”  he dismissed.  “Why shouldn’t we make others?” 
 
She shrugged helplessly.  “I can’t help but think that there are too many possible outcomes to 
make any promises.  And I don’t want to make any other promises, Ron.  I’m too young to make 
serious promises of that sort, and so are you.” 
 
“Does this have something to do with, you know, your capture, this weekend?”  he asked her 
carefully, touching her arm.  “Because you’ve been a little…off, since you came back.” 
 
Hermione debated lying, but in the end chose the truth.  It would probably come out sooner or 
later, anyway.  “I’ve been thinking about this distraction-thing for a while, but this weekend made 
up my mind.  I mean, I was thinking about you, and the last time we snogged behind the Shack, 
when those Death Eaters jumped me,”  she added honestly.  “It distracted me.  And the things that 
happened afterwards…I can’t handle a relationship with you right now.  Maybe later, I don’t know 
right now, because right now, we’ve got to focus on our schoolwork, and on protecting Harry.  
Anything can happen, and we have to be ready—and free—to handle it.” 
 
She studied him as he absorbed her words, and finally held out her hand. 
 
“—Best friends?” 
 
He sighed and nodded, gripping her hand.  “Best friends forever, ‘Mione.” 
 
Ron pulled her into a hug.  Hermione tensed a little, but when it remained just a hug, she relaxed.  
Until she heard an all-too-familiar voice sneering, 
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“…The Head Girl and a Seventh Level Prefect, snogging in the corridor where anyone can see?  
Fifty points from Gryffindor for licentious activity,”  Snape added, favoring both of them equally 
with a dark look somewhere between disgusted and disdainful.  “Each.” 
 
Hermione and Ron pulled apart, but even as Ron stammered, she snapped,  “—We were not 
snogging, you greasy bastard!  We were hugging!  That’s what best friends do when they want to 
comfort each other!” 
 
Ron’s mouth fell open.  Hermione never back-talked teachers like that.  But it was the lifting of 
the professor’s brows and the widening of those black-irised eyes that showed the most surprise, 
between the two males. 
 
“…And another fifty points for disrespecting a teacher.  Plus a detention, Miss Granger.  My 
classroom, eight o’clock, Wednesday evening,”  he snapped, his silky voice cutting into her, 
making her flinch out of habit.  “And if I catch the two of you…hugging again…it will be a 
hundred points each!” 
 
Giving both of them a pointed, black look, he stalked off.  Hermione glared at his back, her fists 
clenched, fighting the urge to hit him for being so nasty…and knowing deep inside that he had to 
be nasty to her.  He knew more about Veritamoria and its effects than she did, after all.  He was 
probably worried that we had kissed; for all I know a single kiss could disrupt the potion’s effects, 
ruining me for spy-work and damaging his position in Voldemort’s camp. 
 
“God, I hate him!”  Ron exclaimed under his breath as soon as Snape was out of earshot, glaring at 
the professor’s back before it vanished around a corner.  “But you, Hermione—I’ve never heard 
you go off quite like that on a teacher, before!  Even when you stormed out of Divination, you 
were never that rude to Professor Trelawney.” 
 
“Don’t worry about it, Ron.  I can make up a hundred points in Transfiguration and my other 
classes before the end of the school-term,”  she dismissed, letting go of her anger with a sigh.  
“Try to figure out how you can make up the other fifty, will you?” 
 
“You would set me a really hard task right after you ‘dumped’ me,”  he laughed, letting her know 
there were no hard feelings.  “I’ll see what I can do.  I’d better get off to Divination, while I’m at 
it.” 
 
“And I’ve got Arithmancy,”  she agreed, giving him a smile.  “See you.” 
 
“Yeah, see you.” 
 
They smiled as they parted, but it was wistful on both parts. 
 
Chapter VI. 
 
Wednesday’s class went fairly well; Snape did his best to ignore and belittle her as usual, praising 
Malfoy’s Floo Powder over her own, though hers was more emerald-green and his was merely 
grass-green.  She enjoyed popping through the fireplace at the inn, and was secretly very pleased 
with how few spins it took for her to go from one hearth to the other, compared to the other 
students’ efforts.  Pleased with her performance, she tromped back through the snow to Hogwarts 
at the end of the class with a smile. 
 

The warm glow of her success lasted until supper, when the sight of Dumbledore and Snape at the 
head table reminded her she had those two scrolls due.  Making her excuses at the end of the meal, 
she watched over the other students as they headed off to their various House locations, then 
slipped off to the gargoyle statue that guarded Dumbledore’s lair.  Before she could try the 
password she’d overheard, she spotted the Headmaster headed her way. 
 
“Ah, Miss Granger.  You have that extra-credit essay ready?”  he asked her as he drew near. 
 
“Yes, Headmaster,”  Hermione told him, and handed over the first scroll.  “I did an extra twenty 
inches contrasting and comparing Muggle alternatives, too.” 
 
“You did?  Marvelous!”  he praised her.  “I’ll award you twenty points to Gryffindor for going 
above and beyond what was requested of you.” 
 
“Yeah, well, given I grew up a Muggle, I knew about what they use, and thought it would be 
interesting to compare the two worlds’ choices and efficacy for such things,”  she shrugged. 
 
“Well, I’m sure I’ll enjoy reading it later; I understand you have a detention to serve with 
Professor Snape right now?” 
 
“Yes, Headmaster.”  She blushed a little as she admitted it, wondering what the two of them 
would be doing regarding her Tantric-magic project.  “I’d, um, better get ready for that.  I’ve still 
got other homework to do, tonight.” 
 
Leaving him at the gargoyle, she headed back to Gryffindor Tower. 
 
At the appointed hour, she knocked on the door to Snape’s office.  She heard his voice calling out 
for her to enter, and stepped inside, butterflies fluttering in her stomach.  To her surprise, two 
other students were in the room, scrubbing something out of a set of cauldrons.  They looked like 
third-years at most, and both looked thoroughly chastened and cowed.  But…I thought… 
 
Severus, noting her bewildered look at the two boys cleaning cauldrons, firmed his jaw.  Did she 
think we’d get into a snogging session, tonight?  Did she think we’d be able to, after I caught her 
in Weasley’s arms?  “You’re not here to stand in the doorway like a statue, Miss Granger.  Since 
you’re so good at Transfigurations, you can make repairs to the desks damaged by these two 
dunderheads.  When you’re finished with that, I’ve got a crate of scorpions that need to be 
milked.” 
 
Disconcerted, Hermione moved to do as she was bidden, pulling her wand out of her sleeve.  It 
didn’t take long to smooth out the damage in the laboratory desks; it looked like one of the potions 
had turned into a geyser, shooting blobs of something highly acidic in an area that managed to scar 
the stone-surfaced tops of at least nine tables.  She was good at Transfiguration, though; it didn’t 
take her more than a quarter-hour to smooth out those tables.  Another forty minutes was spent 
firming her courage and carefully dealing with the tricky process of milking the poison from the 
stingers of two score of scorpions.  With five minutes left to go—presuming he’d hold her in 
detention for an hour—Hermione secured the lid of the cage with a spell to keep the scorpions 
from escaping, put the jar of toxin on one of the shelves in the storage room, neatly labelled and 
tightly capped, and approached Snape’s desk. 
 
Pulling the second scroll out of her bag, she held it out.  “My project essay, Professor.” 
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He looked up from the papers he was grading.  “I hardly think that project is still feasible now, 
Miss Granger,”  he told her dryly, setting down his quill to reach for it.  “Though if it is up to your 
usual standard, I shall be forced to give you partial credit.” 
 
Hermione thrust her hand forward just as he reached for the scroll, making his hand close around 
her fingers as well as the rolled parchment, instead of just the scroll.  {I was breaking up with him, 
you twit,}  she thought at him, hard.  {Credit me with the intelligence to guess that even so much 
as a kiss from someone else might interrupt the spell, and ruin your current high standing in 
Voldemort’s eyes.} 
 
His brows lifted as he heard her thoughts loud and clear.  [Well…it seems I owe you an apology, 
then.] 
 
{Well, it probably did look like we were snogging,}  she admitted with a mental sigh.  {That was 
what Ron had in mind, at any rate, but I talked him out of it.} 
 
“…Professor?”  a voice asked timidly from halfway across the room.  Snape finished pulling the 
scroll from her hand, their flesh sliding apart, ending their mental connection.  It was the taller of 
the two young boys who had spoken, though the way he was cringing made him look almost as 
short as the other one.  “We’ve finished cleaning the cauldrons, sir.” 
 
“You’re dismissed.” 
 
The brusque words sent the pair of students fleeing for other parts of the castle, banging the door 
shut behind them.  Severus sighed heavily.  “…Is it just me, or are they getting more idiotic every 
year?” 
 
“They’re still just learning,”  Hermione dared to remind him. 
 
“Miss Granger, those two are almost the equal of Neville Longbottom, in their fumblings.  This 
afternoon’s mishap ruined a box of stag beetle horns I’d prepared for tomorrow’s second-year 
lessons.  You can finish out the rest of your detention by de-horning and disjointing two hundred 
more.” 
 
“Yes, Professor.” 
 
…Were they never going to snog?  Bemused, Hermione did as she was asked.  It went a lot faster 
than milking forty scorpions, since she didn’t have to Petrificus each one; the stag-beetles in the 
barrel he showed her were already dead, and didn’t try to escape or attack her.  Twenty minutes 
later, she carefully scooped the horns into one box, the legs into another, the wings into a third, 
and the bodies into a fourth container.  Labelling and shelving them, she cleaned up her workspace 
and reported back to his desk. 
 
“Anything else, Professor?” 
 
He got up without a word and went to the boxes in the storeroom, pulling down each one and 
checking their contents.  Hermione followed him, knowing she’d done a good job, but knowing he 
wouldn’t praise her for it. 
 
He surprised her. 
 
“…Neatly done, Miss Granger.  Ten points for Gryffindor.” 

Hermione stared at him.  “You…you’re giving me points?  Is it because you overreacted, on 
Monday?” 
 
“Hardly,”  he scoffed, reshelving the boxes with deft touches of his long, supple fingers.  “I did 
not overreact.  Fifty points apiece was the appropriate level of demerit.  Fraternizing among the 
students is forbidden…though trying to forbid it is like trying to forbid a scorpion to sting.  It’s not 
in their overly hormonal little natures to do otherwise.  As Head Girl, you need to set a stellar 
example to the rest of the student body.  As a prefect, so should Mister Weasley.  But if you wish 
to argue the matter, I can always deduct another fifty points.  It is not for a student—even the 
Head Girl—to argue whether points are awarded or deducted arbitrarily or not.” 
 
“…No, thank you.” 
 
“How wise of you.”  Moving further into the storage room, he opened a cupboard, paused to study 
the bottles, then selected one of them.  Closing the glass-fronted cabinet, he opened a drawer and 
pulled out a spoon, then brought jar and spoon over to her.  Uncorking the bottle, he poured a 
measure of the somewhat thick, golden liquid into the spoon.  “Drink this.” 
 
“What is it?”  Hermione asked, reaching for the spoon handle. 
 
“You tell me,”  he challenged her, arching one brow as she took the spoon from him, his thoughts 
carefully blank for the brief moment that their flesh touched. 
 
Cautiously, Hermione sniffed at it.  She smelled rosewater, something lemony…and something 
bitter, acidic, but not lemon juice.  Even more cautiously, she dipped the tip of her tongue into the 
potion.  “…It’s the same potion you used on me last Saturday, I think.” 
 
“Which potion?  You drank three.” 
 
“The aphrodesiac that was also a contraceptive.”  Blushing as she said it, she hesitated before 
swallowing the dose.  “I know the…the contraceptive is important, but is the, um, aphrodesiac 
necessary?” 
 
“Considering how new our intimate acquaintance still is,”  he hedged, not quite looking at her,  “I 
thought some liquid courage might give you comfort in the next hour, since now is as good a time 
as any to begin work on your extra-credit project.” 
 
Hermione debated her need for ‘liquid courage’; she knew that the fabulous orgasms she’d had 
back on Saturday were the result of the aphrodesiac.  But it also seemed to her that part of the 
pleasure had stemmed from his own sensual skill.  There was a part of her that was curious to 
know what it would be like to be aroused by him, not by some potion.  Sighing, she reached out 
and cupped the long, slender fingers holding the bottle with her free hand, and carefully poured 
the spoonful of liquid back into its vial.  “I’d rather start my project with a clear head, thank you, 
Professor.  Let’s try another contraceptive, tonight.” 
 
Severus almost lost his grip on the bottle.  With her hand wrapped around his, he knew she meant 
every word.  [You want me to arouse you?  Myself?  Unaided?] 
 
She blushed, letting him know she’d heard his stunned thought.  {If it turns out you can’t…that 
neither of us can get into the right mood on our own, we can always try this again.  But I’m not 
going to be dependent on some potion to tap into my sensuality, Professor,}  Hermione thought at 
him formally.  {Tantric magic is about real passion, after all.  Not ‘liquid courage’.] 
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[True…]  Staring at her a moment more, still amazed at her courage and, well, trust, he corked and 
returned that bottle to the shelf.  Selecting another one, he fetched a fresh spoon, smaller than the 
first, and poured a dose of that.  Offering it to her, he waited for her to sniff and dab her tongue 
into the reddish liquid.  And felt himself hardening as he watched her lips part, her tongue swirl 
slightly to moisten them, then extend and flick the lightest touch of the very tip. 
 
She grimaced after her tongue retracted, her pert nose wrinkling.  “It smells like strawberries, but 
it tastes like seaweed.  Kind of like sushi, but without the rice or the crab meat to counteract the 
strength of the flavor—is it the Nihou Dze Potion?” 
 
“Five points to Gryffindor for a correct guess,”  he offered in reply, and enjoyed her smile.  
Taking the spoon from him, she braced herself, popped it between her lips, and swallowed with a 
grimace. 
 
“Yecchh…  Well, at least you get to suffer the taste of it, too,”  she told him, handing back the 
spoon. 
 
Severus hid the urge to smile by turning his back on her as he poured out a dose for himself.  
Swallowing it, he corked and shelved the bottle, then washed both spoons at the storage room’s 
sink while he waited for the awful flavor to fade.  When he turned around, he jumped slightly, 
startled by how close she had moved.  Close enough for his robes to brush her own.  Close enough 
that she reached up, caught him just under the ears, and pulled his head down to hers. 
 
Her kiss was a combination of nervousness, uncertainty, and sweet warmth.  That warmth spread 
into him as he returned her gentle kiss, but awareness of their location had him setting her back 
gently, his hands on her shoulders.  Looking into her eyes as she opened them, frowning slightly 
in confusion, he shook his head.  “Not here.  We need to be somewhere that the school ghosts 
aren’t inclined to visit.  Peeves has been known to try to get in here.” 
 
“Oh.  Um…where should we go, then?”  Hermione asked, blushing slightly. 
 
Severus considered their choices.  There weren’t many places where they could go for privacy 
from the living, and yet guarantee they would be unobserved by the deceased.  The ghosts here at 
Hogwarts weren’t die-hard gossips, but this liason was not something anyone could know about.  
There really was only one choice, and it was inspired by the conclusion of this last week’s 
Advanced Potions lesson.  “We will use my quarters.  They are isolated, and no spectre has ever 
visited them.  I will connect the hearth in here with the hearth in my sitting room, so that we can 
travel there unobserved.  I’m certain the Headmaster will agree to the two-way connection, and 
your supply Floo Powder from today’s class should last for at least a month.  For now…another 
potion might suffice for concealment.” 
 
She stared at him, making him uncomfortable.  They weren’t touching at the moment, so he had 
no idea what was going through her mind. 
 
“Do you have an objection?”  he asked her as she hesitated. 
 
“No.  I’m just…I can imagine how hard it is for you to invite me into your quarters, which is your 
sanctuary from the madness of the school, the one place where you’re not troubled by students,”  
she murmured. 
 
Severus stared at her.  He knew she was intelligent—that constant, damned hand-raising of hers 
had plagued him for six and a half years—but he’d never credited her with such perception, such 

understanding.  Uncomfortable with how clearly she saw him, he turned back to the potions 
cupboard without a word.  Fetching a bottle from the back of one shelf, he annointed his fingers 
with some of the liquid, then tucked the bottle into one of the pockets in his robes.  Dabbing the 
liquid across his forehead, he did the same to her own skin. 
 
“What kind of potion is this?”  she asked, curious. 
 
“Caecuspiritu.  The vapors of it will render us invisible to spirits, ghosts, poltergeists, and even 
the figures in the paintings we will pass, but only until the liquid dries.  Come,”  he ordered her, 
catching her hand.  “I’m sure your years of sneaking around the halls at other times will suffice to 
aid you in passing unseen by more corporeal wanderers, tonight?” 
 
{I’d better not say anything, or I’ll incriminate myself,}  Hermione thought, keeping her mouth 
shut. 
 
[Hmm, yes,]  Severus’s voice drawled in her mind, warm and amused. 
 
The warmth surprised her.  Hermione almost thought of something, then hastily blanked out her 
mind, in case it might have been considered unflattering.  He dropped her hand once they left the 
storage room, thankfully, giving her the room to think it privately.  Warmth…  He’s always 
seemed so cold—passionate, whether ranting at a student or extolling the beauty of a complex 
concoction—but cold.  She snagged her book-bag, following him out of the classroom.  I wonder 
how much of his true self he’s had to suppress over the years, to hide and protect it, and how 
much more has been suppressed by the mere weight of habit, over the years? 
 
She had no answer, at this time.  Given the effects of Veritamoria, Hermione thought it was 
possible she might be able to find out a lot about him, given enough time.  Considering she’d 
always been a little bit fascinated by the taciturn Potions Master—fascinated by his intelligence, 
his brooding, his mysterious loyalty to Dumbledore even though she knew he bore a Death Eater’s 
mark—the thought of getting to know him better didn’t repulse her.  More the opposite, really. 
 
They descended deeper into the dungeons.  Hermione thought she recognized the entrance to 
Slytherin House, described by Ron and Harry back in their second year, but they passed it too 
quickly, and the torchlight flickered and danced, making everything look a little uncertain.  They 
stopped finally in front of a strange carving that spanned one side of the corridor for a good twenty 
feet, an armored figure slumped over its sword, tired survivor of a carnage, a battlefield littered 
with broken bodies and discarded armor.  The Potions Master pulled out his wand, murmured 
something she didn’t quite catch, and tapped the armored figure. 
 
The battered, faceless knight shifted, growing somehow on the wall.  He stepped back from his 
sword, and the separation in the carving became an opening, a tunnel mouth that gaped briefly 
before them.  Hermione followed her teacher down the tunnel.  Something on the breastplate of 
the knight made her want to stop and study it closer, but the tunnel mouth didn’t stay open long 
enough. Darting through before it could close, she followed Snape, wondering. 
 
Was that a lion, and the letter G, entwined on the knight’s chest?  G…as in Gryffindor? 
 
The head of House Slytherin, hiding his quarters behind an image of the founder of her own 
House, Slytherin’s ancient rival?  Bemused, Hermione descended the steps carefully, lit now only 
by the murmur of her teacher and the glow of his wand.  They reached an iron-bound door, and 
she heard a key rattle and scrape, then the door opened, bathing them in a soft glow.  Following 
Snape inside, Hermione found herself staring at the lovely room beyond the imposing metal panel.  
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Whitewashed walls reflected the light glowing from the dozens of oil lamps scattered around the 
room.  A fire crackled in both hearths, one placed to the left and one to the right, flanked by doors, 
while the wall to either side of the door they had entered was lined with bookshelves and scroll 
racks.  There were no portraits on these walls; rather, the paintings hung on the walls with the 
fireplaces held only landscapes, images of lands near and far.  She could tell how far away some 
of those landscapes lay, for in some of those images, daylight still reigned, though it was night 
outside. 
 
She could tell it was night outside; the entire wall opposite the door they had used was a wall of 
gothic-pointed windows, their rectangularly paned sections separated only by narrow strips of 
carved stone.  The view she had now was mostly of the room reflected back on itself, but as she 
approached, drawn past the stuffed, blue couch that faced those windows, drawn by the promise of 
that view, she could discern a few lights in the distance.  The lights were of Hogsmeade, which lay 
off to the left, Hermione decided as she all but pressed her nose to the panes, and to the right, that 
was the dark mass of the Forbidden Forest.  Directly ahead, then, must be the lake… 
 
“If you are done creating noseprints for the house elves to polish…?” 
 
“The view must be spectacular during the day,”  Hermione murmured, reluctantly turning away. 
 
 For a moment, he looked like he was going to retort something very Snape-ish, then he paused, as 
if weighing his reaction.  Finally, he sighed.  “Yes, though I don’t get to enjoy it very much.  I’m 
usually too busy with school matters.  Only in the summer months does the sun rise early and set 
late enough for me to enjoy the view.” 
 
“I don’t remember seeing windows in the cliff-face,”  Hermione murmured, looking at the 
darkness beyond the surface of the windows.  “This place has to be below the level of the school 
grounds, we’ve descended that far.” 
 
“They’re enspelled for privacy.  No one can see in, and only I…and those rare few I allow in 
here…can see out,”  he told her, drawing her attention away from the windows again.  A gesture 
of his hand indicated the view.  “Anyone who looks at the cliff will see nothing but weathered 
stone.” 
 
“If I ever come back to Hogwarts to teach, and if you ever don’t want these rooms anymore, I’d 
like to go on the record here and now as claiming first dibs, just for this view alone.” 
 
Severus hesitated a moment, then let his amusement show in a curving of his lips.  “Duly noted, 
Miss Granger.  Erm…Hermione,”  he corrected after a brief clearing of his throat as she glanced 
his way.  “…As much as I would prefer to retain the formality of remaining teacher and student, 
the, ah, subject matter of your extra-credit project doesn’t lend itself to formality that well.  Which 
we should discuss, to outline your educational goals and my expectations as your project 
supervisor.” 
 
“Er, yes, I suppose we should,”  Hermione agreed, glad for the change in subject 
 
At a gesture from him, she sat down on the sofa, which was a little worn with age, but just the 
right compromise between comfortably soft and supportively firm.  Setting her book-bag on the 
coffee table, she rummaged through it and pulled out the books she’d picked up in Diagon Alley, 
diverting Professor McGonagall’s attention from the titles on the covers with a quick charm when 
they’d met up again at the purchasing counter.  The head of Gryffindor House hadn’t been too 
difficult to lure into the bookstore and lose for a little while among the stacks and racks of tomes, 

thankfully.  Minerva McGonagall had turned out to be almost as much of a bibliophile as 
Hermione was. 
 
“I picked up these at E.R. Walton’s on Sunday, while I was in Diagone Alley with Professor 
McGonagall.  She didn’t see the covers,”  Hermione added quickly.  “I got two copies of each, so 
that you could review the same materials.  Eromancy:  the Art of Erotic Energies, the Kama 
Sutra—the Wizard Amalgo translation, not the Sir Richard one the Muggles use—the Lingam-
Yoni Conversations, The Jade Stalk and The Flower Terrace, and I’ve got a copy of The 
Grimoires of Vatsyanna on back-order…in your name, post-paid for delivery at the owlery at 
Hogsmeade,”  she finished with a blush.  “I didn’t think it would be appropriate for an owl to 
deliver it to me at the school, or to deliver it to you here, but I couldn’t have it delivered to my 
name at Hogsmeade, either, since I am the Head Girl.” 
 
“I trust you have paid for the tome?”  he asked her dryly, privately impressed with her diligence. 
 
“Yes, and the postage,”  she repeated.  “All you have to do is go pick it up when the owl brings 
you the delivery notice.  It cost me a lot of pounds—that’s Muggle money—which means I’m 
broke until I get my Christmas money.  And it’s only the one copy, but I figured we could just 
skim it for its spells, and copy the ones we want to try.” 
 
“I think I have most of these books in my own collection, but not the Jade Stalk one, or the 
Grimoires, though I’ve been trying to get my hands on a copy of the Grimoires for several years.  
How did you find it?”  Severus asked her, curious. 
 
She grinned at him.  “Something the Muggles call E-Bay.  The clerk at E.R. Walton’s has a 
Muggle computer in the back office, and she was kind enough to look up the book for me, since it 
is so rare on this side of the world.  That’s why it cost me Muggle money.” 
 
He merely grunted, opening one of the Jade Stalk volumes and perusing the pages.  “Chinese 
Eromancy?” 
 
“For contrast and comparison,”  Hermione offered, waxing enthusiastic on her favorite subject:  
scholasticism.  “It’s like the scroll I wrote on contraceptives; I compared Muggle versions as well 
as magical ones.” 
 
He glanced up at her, then fished in his robes and pulled out the scroll.  Untying it, he started 
reading it, then frowned and shook out the roll.  The lower spindle clattered on the coffee table 
and dropped to the soft burgundy carpet underfoot. 
 
“How many inches is this thing?”  he muttered, eyeing it warily. 
 
“Fifty, give or take.” 
 
“You are definitely an over-achiever, Hermione Granger,”  Severus muttered, distracted as he 
skimmed her neat, small handwriting.  He was impressed at how much research she had done in 
just the span of a few, short days.  “The Headmaster has a copy?” 
 
“Yes; I gave him his copy right after supper.” 
 
He grunted again, and rolled up the scroll.  “I’ll read it later.  What are your goals for this 
project?” 
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“Well, I’ll need to check the Grimoires when it arrives,”  Hermione hedged,  “but I think I’d like 
to try the Aqua Vigo first, and then maybe the Yoni Kundalini…or, with your assistance, the 
Lingam Kundalini.  Or maybe both,”  she added with a twitch of her shoulders, trying to shrug off 
her flushing cheeks.  “Ideally, I’d like to try creating about six different potions, one for each of 
the months remaining until the end of the term.  It’s a bit ambitious, considering we’ll only meet 
about once a week, but I think it can be done.” 
 
“Yes, it is a bit ambitious for meeting just once a week.  I have given that some thought already,”  
Severus added, carefully.  “If we should have to miss one meeting, for whatever reason, that 
would run the risk of breaking the Veritamoria between us.  I think we should meet twice a week.  
If you have no objections.” 
 
Hermione blew out a soft breath, considering his offer.  “You have a point.  I mean, I broke up 
with Ron so that there wouldn’t be any snogging interfering with your position in the Serpentine 
Git’s camp, but anything else could do that just as easily, some unexpected emergency or injury…  
Alright, twice a week.  And, um…for versimilitude,”  she added, uncomfortable with this next part 
but determined to mention it,  “I think some of our encounters should be…rough.” 
 
For a moment, Severous couldn’t breathe.  It took him a few seconds to even blink.  Finally, when 
he was certain he could speak without the ignomity of squeaking, he asked her carefully,  “What 
do you mean by…rough?” 
 
She cleared her throat delicately, not looking at him.  “I, um, thought that, when Voldemort probes 
our joined minds at some meeting in the future, he should see you…treating me roughly.  A, um, 
thing to be used.  But I remembered you said your deceits work best when you have some truth to 
mix into them…so I also bought a pair of copies of, erm, this book.” 
 
Pulling the last two books out of her bag, she set them on top of the others. 
 
“’The Bonds of Love’?”  Severus found himself asking, staring at the cover.  It featured a woman, 
or at least part of a woman from red-painted lips to boot-laced-knees, clad in a black leather outfit 
akin to a laced-up, strapless swimsuit.  She had bicep-length leather gloves, and gripped a riding 
crop in one hand, a set of old-fashioned manacles in the other.  “Is this…?” 
 
“It’s just something to give us some ideas,”  she demurred with another blush.  “I’d think, after 
this weekend, that Snake-Face’s followers are into a very rough version of that sort of thing, but 
I’ve heard it can be fun if it’s consentual on both sides, and if certain boundaries are respected.  
And it would, er, get me used to ‘performing’ for those times when we’re summoned together.” 
 
His hands tightened into fists on his knees.  “I would rather you didn’t have to suffer such things.  
But neither of us have a choice, at this point.” 
 
“It’s the price we both have to pay for your saving my life,”  Hermione agreed.  She touched his 
sleeved arm as he averted his gaze.  Making him look at her again.  “I don’t regret the choice you 
made, Severus.  You saved my life; I know that beyond a doubt.  And the way you did it…it has 
the potential to help our side far more than it could ever have hurt me.  If putting on a semi-public 
BDSM show for Voldemort gets him to believe the lies and misinformation we could feed him, 
then it’ll be worth it.” 
 
He couldn’t sense her thoughts, since her hand was only touching cloth, not flesh…but Severus 
found himself believing in her sincerity.  Found himself wanting to believe in her sincerity.  
Glancing at her, he found himself caught by her steady brown gaze.  For a moment, he couldn’t 

quite breathe right.  Tearing his gaze away, he cleared his throat and nodded at the stack of books.  
“I think we have the start of a decent extra-credit project.  We’ll start with a review of the things 
you learned about passion for tonight’s lesson, then next time start working on the Aqua Vigo 
potion.” 
 
“Good plan.”  Hermione quickly packed away her copies of each book, then glanced somewhat 
shyly at him.  “Um…  Where should we start, then?” 
 
Severus arched one black brow at her.  “The place where we stopped, of course.  I believe you 
were kissing me…?” 
 
She blushed, but complied, leaning closer to him.  A brief hesitation, then she brushed her mouth 
against his.  Last time, the potion had spurred responses, and though she knew her caresses been 
untutored and artless, Hermione had paid attention to the things he’d done to her in those three 
hours in the bed at the Shrieking Shack.  Kissing was also one of the few things she had done, 
prior to this weekend.  So when he returned her tentative pressure, she angled her head a little, and 
lightly licked his lips. 
 
He pulled back slightly, just enough to let his eyes drift open and study her for a moment, then 
they closed again for another kiss, lips meeting and sliding softly, damply.  Along with the 
pleasure of touch came a subtle undercurrent, not actual thought, but sub-thought.  Responding to 
her uncertainty at how fast to proceed, Severus showed her he was interested in more by parting 
his mouth and licking her back.  His hand drifted up to her jawline, cupping her cheek.  She 
responded to his own sub-thought, and touched his own face, sliding one hand up into his soft, 
dark hair, the other down to his throat, past the slight rasp of stubble on his throat.  Slowly, he 
twisted and leaned back as she twisted and leaned forward.  Lips clinging and parting and meeting 
again, he got his legs up on the sofa cushions underneath hers, accepting the weight of her young, 
slim body over the length of his older, taller frame. 
 
The change in position happened so gradually, it was only a few minutes later that Hermione 
realized she lay sprawled on top of him, her knees splayed to either side of his hips.  She wasn’t 
quite sure when his left hand had glided down her back to caress her hip, nor was she quite sure 
when the erection under her groin had hardened, though given the layers of robes and clothes 
between them, she shouldn’t have been surprised.  Awareness of the clothing between them made 
her aware that there wasn’t supposed to be clothes between them, and one hand disentangled itself 
from his soft but unkempt locks, sliding to the buttons of his robe at his throat.  There, she 
hesitated. 
 
[Go on,]  Severus encouraged her as she pulled back from their kisses, his own hand still buried in 
her locks.  His eyes were almost stygian, darkening even further with desire.  [Open it.] 
 
Sitting up a little, Hermione used both hands on the myriad of tiny buttons sealing his professorial 
robes, while his hands massaged her hip and the nape of her neck in encouragement.  {I can’t 
believe how quickly you’re aroused…} 
 
She blushed a little with the thought, having forgotten for a moment that he would be able to hear 
it. 
 
[I’m male, Hermione.  Arousal follows the same curve as adrenaline; men are quick to arouse, 
and quick to calm down—you can arouse a man in a minute or two, a sharp peak of desire that 
falls away relatively fast once sated, ten minutes at most, unless the man trains himself to last 
longer.  Women, on the other hand,]  he lectured, shifting the hand at her hip slowly up her side to 
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her ribs, making her hold her breath as he moved it just a fraction higher, then deliberately higher 
still, until he finally cupped her breast through her school robes,  […are slower to feel desire, but 
their peak lasts much, much longer.  They can take ten minutes to reach their full arousal, and an 
hour to calm down again.] 
 
{I didn’t know that,}  she returned, curious as she bared the white cambric shirt that lay under the 
tight wool of his outer robe, the shirt that was only rarely visible at the neckline of the garment 
whenever he taught. 
 
[Women are built for pleasure, Hermione,]  he told her as she sat up more to work on the rest of 
his buttons.  The position brought her groin snug against his, and his train of thought paused while 
he pushed up slightly into her, eyes drifting shut at the contact.  [Oh, yes…]  He opened his eyes 
again to slits, observing her through his lashes, feeling her own desire rousing between the 
pressure of his hardness and the pleasure in his mind.  His thoughts sounded much like his voice 
did whenever he pontificated in class, dark, silky-smooth, rich with subtleties and academic 
fervor.  With his fingers gently massaging her breast and her nape, it caused a tingle to race from 
her groin to her breast and back again, shivering her skin.  [Their biological chemistry is designed 
for prolonged arousal; their capacity is greater than the male’s, and their sensitivity more acute.] 
 
{Oh, god, I love it when you lecture…} 
 
Snape arched a brow, his thoughts derailed by that revelation.  Hermione froze, blushing.  He 
smiled and drew her down again, interrupting his disrobing for the pleasure of a kiss.  That silky, 
drawling mind-voice spoke again as their lips met in slow, drugging kisses.  [Because of this 
greater capacity, women are capable of multiple orgasms naturally, while men have to work at it.  
Society often tries to repress and suppress this side of a woman’s nature, often resulting in the 
madonna/whore complex, where a woman is expected to behave as a Lady in public, pristine and 
pure, buttoned up from toe to chin in her mannerism and dress…and as a naked, lustful slut in the 
bedchamber…] 
 
The combination of his lecture-voice, the topic, their kisses, his caresses, and the erection pressing 
between her legs made Hermione shiver with desire.  She could feel her nipples tightening inside 
her clothes, and wanted, needed him to massage them.  Who needed an aphrodesiac, when she 
could be snogging her Potions Master while he was pontificating on the nature of desire? 
 
[Women, far more so than men,]  he continued observantly as he shifted his fingers to the 
fastenings of her school uniform, while she braced an arm on the sofa, supporting her upper body 
as they kissed, and continued easing the buttons of his own robe free of each hole with her other 
hand,  [are capable of many different levels and intensities of orgasm; what you just experienced 
was a minor temblor, barely registerable on the Richter scale of desire.  Each successive minor 
climax builds on the previous foundation, until at least a medium-level pleasure has been attained 
and released, then the peak is crested, the desire is temporarily sated, and the subject must rest 
and recuperate for a few minutes before being driven upwards again.  A skillful lover, aware of 
this propensity, can tease and torment his partner, denying her completion in all but the smallest 
pleasures, until she is raised so high on the peak of her desire, she experiences a major climax, the 
kind that rolls the eyes in the back of the head and shakes the body uncontrollably hard…god, I 
want to make you scream when I pound into you…] 
 
Hermione’s eyes snapped open, in time to catch his own flush of embarrassment at sharing that 
intense, impassioned thought.  She wasn’t embarrassed, though; rather, his frank thought had 
roused a twist of lightning deep inside.  Unable to help herself, she ground her hips against his, 

biting her lower lip as the lightning sparked and snapped through her body, manifesting another, 
more intense ‘minor temblor’.  {Ohhh, yesss…} 
 
His hands shifted to her hips, holding her against him as he thrust up against her, catching her 
before she could fall down the far side of the wave too far.  The deliberate movement, his own 
enjoyment of grinding his erection against her, shuddered through her body a third time, snapping 
her head back.  Ending their kiss.  For a moment, Hermione was alone in her thoughts, alone in 
her pleasure, which diminished some of it, but with a curl of his upper body, Severus lifted his 
head from the arm of the couch, pressed his mouth to her throat, parted his lips in a damp kiss, and 
gently bit.  Scraping his teeth against her flesh. 
 
“Ah, god!”  Her head flew back as an intense, unexpected orgasm ripped through her body, rolling 
her eyes and trembling her limbs. 
 
Severus groped for self-control as she bucked against him, undone by that simple little touch.  He 
kept his lips pressed to her skin, though he didn’t bite any more, enjoying the feel of her orgasm.  
It was a heady draught, more potent than Madame Rosemerta’s best bottle of firewhiskey, and it 
made him want to explode.  It was all he could do to keep from thrusting up against her and 
messing the inside of his trousers, he was that aroused by the backwash of her own desire.  He 
couldn’t even get to his wand to apply a certain charm he knew against such things.  [Don’t cum, 
don’t cum, don’t cum…] 
 
{Too late,}  Hermione sighed wearily, humorously, as she slumped against his chest.  Then 
mentally chuckled,  {Oh, you meant, you…} 
 
Something tickled in his chest.  Severus surprised himself when the laugh escaped his throat.  She 
lifted her head, and for a moment, there was no physical contact between them. 
 
Goodness…he’s handsome when he laughs!  She blushed in the next instant, wondering if he’d 
heard her.  From the mild, inquisitive quirking of his brow, she thankfully decided not.  His hand 
came up and brushed some of her curls back from her forehead, flesh brushing against flesh. 
 
[Knut for your thought?] 
 
She smiled, cheeks still warm.  {Sorry.  It’s a Sickle or nothing.} 
 
He stared at her, his smile lingering in the warmth of his dark eyes.  [Kiss me.] 
 
She dipped her head down and complied, pleasing both of them.  It didn’t take quite so long to 
unfasten the rest of the buttons between them.  Severus urged them both upright on the couch, then 
onto their feet, so they could shed their robes between kisses.  She wore her uniform shirt, 
waistcoat, and skirt, while he wore a plain, high-collared white shirt and a pair of black slacks.  It 
didn’t take long for him to unfasten the front of her waistcoat, nor to cup and massage her breasts 
through the material of her shirt and bra.  Nor did it take long for her to undo the line of buttons 
from his throat to his navel, nor to slide her fingers over his flesh.  His skin was warm, and taut, 
but she could feel the bones under the muscles.  It was clear the war with the Dark Army was 
wearing him down, and that worried her. 
 
Severus felt her compassion and sympathy the instant she experienced it; her feelings struck him 
in the heart like a hexed bludger.  Dazed, he kissed her harder, stripping the shirt from her body 
and trailing little, half-biting kisses down to her shoulders.  She tried to do the same to him, but his 
cuffs caught on his hands.  They fumbled a little bit, each trying to help the other to remove the 
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cufflinks, and Hermione laughed a little at her inexperience with such things.  He, in turn, 
unfastened her bra with a bit more finesse, then pulled her close so that her breasts pressed against 
his chest, burying his face in the mass of curls at the side of her neck. 
 
[I love the way you smell…rosewater and pumpkin juice…parchment paper, feminine musk…] 
 
{Chalk-dust and coffee,}  Hermione returned, turning her head to inhale his own scent.  His own 
hair was greasy, yes, but it didn’t smell dirty.  {Potions and herbs, and something warm, male…} 
 
[And how do I taste?]  he urged her, trying to focus on the fact that this was a lesson.  It was 
supposed to be a lesson… 
 
{Warm, musky, salty with sweat…sweet with responsiveness,}  she added, licking a path from his 
throat to the nearest of his nipples, making him shiver.  {How do I taste, Severus?} 
 
[Sweet…sexy…delicious,]  he managed to think as he tasted the flesh behind her ear with a slow, 
savoring lap of his tongue, shoving the curls of her hair back out of his way.  Most of his thought 
processes had gathered in his groin, with all the speed and intensity of a younger man, one at least 
half his age.  All he could remember was how she had tasted, a few days ago.  Fingers fumbling 
now, he managed to strip off her skirt as she kicked off her shoes, and dropped to his knees, 
tugging down her plain white knickers.  For a moment, he pressed his face to her groin, inhaling 
deeply through his nose, savoring her musky scent.  Struggling for coherent thought through the 
primitive impulses reducing his brain to the most simplistic line of grunt, grab, and fornicate, he 
clung to her thighs, panting, then pushed her onto the couch, toppling her with a gasp and parting 
her thighs as she landed in a slouched sprawl.  [Time for a quiz, Hermione.  Identify the body-parts 
as I lick them…] 
 
{Oh!  Uh…ohhh…labia…I mean, mons veneris…uh…mmm…ooh!  Clitoris—labia majora…labia 
minora…oh, defi—nitely the vaginal…ohhh…peniiinnnng!}  Her hands clenched in his hair, knees 
lifting, back arching, head thrashing against the back of the divan as they pressed together, her 
pelvis to his mouth, her thighs clasping and parting against his cheeks.  {Oh, god—nose!  Clit—
noh…ohhhse…} 
 
That was most definitely his nose, rubbing in hungry circles while he lapped and suckled and even 
bit, as if she were some particularly juicy kind of fruit, or a berry pie at a no-hands eating contest.  
Coherent thought scattered, as she felt the rasp of a day’s worth of stubble against the tender skin 
of her inner thighs.  Vanished, as he teased her clitoris again with his lips, then gently scraped it 
with his teeth.  Then he circled it with just the very tip of his tongue, flicking it rapidly, and she 
came apart on the couch, writhing and crying in gutteral gasps. 
 
It  was like the Shrieking Shack all over again, save that this time, Severus knew he couldn’t, 
daren’t ejaculate.  There was no aphrodesiac in his blood this time to keep him going, orgasm after 
orgasm, like some young man of her own age.  He could have climaxed simply from the taste of 
her, intoxicating, drugging, an elixir like none he had sampled before, but forced himself to 
concentrate solely on her own pleasure.  When the tingles radiating from her flesh to his, her mind 
to his, threatened to grow too much, he tightened the muscles in his anus firmly, staving off a 
climax of his own even as he prolonged hers. 
 
He pursued her with soft, broad laps as she finally came down the other side of her orgasm, 
soothing touches of his tongue that responded to her need to breathe, which warred with her 
craving for more stimulation.  Delicate sips of the musky, salty-sweet nectar seeping from her 
flesh.  Occasionally, he flicked her with the tip of his tongue, making her shiver in minor 

temblors—and attacked her again with renewed fervor, surprising her in a cry of ecstasy as he 
drove her right up and over another, even higher crest of pleasure. 
 
And again—a slight reprieve, some tender kisses while she panted and her stomach muscles 
unclenched—and again, a sharp nip to one thigh, a biting scrape of his teeth to the other one, a 
hard lick through the crease between, catapulting her even higher with a wail of aggravated 
disbelief, her fingers fisted in his hair, tugging almost painfully on it as she shuddered and came 
apart a third time.  Swallowing her sweet musk, Severus wasn’t even aware he was growling with 
pleasure, until he heard himself through her ears, feral and strong, the growl of a predator with a 
choice piece of prey caught in his jaws.  Distracted by her imagery, he growled even louder, 
experimentally, and heard her groan correspondingly louder, head tipped back and throat bared for 
the ravishing of the beast he was becoming. 
 
She knew he was reading her thoughts.  Hermione didn’t hesitate, but let him see exactly what she 
wanted.  With another feral growl, he fumbled through the robe abandoned in a puddle near him, 
grabbed his wand, snapped the words that divested the rest of their clothes—her socks, which was 
pretty much all she still had on, plus everything he was still wearing from the waist down—and 
surged up over her.  He nipped at one breast, licked at the other, clawed at her waist with a 
thrilling rake of his fingernails, then caught her throat in his teeth, holding her still long enough to 
adjust himself against her, rub himself against her, lubricating his aching, pulsing shaft with the 
remainder of her dew. 
 
Hauling her upright, he centered himself, and thrust, dragging her down onto his lap.  She 
gasped—they gasped—as the rough entry painfully stretched her tender, healed flesh, but the 
stimulation was also there, the remembered pleasure from their last copulation, the lingering 
pleasure of his hunting, devouring mouth, musky and hot as he nipped at her throat with another 
sexy, hungry growl.  He ground into her for several long seconds, then bucked hard, bouncing her 
on his lap with flexings of his thighs.  She shifted her weight, adjusted her legs for leverage, and 
returned the fervor with strokes of her own, almost dislodging him twice in her vigor before he 
gripped her hips and caged her retreats, preventing her from unsheathing him. 
 
Climax crept up on him.  Severus clutched the wand again, which he had discarded on the coffee 
table, and muttered the one Taoist charm he knew well, though he hadn’t had the chance to apply 
it since the summer.  Phantom pressure applied itself lightly behind his scrotum, at the perineum.  
He could have done it with a couple fingers, but this way he wouldn’t have to interrupt what he 
was doing. 
 
{What…what are you doing?}  Hermione asked, curious and somewhat coherent now that his 
thrusts had stopped for the moment. 
 
[Taoist eromancy.  I’m…mmm…applying pressure to my perineum,]  he informed her, adjusting 
his position within her.  For a moment he almost focused on the need to thrust again, then 
remembered what she had said about his lecturing.  Smirking slightly, he lectured her thoroughly, 
knowing now how much she liked the sound of his voice, whether spoken aloud or merely 
resounding in her head.  Thrusting into her as he spoke, Severus emphasized his words with slow, 
deep strokes.  [By applying a simple pressure-spell charmed to link itself to my climactic urges, I 
am able to interrupt the natural flow of the seminal vessels where they loop up behind my scrotum, 
inside my pelvic region.  Pressure on the perineum literally creates a suction-effect that prevents 
ejaculation… 
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Author’s Semi-Stern Note:  Pardon the interruption to the storyline, but this is an actual Taoist 
practice; by applying pressure to the perineum right before the point of no return (the perineum is 
the spot centered between scrotum and anus in distance), it literally causes a pressure-change in 
the vas deferens, the seminal duct between the testicles and the penis, preventing the seminal 
fluids from flowing, and thus preventing ejaculation.  With practice, a man can tighten his Kegel 
muscles (yes, both genders have them!  They’re the muscles used in urination, folks) and cause 
himself to experience a minor orgasm, even multiple times if preferred, and then one huge one 
when he finally lets himself go—literally.  Ejaculation is what causes deflation of the penis, not 
climax, so if you’re not sure you can get your hands down there in a comfortable position, gents, 
explain to your partners what you’re trying to do, and I’m sure they’ll be quite happy to bend over 
backwards and help you out!  (Please note that this is not a form of contraception; any contact 
between seminal fluids and the vagina runs the risk of conception, as there is always a chance of a 
small amount of sperm being present in pre-cum, which would be present before this technique is 
applied…wear condoms, play safely, and have fun, whatever kinks or twists you might enjoy!) 
 
We now return you to your regularly scheduled Potions Master lecture: 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
[…Though, with time and training, it does not prevent climax.  Thank god,]  he added fervently, 
grinding into her, rubbing her clitoris against his groin.  Pleasure boiled up within him as he thrust 
and ground faster and harder, until he felt the pressure of the charm increase sharply at the apex of 
his thighs, and shuddered in a ‘minor temblor’ of his own—a dry climax, but pleasurable all the 
same. 
 
One that triggered a larger climax of her own.  Though he’d just had an orgasm, albeit a minor 
one, without ejaculation there was no deflation.  Severus continued to thrust into her, prolonging 
her pleasure.  As she came down out of the clouds of her bliss, he sensed her slowly rousing 
curiosity, and continued his lecture.  Blessing the wizard who had come up with the charm he’d 
just used, and blessing the Veritamoria, which allowed him to continue speaking smoothly in her 
mind, though he was panting raggedly for breath. 
 
[While I may not know very much about Chinese Eromancy, I do know that the Chinese believe 
that a woman’s supply of yin, or female essence, is inexhaustible, while the man’s supply of yang, 
ejaculate, is limited.  They were wise enough to realize that orgasm and ejaculation—female or 
male—were two separate entities, and sought for a way to extend the male’s stamina so that he 
could continue to please the female as long as possible. 
 
[The charm I have used, as you can see, is quite effective; I am still engorged and capable of 
continuing for several more rounds, though I should not delay my own orgasm too long in using 
this technique.] 
 
{Why…why didn’t you use this on Saturday?}  Hermione asked him, biting her lower lip as she 
enjoyed his unabated thrusts.  {You didn’t need to down four doses’ worth of aphrodesiac, if you 
could do this.} 
 
He slowed and stilled.  She looked up at him, drowning in his dark gaze as he answered her 
question soberly.  [I didn’t think I could perform with you, in front of those other Death Eaters.  I 
am not into rape.  At the time, I also didn’t know how long we would have to perform in front of 
them, either, before I could get you safely away…]  His hand lifted to her cheek, his touch 
remarkably tender, his gaze stark, almost vulnerable.  [Hermione…you are an amazing young 
woman.  I…] 

There was no lying, linked mind-to-mind as they were.  No prevarication, save the cessation of 
thought itself.  Hermione, sensing his discomfort and yet remembering the Headmaster’s words, 
saved him from himself.  Leaning forward, she kissed him.  {So are you, Severus.  An amazing 
man,}  she added, leaning back slightly with a smile and a wink.  {Thank god.  I don’t know how 
I’d be able to keep a straight face, if my savior had been Professor McGonagall.} 
 
[Well, the two of you certainly couldn’t do this,]  he sighed, relieved the awkwardness of the 
moment was past, and warmed—inestimably touched, deep inside—at the sincerity of her 
compliment.  And stiffened, surprised, when she leaned forward again and embraced him.  
Hugged him, actually.  The spontaneous cuddle flowed from her generous, kindly heart.  It took 
him a moment to accept it, that it was honestly meant for him; displays of affection had been rare 
and infrequent, throughout both his childhood and adult years.  Wrapping his arms around her, he 
returned the embrace first hesitantly, then firmly.  Then nibbled on the side of her neck for a 
distraction, uncomfortable with the emotional intimacy of the moment. 
 
Hermione let him change the mood back to an erotic one, but the moment of intimacy—emotional 
intimacy—had two side effects.  One, it almost seemed to give them a little more control over 
their hormonal reaction to each other, allowing him to lecture her about pacing, angles, and other 
techniques as she continued to ride him, and two…it had another effect, a most power one, when 
he finally released the charm many minutes and several small and medium orgasms later.  Severus 
had shifted them to a more open spot over by one of the crackling hearths, giving her room to ride 
him and experiment with different female-dominant positions.  With room to thrash about, with 
the perineum-charm removed, the climax that roared through both of them was a shattering one.  
Its aftermath left both of them limp, weak, unable to do more than bask in the warmth of the fire 
limning their sprawled bodies on one side with golden, flickering light. 
 
There was no thought between them, for a long while.  Just contented lassitude.  Finally, aware of 
the dying heat of the fire and the lateness of the hour, Severus finally roused both of them with a 
soft kiss to her temple, requiring him to crane his neck a little, since her head had fallen to his 
chest and was using it now as a pillow.  […Time for a lesson in the Coital Cleansing Charm.] 
 
A muffled moan escaped her.  Limbs still weak with repletion, she drew in one, two, three deep 
breaths, then finally slid off of him, slumping onto the soft, thick carpet.  Rolling onto her back, 
Hermione stretched sensuously.  For a brief instant, their minds parted as their flesh parted; 
instinctively, she parted her leg wide enough that it brushed up against his own, reestablishing 
mental contact with the simple, sensual touch.  They had to part again as he nudged her up with a 
mental order to fetch her wand, helping her to stand on legs that were as drained as his own.  But 
he didn’t protest when she returned to him and tucked her naked self against his side. 
 
{So, how does the Coital Cleansing Charm go?}  Hermione prompted him, gripping her wand at 
the ready. 
 
[We’ll start first with me,]  he told her.  [Aim at my genitals, tap it lightly, and pronounce ‘virilis 
mundic’,]  he instructed her.  Then caught her hand as she started to swish-and-flick.  [Gently, if 
you please.  I would like to be able to walk, tomorrow.] 
 
Smirking, Hermione took aim, swished, tapped—carefully—and proclaimed,  “Virilis mundic!” 
 
Magic sparkled out across his skin, starting at his groin where she tapped him, but spreading 
rapidly up his chest and down his legs.  Before he realized it, the spell swept up over his head and 
down between his toes.  The tingle it left in its wake was refreshing, almost invigorating.  He 
arched a brow at her, and she shrugged sheepishly. 
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“Sorry; that was a big more vigorous than I thought it’d be.” 
 
Reaching up, Severus touching his dark locks.  Bane of his existence, no matter how often he 
bathed—every single morning, in fact—his hair had always been slightly oily, its appearance 
exacerbated by its natural silky sheen.  He wasn’t as greasy-haired as he knew his students liked to 
insult him, but it was usually somewhat greasy by midmorning, despite his repeated showerings, 
and positively horrid if he went more than a day without at least one quick shampoo.  Not now, 
though; now, it was a curtain of soft jet black.  “Five points to Gryffindor for surpassing 
expectations, Miss Granger.” 
 
{Ha, you are trying to make up for taking off so many points on Monday!} 
 
Severus pinned her with a firm look.  He opened his mouth to refute it, but she merely snuggled 
closer to him, her tawny brown eyes daring him to try and say otherwise, still smirking.  Finally he 
managed,  [That may be, but you did do a good job with the charm, Hermione.  I may not be able 
to reward you in the classroom as I would have liked all these years—forced to favor my House as 
I have been, to hide my allegiance to Albus—but I can reward you in private.  Now, perform it on 
yourself with the variation, muliebris mundic.] 
 
{Yes, Professor,}  she returned mock-studiously, and swished-and-flicked at herself, tapping her 
own groin.  “Muliebris mundic!” 
 
Tingling sparks skittered over her own body, instantly erasing the dampness of their copulation 
from between her thighs, tidying her hair, cleansing her skin.  Fluffing her curls.  The charm 
perked her nipples with its stimulating sweep, and Severus cupped one breast in his hand, the 
other wrapped around her ribs.  Thumbing the crest, he eyed her as she tipped back her head.  A 
dip of his own, and they kissed for a few enjoyable moments before he pulled back. 
 
[I think it best if you returned to Gryffindor Tower, now,]  he told her, suppressing a mental sigh of 
regret.  [The hour has grown late, and you will need your sleep.] 
 
{And you will not?}  Hermione challenged him. 
 
[I have suffered from insomnia for several years now, ever since I realized what joining the Death 
Eaters did to me.  One more night of short sleep will not make much difference.] 
 
Kissing the tip of her nose—he had no idea where the impulse came from, but he did it anyway, in 
the hopes that it distracted her—he pulled back from her, separating their bodies before she could 
delve into those particular memories.  Veritamoria might enforce mental intimacy upon them 
whenever they touched, and the circumstances of her rescue might enforce the need for them to 
touch with frequency and equal physical intimacy, but there were certain things in his past he 
would not unburden on anyone.  He wasn’t ready to open up that part of his life to her. 
 
Reaching for his clothes, he began donning them.  “I will escort you back through the halls to the 
classroom.  As Head Girl, you are free to go anywhere, at any time, but there must be a trail of 
awareness from your last known position and your trip back to your chambers.  The same for 
myself, as our last witnessed position was in the classroom.” 
 
“Of course,”  she murmured, reaching for her own things.  It felt a little awkward, donning her 
clothes, aware that they had just made love for at least an hour on the floor of his sitting room, if 
not longer.  She wanted to touch him, just for reassurance, but didn’t know if he’d permit it.  
When she stooped to separate the books she had bought into two stacks, one to take back with her 

and the other for him to keep, he moved close, buttoning the last bit of his long professor’s robe.  
Just his proximity was soothing; if he’d shied away from her after this session, she didn’t know 
what she would have done, but she knew she wouldn’t have enjoyed it. 
 
When she straightened, slinging her book bag over her shoulder, he caught her other hand and 
lifted it to his lips. 
 
[Thank you for being willing to experiment without any ‘liquid courage’,]  he murmured in her 
mind, holding her gaze as he pressed his mouth to her knuckles in a slow, rather gallant gesture at 
odds with the professor she knew. 
 
{I’m a Gryffindor.  We’re picked for our courage,}  she quipped back, smiling at him. 
 
He dropped her hand quickly, though not before she felt a pang of something ripple through him at 
her words.  Unsure what it was, if she had offended him somehow, Hermione reached out for him, 
but he moved away, heading for the whitewashed iron door leading up out of his sub-dungeon 
chambers.  He paused in the doorway, pulling the vial of caecuspiritu out of a pocket in his robes.  
Wetting his fingertips, he traced it over his brow, then dosed her own, his thoughts composed and 
calm once again.  Lifting her chin with a fingertip, he inspected her glistening brow 
professionally, then brushed a kiss over her mouth.  [Until Saturday, then.] 
 
Nodding, Hermione let him lead the way back into familiar territory, grateful he wasn’t mad at 
her, whatever had upset him. 
 
Chapter VII. 
 
Her homework was returned to her on Friday with a number scrawled on it in Professor Snape’s 
handwriting.  2300.  Since her paper wasn’t a quiz, but a dissertation on their next in-class 
assignment, Skele-Grow Potion, she didn’t know what the numbers meant.  The fact that they 
faded within moments of her reading them didn’t help, either.  It wasn’t until later that night, when 
Harry and Ron were griping about having to turn in early so they could get up at ‘oh dark-
hundred’ for a Quidditch practice, that she realized what the numbers meant.  Eleven pm,  she 
thought.  That must be when he wants me to meet him in the classroom, tomorrow. 
 
She went to bed early to ensure she got plenty of rest before the morrow, unaware that she drifted 
off with a smile, one that lingered in her sleep and caused the other girls in her age-group to eye 
her askance when they came to bed, since Hermione Granger rarely smiled over anything that 
much, save for maybe a really high test score. 
 
When she woke, she trudged out to the Quidditch pitch to watch the boys for a little while, since 
she’d promised; Ron was really good as the goal-tender, while Harry was his usual spectacular 
self as the Seeker.  Settling into one of the stands with a couple books and some scrolls for her 
homework, she alternated between watching them fly in various patterns and formations, and 
working on her Advanced Arithmancy homework.  She joined the boys in the common room after 
practice, helping Harry with his Potions homework and Ron with his Care of Magical Creatures, 
then practiced for an hour with them in the Defence Arts club, now back to being an official, 
sanctioned club. 
 
Lunch passed with some good-natured banter, then for her it was back to studying, though Harry 
and Ron whispered about taking the Invisibility Cloak and sneaking off to Hogsmeade for some 
reason.  She was grateful when they decided against it, figuring it was too risky, though 
uncomfortable at the same time when they glanced her way with a paired look that said they were 
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remembering what had happened to her on an official, supposedly supervised visit.  It was easy 
enough to tell that they were thinking how much more dangerous an unsupervised visit might be, 
if they tried something that foolish so soon after the last incident. 
 
It was growing increasingly hard to concentrate on her schoolwork, but not for nothing was she 
Hermione Granger, the most academically advanced witch in the whole school.  Doggedly 
pursuing her education, she managed to squeeze out three extra inches on the care and breeding of 
the Quetzacoatl, the Central American dragon—Hagrid was still dragon-crazy, after all these 
years—for her Magical Creatures class, though she normally might’ve added five more inches.  
Part of it was the fact that she’d wasted several minutes repeatedly glancing up at the clock in the 
Gryffindor common room, waiting with increasing anxiety for eleven o’clock to arrive. 
 
After supper, she did her duty as Head Girl, making the rounds of the school, ordering a couple of 
the older students to stop snogging in the halls and alcoves as she ran across them, chivying some 
of the younger ones out of the library as the curfew hour came upon them.  She retired as well, 
though not to her bedroom.  With effort, she managed to scratch out an extra six inches in a 
Transfigurations essay while down in the window seat of the common room.  It was with a sigh of 
relief that she finally rolled up the scroll and took it up to her room, storing it with her other 
homework as she moved quietly about under the dim light of her wand, trying not to wake the 
other girls in the Seventh Year dorm. 
 
Debating whether or not they would be needed, she finally loaded her satchel with her extra-credit 
books, then took herself quietly off to the Potions classroom.  Her heart leapt in her throat as she 
spotted Filch while descending the second-floor stairs. 
 
“What are you doing up so late?”  the caretaker sneered at her, stepping out of an archway and 
starting up the steps towards her. 
 
Squashing the urge to blush, Hermione gave him a level, quelling, Head-Girl Look.  “Making my 
rounds, the same as you.” 
 
Filch grunted, but he had to let her go on her way; she was Head Girl, and had a lot of leeway 
where curfews and such were concerned.  But he did frown and turned to look at her as she 
reached the next landing, just before the stairwell detatched itself and started swinging him away.  
“Hey—why have you got that satchel with you?” 
 
“To whack any Slytherins I find creeping about late at night,”  she quipped back, as the first thing 
off the top of her head, and glanced over her shoulder.  She’d never really liked him.  “Why?  
Were you once a Slytherin?” 
 
Grumbling something no doubt utterly uncomplimentary, he stalked upwards as the stairwell 
connected itself to another landing. 
 
Grateful, Hermione descended into the dungeons.  It didn’t take her long to reach the classroom, 
though it was almost completely dark when she entered, lit only by the flicker of a fire on the 
hearth, and a candelabra on the Potions Master’s desk.  Snape sat there, candlelight gleaming on 
his as-usual untidy, somewhat greasy hair, quill dipping and scratching in red ink as he marked up 
the homework of some class of his.  With the increased dimness of the already dark, damp room, it 
almost seemed as if his hands and face were floating in the gloom. 
 

Approaching him on quiet feet, Hermione rested her book bag on the edge of the desk as he 
glanced up.  “You’re going to give yourself eye-strain, Professor, if you keep trying to read in the 
dark.” 
 
His gaze flicked over her briefly.  “The lighting is adequate for my needs, Miss Granger.  Here is 
your assignment,”  he added, passing her a folded scrap of parchment.  “Do not forget to take it 
with you for reference.” 
 
As his attention returned to the scrolls and stacks of paper before him, she unfolded the page, 
reading his neatly scrawled handwriting. 
 
‘Your Floo Powder is in a wide-mouthed blue jar in the storeroom on the ‘F’ shelf, on the far left, 
near the back of the shelf.  Please leave it there, so that no one will realize there is an active Floo 
connection in this classroom.  The password for the Floo is ‘Sanctum Severum’.  You need not 
speak it loudly, as it is the only destination this hearth is linked to, and I would prefer the portraits 
in this room did not hear it.  Do not share it with your friends, either.’ 
 
As if she would!  She glanced at him, but he was absorbed in his work, ignoring her.  Continuing 
as his pen scratched across the parchment in front of him, Hermione read, 
 
‘The contraceptive potion for this evening has been set to the left of the sink in the storeroom; it is 
in a dark blue bottle; the dosage required is the small spoon set to its right.  Drink the potion, then 
pass through into my sanctum. 
 
‘Divest yourself of your clothes, put them on the side-table by the entry door, and don the ones I 
have set out on the coffee table for you.  If you have need of the lavatory, it is through the door to 
the right of the windows, second door on the left; you may use the Cleansing Charm to further 
prepare yourself, though this is optional.  Kneel on the sheepskin before the opposite hearth as 
you enter, when you are properly attired and ready; you may play with yourself while you wait for 
me, but you are strictly forbidden to cum.  If you are not in position and properly attired when I 
arrive, you will be punished.  If you are suitably wet, you will be rewarded.’ 
 
Her lips parted on a soundless, near-breathless gasp.  Outrageous!  And yet…  She glanced at him 
again.  He was studying her, his black gaze pinning her with an inscrutable look.  Daring her to 
say a single word in comment or protest. 
 
She wasn’t going to protest.  Heck—the commanding, yet acerbically, silky-dry tone of his letter, 
so like his voice when he was lecturing, already had her ‘wet’.  Without a word, she crossed to the 
storeroom, found the contraceptive vial and administered a dose to herself—it tasted bittersweet 
but cinnamon-y, better than the last one—found the Floo jar just where he’d placed it, grabbed a 
pinch of the powder she had made, and returned to the hearth near his desk.  Normally it was used 
for heating some of the largest cauldrons used in Potions class, but tonight it was just a fire, its 
hanging-arm pushed back against the age-blackened stones, out of the way.  Casting the powder 
into the flames, she murmured firmly but quietly, 
 
“Sanctum Severum—” 
 
…and stepped into the abruptly emerald-green flames.  Two whirls, and she stumbled out of the 
right-hand fireplace in his sitting room.  Across from her, she could see the sheepskin placed 
before the other fire, and on the coffee table…a collection of leather straps?  Eyeing it askance, 
Hermione decided she would use the lavatory first.  The hallway beyond the door behind her was 
lit with a few candles in wall-sconces, barely illuminting yet more landscapes.  She wondered 
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briefly if there was a single portrait-painting anywhere in his quarters, when she ducked into the 
lavatory and found yet another lonesome but beautiful seascape on the wall opposite the sink.  A 
murmur of the mundic charm he’d suggested refreshed her from head to toe, and she took herself 
out again. 
 
Stripping her clothes, she folded them and placed them on the table, adding her book bag and 
shoes underneath since it was a small surface.  Naked, she padded over to the coffee table and 
eyed the bits of leather with a touch of apprehension.  There were four bits of black leather hung 
with silver studs and rings, two largish and two smallish; she figured out those were supposed to 
go on her wrists and ankles like bracers, or maybe leather manacles.  There was a fifth near-circle 
of leather, one with several rings attatched to it; this, she figured from the size of it, was made to 
fit around her throat.  Donning it, she eyed the remaining pile of leather straps. 
 
Plucking at it, holding it this way and that, she finally figured out the curved, cup-like bits—tear-
drop shaped with an open upper triangle above each curve—were for her breasts.  Once she 
oriented on that, she managed to make sense of the rest.  The snap-fastened straps were awkward 
to work over her body on her own, but by twisting and some judicious wand-usage, she managed 
to get herself into the webwork of leather.  Her breasts perched on the lower half of the cups, her 
nipples fully exposed along with the upper curves of her flesh.  Straps passed over her stomach in 
an interlacing connected by more silvery rings, then looped between her thighs, but only to circle 
around each leg, leaving the cleft in the middle bare, bereft of cover.  Some of the straps looked 
like they might connect to her collar; for now, Hermione left them fastened over each shoulder, 
supporting the weight of her young, full cleavage. 
 
Aware of how much time had passed while she’d figured out the outfit, she hurried over to the 
sheepskin and knelt, facing the flames.  She’d managed to sneak in a bit of reading of The Bonds 
of Love after dark, under the cover of her bedding and with the aid of a bit of lumos applied to her 
wand.  From what she had read so far, she guessed that Severus would be most pleased if she knelt 
with her knees parted, her back arched just enough to thrust her breasts even higher. 
 
She waited for a few minutes in that pose, then remembered the comment in the note she’d placed 
on top of her clothes, about being wet when he arrived.  Lifting her hands to her breasts, she 
caressed her nipples, using a light, teasing touch with an occasional scrape of a thumbnail to excite 
the taut peaks even further.  Obviously he was taking her up on her offer to explore the rougher 
side of lovemaking.  Her right hand glided down over the straps that were a harsh contrast to the 
soft warmth of her skin, while her left continued to play with her nipples. 
 
Her secret fantasy, of being ravished by the dark, intense, tightly passionate Potions Master had 
come true in the wrong way, that first time.  This time, she had every hope that it would come true 
in the right way, by mutual, free-willed consent. 
 
When her fingers brushed against her curls, she was already wet.  Very wet.  Humming softly in 
pleasure, Hermione dipped her forefinger between the pouting lips of her labia, gliding the tip of it 
over her clitoris.  God, the thought of Severus dominating her, pleasuring her, had her incredibly 
aroused.  It was so very tempting to make herself cum—how would he know, anyway?—but she 
refrained, teasing herself, tugging and pulling on her nipple as she stroked and circled her clit. 
 
A soft, barely audible fumpff heralded Severus’ arrival.  The first thing he saw was Hermione’s 
long, curling chestnut hair cascading unfettered down her back, her head thrown back in ecstasy, 
her breath panting and moaning as her hips gyrated with pleasure.   Entranced by the sight of her, 
he slipped his Death Eather’s mask on, padding silently across the carpet.  He dropped something 
on the coffee table as he passed it, then reached down and caressed her cheek, enjoying the sight 

of her pert breasts, and the fingers tugging at one turgid peak.  The jump of her body, and the gasp 
of her breath, at the unexpected touch. 
 
[Have you cum, yet?] 
 
{Oh, crud.  So that’s how he’ll tell.}  It was a good thing Hermione hadn’t, because there was no 
way to lie, mind-to-mind.  She leaned back further, looking up at his masked face.  Scared by the 
sight of it, she was grateful he had revealed himself to her with a touch before she had seen it.  As 
it was, her heart skipped a beat in painful memory as she mustered a reply.  {No, I haven’t, 
Sever—} 
 
[—While thus attired, you will call me Master,]  he ordered her sternly, withdrawing his hand 
before she could sense the conflict within him.  On the one hand, he had struggled long and hard 
to be a good man, deep down inside.  Good men didn’t do what he was about to do to this poor, 
sweet, nearly innocent girl.  Well, not so innocent, given how quickly she had figured out the 
outfit, and how well she had complied with his demands to play with herself while she waited for 
him.  But on the other hand—Merlin!  The sight of her, laced in leather and scented with the musk 
of her passion, already had him harder than the stone walls of the old school. 
 
Her prompt, husky, compliant and slightly subdued,  “—Yes, Master,”  didn’t help his self-
control. 
 
Curious, Severus brushed her cheek with the edge of his finger.  And found himself shocked by 
the naked desire for him in her mind.  Despite her repulsion at the sight of him in that silvery 
mask.  Withdrawing his touch, he pondered what that meant.  She wanted him to dominate her?  
He’d known a few of his students in the past, mostly Hufflepuffs for some reason, along with a 
handful of Slytherins and a few Ravenclaws, had found such domineering ways…enticing…and 
whom had pegged him as the perfect Dominant, though it wasn’t something he’d ever really 
wanted to explore.  But, Hermione Granger, among their number? 
 
Glad now that he had decided to follow through on her suggestion for some ‘rough’ lovemaking, 
Severus dipped his hands into the pockets of his teacher’s robe and pulled out a pair of black 
leather gloves.  Slipping them on, he cupped her chin with one hand.  Nothing, though she did 
give him a questioning look.  He was shielded from sharing their thoughts, thanks to the leather. 
 
She gazed up at him with confusion, desire, and a somewhat nervous anticipation.  Uncertainty 
slowly grew in the back of her eyes as he stared down at her from behind the expression-
concealing safety of his mask, for there was now no way for her to know what he was thinking, 
unless some other part of his skin should brush against hers.  Hermione licked her lips, her breath 
starting to come in soft, unsteady pants, as she waited for him to do whatever it was he had 
planned for her. 
 
His other gloved hand slid into her hair, fisting the curls.  Severus wished for a moment he could 
touch her hair directly, feel the soft, crisp spring of it, but he had other things to attend to, first.  
“You forgot part of your costume, Slave,”  he forced himself to growl.  A wrench of her head 
brought her around to face the coffee table, spilling onto her hip and hands.  She gasped and 
gritted her teeth, scrambling to follow on all fours as he dragged her—slowly, so she could catch 
her weight and balance; he couldn’t quite bring himself to really hurt her—over to the wooden 
surface.  A single scrap of leather lay on the otherwise bare table.  A thong, just long enough to tie 
back her hair.  Which he had dropped there on arrival, knowing she would have been thorough 
enough to don it, if she had seen it 
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“But I—that wasn’t here, before!”  she protested. 
 
“Fifty for failing to don all of your costume, twenty for lying, and twenty more for not calling me 
Master,”  he growled, not bothering to explain what the numbers meant.  “Put it on.  Now!” 
 
His voice, distorted by that mask, sounded even more harsh.  Frightening, combined with the 
visage of a Death Eater.  Unsure if she wanted to play this game after all, Hermione snatched the 
thong, hesitated, then guessed rightly that it was for her hair.  He released her long enough for her 
to scrape back the curls and knot the scrap of leather at the nape of her neck, then winced when he 
reburied his gloved hand in her hair, pulling on it from the tightness of the tail.  She was positive 
there hadn’t be a thong on the table, when she’d dressed!  Well…almost positive… 
 
Shoving her back onto the sheepskin via her hair, he forced her onto all fours.  A sick, perverted 
part of him enjoyed the sight of her pale buttocks, wrapped in black straps that pulled on her cleft, 
exposing her secrets.  Enjoyed the masterful contrast between his stark black glove and her tender, 
vulnerable skin.  Swallowing, he forced himself to continue.  “This is the punishment position, 
Slave.  You will assume it for the expiation of your demerits.” 
 
He loved being able to say words like expiate to her, words which would have caused most of the 
other students at this school to give him befuddled looks; the mere thought of it made him pause to 
savor her intelligence.  She was certainly smart enough at her age to figure out the word meant 
atonement, without having to resort to a dictionary, unlike her contemporaries.  With his left hand 
still fisted in her hair, drawn taut by the thong, he slid his right hand over her rump, wishing he 
could remove the glove without ruining the mood.  Wishing he could enjoy the contrast of soft, 
warm skin and hard, cool leather as it bumped under his touch. 
 
Gliding his hand down the cleft of her buttocks, he surveyed her clinically as he toyed the tip of 
one gloved finger at her anus, watching her squirm uncomfortably under the circling, 
embarrasingly intimate touch, panting with her uncertainty over his intent.  Sliding a little lower, 
he used the slightly rough-smooth texture of the leather as he rubbed his finger down her crease, 
against her clitoris.  She squirmed again, this time in pleasure as her juices coated the leather.  
Withdrawing his hand, he watched her squirm a moment more, seeking the resumption of his 
touch—and spanked her on the pussy-lips, right between her thighs. 
 
“—Oh!” 
 
Her eyes wide with shock, she tried to crane her head to look at him.  He spanked her again, 
gripping her head firmly with the gloved hand entwined in her air, making Hermione gasp again.  
And a third time, harder than before.  He paused as she stared at him with uncertainty out of the 
corner of her eye. 
 
“Ten more demerits, Slave, for failing to count properly.”  His gloved hand played with her labia 
and clit, teasingly light touches that tickled even worse, now that the stinging of his blows were 
fading, leaving her skin slightly sensitized by the rush of blood to the surface. 
 
“Uh…how do I count properly, Master?”  she finally asked, swallowing to clear her throat. 
 
He spanked her cunt, then drawled as she flinched,  “’Thank you, Master; that was one.’”  A 
second spank, making her jump, and,  “’Thank you, Master, that was two.’  Commence counting, 
Slave.” 
 

Another spanking slap—not hard enough to bruise, but certainly sharp enough to sting a little—
and she jumped.  Clearing her throat while his gloved fingers rested on her curls, unmoving, she 
ventured a somewhat uncertain,  “Thank you, Master, that was one.” 
 
He caressed her briefly with one finger as a reward, then spanked her again. 
 
“…Thank you, Master; that was two—thank you, Master, that was three,”  she added as he 
smacked her pussy a third time even as she was still speaking.  Without further words, nor any 
contact between their actual flesh, he proceeded to continue administering her demerits.  
Occasionally he would stop, letting her rest for a few moments; often as he did so, he would slide 
his gloved hand through her stinging cleft, teasing the sensitized flesh, while at other times he 
would just cup her flesh.  Reminding her that, in this little game of theirs, he owned the rights to 
her body, free to touch her anywhere, in any way he pleased.  The masterful way he played with 
her was arousing her flesh and keeping her aroused and wet, in spite of her punishments.  By 
stroke number forty—properly thanked—he had released her hair and used his left, equally gloved 
hand to reach under her body, tugging and twisting randomly on each nipple.  By stroke sixty, her 
thighs were tangibly wet with her excitement, with little tremors of desire that quaked through her 
flesh, mingling interchangeably with each flinch as her cunt was firmly spanked. 
 
By seventy, she was crying out with unfulfilled desire, even as her body quaked in fear of each 
stinging cunt-slap.  Stroke eighty, Severus had to stop and strip off his robe, his own desire was 
roused so high by the sight and scent and sound of her that he was sweating under the weight of 
soft black wool.  He did so the mundane way, taking his time, methodically unbuttoning each 
button, pausing now and then to finger her, keeping her in a state of anticipative desire.  He did 
not remove anything else, though he did unbutton the front of his trousers, reaching in and pulling 
his turgid shaft out, grateful for the slight pressure of the perineum-charm that would allow him to 
retain some semblance of control, if and when he plunged into her roughly, rudely at the end of 
this little act. 
 
Disciplining her, mastering her, controlling her, was having an unbearably arousing effect on him.  
Who cared for deducting House points, when he could spank the girl, and frig her at the same 
time?  Severus cupped himself, but the leather of his glove wasn’t nearly as pleasant as the slick, 
hot walls of her body would soon be, enfolding him… 
 
He removed his hand from his member and placed it back on her cunt.  She flinched, though the 
touch was gentle.  Flinched, and moaned softly.  When he had glove-fingered her slit a few 
minutes more, making her groan with need, he administered the last twenty strokes of her 
punishment, positioning himself directly behind her.  It limited some of the sting of his slaps, so 
he applied more and more force, until she gasped and writhed and cried out under his gloved 
hands—and at stroke one hundred, while she was still babbling that ridiculous ritual of thanks, 
Severus plunged into her abused cleft. 
 
And nearly screamed, as he felt the unbelievable, unthinkable feminine pleasure wracking her 
whole body, reinforced by the ravishing thrust of his shaft.  As it was, a harsh groan escaped his 
tightly clenched teeth, ripping his throat with the effort of futilely trying to hold it back.  His 
whole body bucked, forcing himself into her a second, harder time.  A second savage sound ripped 
from his throat as the first minor climax rushed through him, a major orgasm crashing through 
her—and then it was a blur of pounding thrusts, of mindless orgasms flowing back and forth 
between them , one right after the other, unbelievable ecstasy that went on and on and on and on, 
feeding on each other, cycling, recycling, surging, resurging, an ouroboros of passion that 
devoured itself and grew larger and larger still… 
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Somewhere in there, somewhere between the panting and the snarling and the thrusting and the 
grunting of his body, in the midst of the screaming and the writhing and the bucking and the 
shuddering of her own, he finally had the wits to release the charm holding his greatest climax 
back.  With the explosion of his full orgasm, the most intense one of his existence, came the 
triggering of equally obscene pleasure within her own body.  The geyser that erupted between 
them was ferocious in its intensity, when ejaculation was added to orgasm. 
 
So ferocious, both of them slumped, insensate, to the sheepskin underneath them. 
 
 Time passed, mindlessly. 
 
The clock on the mantlepiece ticked; the dual fires crackled and hissed.  Their gasping breaths 
slowed to unsteady pants, then to slow, deep breaths.  Not a single thought passed between either 
of their dazed minds, just the slow cooling of an incredibly, mind-bogglingly intense passion. 
 
Finally, Severus forced energy into his thoughts, rousing enough to check on his partner.  She 
roused even as he did, not quite thinking coherently—neither of their minds were quite ready to 
function properly—but aware enough of her surroundings once more.  Still, he was the first to 
rouse even further out of that semi-stupor when it finally dawned on him that both of them were 
still alive.  He had more experience with the depth and breadth of passion than she did, after 
all…though it seemed she could teach him a thing or two about a woman’s depth and breadth! 
 
Stripping off a glove with his teeth, he touched her shoulder with an unsteady hand, then slid 
carefully, gently out of her abused body, rolling back slightly.  They had landed on their sides, 
spooned together.  Now he glanced down, knowing he had just fucked both of them raw.  
Wondering if he needed a healing potion. 
 
Their juices glistened with an almost sparkling, golden sheen.  Staring at it, the Potions Master 
blinked, then shifted completely away, groping in his robe for his wand.  His voice, when he 
managed to get it working, was harsh, roughened from his earlier screams. 
 
“Accio goblet.” 
 
A gilded cup on the far mantle flew off the shelf and into his outstretched hand.  Rolling back to 
Hermione, he righted himself on his knees with a groan, pushing his mask off without a care for 
where it fell, then urged her up onto all fours.  She whimpered from the memories, but allowed 
him to guide her back into a half-kneeling, half-squatting position over the cup, snugging his groin 
close as well.  A tiny flick of his wand, a muttered spell, and the liquid swept off their skin, 
draining out of her body into the golden bowl of the goblet, dripping off his limp member.  When 
he freed her again, she sank sideways onto her hip with a sigh, twisting to look down at the 
contents.  The liquid he had captured glowed slightly, perfuming the air with the scents of 
rosewater, oakwood, and musk.  Lots of musk. 
 
“What…what is that?”  Hermione asked him, her voice just as rough as his, and for similar 
reasons. 
 
Severus smiled slowly, lifting the cup slightly in a mock-salute.  “Aqua Vigo.  A most…”  he 
paused to close his eyes and inhale the heady aroma, unable to become erect again just yet but 
enjoying the vapors anyway,  “…potent aphrodesiac.  Twenty points to Gryffindor, Miss Granger.  
Though I should dock you ten for creating it by accident.” 
 

She blushed.  He set the goblet on the coffee table with a click, then flicked his wand again, 
removing the straps covering her body, from the thong knotted in her hair to the cuffs circling her 
ankles.  He drew in a breath to suggest she go back to her dorm, now.  She beat him to it by lifting 
her mouth to his with a strange smile, not quite smug, and filled with something else he didn’t 
understand.  Until she kissed him softly, sharing her thoughts. 
 
{God and Merlin…I’ve dreamed of you taking me, disciplining me…ravishing me…and that 
surpassed any fantasy I’ve ever had!}  Her mental voice was husky, but not from screaming.  No, 
Severus had heard that tone before, the tone of a woman very well-satisifed.  For a moment, he 
completely forgot she was still young enough to be a student, even young enough to have been his 
daughter.  She pulled back, reaching up to caress his cheek, still smiling that odd, feminine smile.  
{But you’re right.  Dock me ten points, and we’ll try again.  This time deliberately.} 
 
He eyed her, taken somewhat aback by her lustful teasing.  He was worn out, wrung out, utterly 
drained and desiring only a deep, hard, utterly relaxed sleep the likes of which he doubted he’d 
had since making the mistake of taking up the Death Eater’s mark on his forearm—his penis 
rubbed raw from Merlin knew how long he’d thrust into her, over and over and over, caught up in 
a very feral, ongoing climax—and she wanted to go again? 
 
[…I will never underestimate a woman’s potential for passion, ever again,]  he breathed in a 
mental vow, staring at her, awed by the lingering, sincere desire he read in her mind.  Desire for 
him, no less. 
 
Hermione chuckled and kissed him again, pushing him over onto his back.  Surprising him with 
her reply, for she was as replete as he was.  {Relax, Sevy; I’m as exhausted as you.  The mind’s 
more than willing, but the flesh is way too weak.  In fact, I think I’ll be walking funny for a day or 
two, as soon as I can feel my legs,}  she added, nibbling on his lower lip.  {Presuming I can.  I just 
want to cuddle, right now; you knocked my socks off—you’ve got to teach me that disrobing spell, 
by the way—and I just want to reward you with some tender praise and very satisfied kisses.  Do 
you have a problem with that?} 
 
[I’m not sure…]  He hadn’t meant to confess his uncertainty, but there was no avoiding it; 
Hermione had draped herself over him, her thighs straddling his waist, her breasts pressed to his 
chest, her mouth nibbling and brushing against his own.  He frowned in the next moment.  [Don’t 
call me ‘Sevy’.] 
 
Hermione pulled her head back at his affronted tone.  {Well, I’m not going to call you ‘Master’, 
unless we’re role-playing!}  She tossed her hair a little, giving him an arch look.  {I’m the equal of 
any man, even you, and I won’t take a subservient role for very long.} 
 
[I noticed,]  was his dry reply.  Severus eyed her.  [You really did like that, didn’t you?  I wasn’t 
sure you would.  It was supposed to be a horrible memory for you take with you, should we be 
summoned by the Basilisk Bastard.] 
 
{It was horrible, in a way,}  she conceded, folding her arms on his chest and resting her chin on 
one wrist.  {I saw that damned mask, and it all came back.  If you hadn’t touched me first, if I’d 
seen you wearing that thing first…  Thank you for touching me, first.  Perhaps another time, you 
can, erm, ravish me without touching me first, but this first time—under controlled 
circumstances—I don’t think I would’ve handled it nearly so well.} 
 
He smiled slightly.  [Thank you for obeying my instructions, and pleasuring yourself while you 
waited for me to join you.  That was a most stimulating tableau to see, the moment I came home.]  
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He hesitated a moment, but as he’d said to her in their first intimate hour, there was more dignity 
to be retained in revealing the truth than in attempting to lie, when she could always learn the truth 
mind-to-mind whenever they touched.  Stray thoughts were dangerous, in their situation.  [I would 
not be adverse to seeing such a sight another time.  You did say you enjoyed the experience, too, 
as well as disliking certain aspects of it.] 
 
She smiled, her mouth half-hidden behind her crossed arms in a shift that was almost but not quite 
shy.  {Sometime soon.  I’ll think about it.}  Her head dipped, scattering her curls over his chest in 
a soft caress.  It was matched a moment later by the graze of her mouth against his flesh.  {You’re 
so silky, so hard and soft and warm…}  Pressing slow, soft kisses to his skin, she dismounted and 
worked her way along his abdomen, down to his groin.  Here, he was dry and soft thanks to the 
gathering of the potion they had created, but the mingled scents of their passion remained, and the 
tissues looked a tiny bit red.  {I like the smell of you, and the scent of me all over you.}  He winced 
when she pressed a kiss to it, anticipating pain from chafing, but she treated it softly, gently, 
laving it with long, slow, moist licks of her tongue.  {Poor thing, all worn out…happy little 
thing…not that you’re exactly little…} 
 
He hardened just a bit, as much from her feminine mental chuckle as from her tender 
ministrations, but there wasn’t much life left in his member.  She didn’t seek to stimulate him 
further, just licked and suckled his semi-turgid shaft gently.  Praising it with her touch.  Praising 
him, wrapping him in contentedness until she could feel the warmth of her caring reflecting back 
from deep within him.  Finally abandoning his manhood, Hermione kissed her way back up to his 
mouth, sharing a few, last, languid kisses. 
 
Some of his energy had returned, but not much.  Severus let her settle beside him, snuggling close 
in intimacy for a few minutes, neither of them allowing any particular though to surface as more 
than a phantom shadow.  He found his hand stroking her naked back and shoulder after a few 
moments, cradling her close, but didn’t stop the slow stroking of his palm.  He could feel it was 
soothing her, pleasing her, and that comforted him.  She snuggled a little closer, sighing and 
relaxing against him, and he turned and pressed a kiss to her forehead.  […Would you like me to 
move, so you have more of the sheepskin under you?] 
 
She didn’t respond. 
 
It took him a few seconds to realize why Hermione hadn’t commented on his thought:  she was 
fast asleep, body and mind limp with repletion.  Severus knew he should wake her up, have her 
dress, and Floo her back to his classroom so she could make her way back to Gryffindor Tower.  
But it was rare for him to, well, to cuddle with a woman.  Rarer still to cuddle after mind-blowing 
sex.  The Muggle women he found for casual dating and rolls in the proverbial hay were rarely the 
kind who wanted to cuddle after sex.  They were more inclined to have him leave once they were 
done…and a few who were inclined to ask for payment. 
 
This felt good. 
 
A yawn crept up on him.  Severus knew either their position would have to be changed, or the 
fires would have to be tended, because it was winter, and this room, surrounded by stone in the 
sub-dungeon level of the castle, was going to grow quite cold as soon as those flames were 
reduced to coals.  The house elves that tended his chambers were discreet, but he couldn’t trust 
how discreet, in the face of a student being caught in the arms of a professor; that was a risk he 
wouldn’t take, not in the face of Albus’ edict.  Yet, as he carefully shifted his other arm to smother 
the yawn behind a hand, he wondered if it would be better to simply splinch his arm off so he 

wouldn’t have to move her impromptu choice of pillow.  She looked almost angelic, lying there 
against him, her lashes forming soft, light brown curves against her cheeks.  She felt angelic, too. 
 
He’d planned for their sexual activities to take place here in this room, to not let her penetrate as 
far as his bedchamber and the true intimacy her presence in his bed would create, but if they didn’t 
move to a bed soon…  Another yawn split his jaw, but he was too tired, too replete himself to 
smother it.  Even as he tried to muster the energy to rise and do the right thing, he, too, succumbed 
to the sleep of the sated. 
 
Chapter VIII. 
 
“Miss Granger—Miss Granger!  Ooh, Master Dumbledore will be very upset…Miss Granger must 
wake up!” 
 
Muzzy with exhaustion, Hermione pried her eyes open.  A horrid clash of colors met her eyes, 
forcing her to squint and blink.  Eventually, as the tiny voice hissed at her again to wake up, she 
resolved the image into Dobby.  Dobby the House Elf, of the dozens, if not hundreds, of pairs of 
deliberately mismatched socks.   A sock had freed him from indenture to the Malfoy household, 
and though even she had come to realize Dobby was atypical for a house elf, she could understand 
why he would prize his freedom and the symbol of that freedom—one of Harry’s socks, tossed to 
him by Lucius Malfoy, the giving of clothes setting the house elf free—so much that he would 
wear nothing but a toga made out of knotted and woven socks. 
 
“…Dobby?  Dobby!”  she gasped, realizing both she and Severus were still naked.  And then 
realized two things:  Dobby was not the only house elf in Severus’ sitting room…and the two of 
them had been draped at some point by a sheet.  From the cool feel of the material against her 
skin, she blushed to realize it must have been the house elves. 
 
Dobby twisted his long, pointed ears, clearly in distress.  “Miss Granger, naked with the Potions 
Master!”  he whispered, tugging on his ears in self-punishment.  “Ohh, what can Dobby do?  
Horrible, this is!  Simply horrible!  Master Snape is kind to us, he is—but when this gets out, he’ll 
be expelled from the school, and Miss Granger, too!” 
 
“Wha…?  Whoa!”  she whispered sharply, pulling away from Severus as he mumbled in his sleep 
and twisted onto his side.  A wary glance at him as she clutched the sheet to her chest showed him 
settling back into deeper sleep.  It was up to her to handle this situation; Dobby was her, Harry and 
Ron’s friend, and it was up to her to handle this matter so that no one else discussed it.  “Dobby—
Dobby—all of you house elves, listen to me!”  she called out softly.  The trio dusting and 
refueling the fires in the two hearths left off their work and gathered around Dobby, eyeing her in 
wide-eyed curiosity.  “Listen to me, all of you.  Albus Dumbledore knows what…what Professor 
Snape and I are doing.  This is not what you think!  It’s two things, a secret plan to deceive 
Vol…He Who Must Not Be Named,”  she amended as all four house elves started to cringe,  “and 
an extra-credit project for my final year, here.  It’s okay,”  she stressed.  “The reason why we’re 
keeping this a secret is because if anyone speaks of it, He Who Must Not Be Named might hear of 
it, and try to kill Professor Snape or myself.” 
 
The house elves looked at each other, uncertainty in their big, green eyes. 
 
“You’ve got to promise me, Dobby, and the rest of you—you cannot speak one word of this to 
anyone, not even among yourselves!”  she stressed.  “You can ask Dumbledore, and he’ll tell you 
that this…er…situation is authorized by the Headmaster himself, but you can’t tell another soul.  
Dobby, you cannot tell Harry or Ron, especially,”  Hermione ordered him.  “Not even if they ask 
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you, not even by hinting—nor by punishing yourself in their presence, or suggesting that you need 
to punish yourself, even if you feel you must do so later!  If the Evil One were to get even a hint of 
this, it could seriously harm Harry, too.” 
 
“Dobby wouldn’t want to harm Harry Potter, Miss Granger; no, Dobby wouldn’t want any harm to 
come to Miss Granger or Master Snape, either,”  he added, pulling on his ears, his big eyes awash 
with distress.  “But…what is Miss Granger doing with Master Snape, without clothes on?” 
 
“I told you; it’s a special project.  One we hope will help to defeat Harry’s nemesis.”  Her gaze fell 
on the goblet on the coffee table behind the knee-high elves.  “That cup over there?  That’s a 
special potion.  I’ve got to bottle it, now that I’m awake.  We exhausted ourselves, making it, and 
fell asleep right where we dropped, which was why I didn’t bottle it earlier.” 
 
Dobby eyed the potion, eyes widening a little bit more.  “Ohhh…  Miss Granger makes a powerful 
potion to defeat the Dreaded One?” 
 
“Erm…it’s actually more of a side-project, but the overall plan we’re working on, which includes 
the sort of activity we’re doing, will help contribute to his downfall,”  Hermione hedged carefully.  
“Professor Snape and I have a lot of work to do before we’ll be ready to face He Who Must Not 
Be Named.  But it has to remain secret, or it won’t work.” 
 
Dobby eyed her doubtfully, though there was a glimmer in his eyes that she hoped meant he was 
trying to trust her.  “Miss Granger is telling the truth?”  he asked her, then banged his fist against 
his forehead.  “Dobby did not mean to imply Miss Granger is lying!  Bad Dobby!  Bad!” 
 
“Dobby, I’ve never lied to you before, and I will not lie now,”  Hermione murmured, restraining 
the urge to catch the elf and keep him from hurting himself.  A house elf bent on punishing 
himself, she’d learned in her years here, was only swayed by logic and forgiveness from a figure 
in authority.  A glance at their expressions showed the other house elves looked like they were 
willing to stay silent, if Dumbledore had actually authorized her and Severus’ activities.  It was 
Dobby who was dangerous, because of his admiration of and friendship with Harry.  “You may 
have heard I was kidnapped by Death Eaters…” 
 
Dobby nodded his head hard enough that his ears flapped, distracted enough to stop hitting 
himself. 
 
“Well, Professor Snape could only find one way to rescue me from their clutches, and it, well, it 
involved having sexual relations with me.  That saved me from being raped by any of the Death 
Eaters who were there, which would have been a far worse thing,”  she added, blushing as she 
admitted it.  “But…because of the way he saved me from them, we have to keep having sex, 
because V…the Dark One expects Snape to use me against Harry.  But since he doesn’t know that 
Snape is on our side, the two of us have to keep up the pretense of being lovers, so that Snape can 
continue to be a spy in the Death Eater’s camp.  And since I wanted to study Eromancy as an 
extra-credit project, the Headmaster agreed to let us do this, since it would simply be more 
efficient that way.  Two birds with one stone, and all that.” 
 
Dobby considered her words carefully.  “The…the Headmaster says this is alright?” 
 
“Go ahead and ask him, Dobby.  Tell him you met me down here in Professor Snape’s quarters, 
working on my Eromancy project with him, and tell him I permitted you to ask him, just the once, 
if we were also working on a secret plan to foil the plans of the Dreaded One, by doing this sort of 
thing.  He’ll tell you it’s true. And then you must promise him, on behalf of all the house elves, to 

not say a word to anyone.  Especially not to Harry.  He’d, well, Harry would be distracted by 
hearing something like this, and we don’t want him distracted when he’s got to save us all from 
He Who Must Not Be Named.  And Ron, he’d blow his top completely if he heard about it, which 
wouldn’t help Harry, either.  Will you do that for me, Dobby?”  she asked the little house elf. 
 
He nodded his head vigorously, ears flapping.  “Dobby trusts Miss Granger; Dobby knows Miss 
Granger would never lie to him!  This is…this is most unusual, but…He Who Must Not Be 
Named,”  he whispered, looking around them as if expecting Death Eaters to jump out of the walls 
and attack,  “must be defeated, and we house elves think it will be soon—very, very soon!  
Nothing must spoil the defeat of the Nasty One.  If this…if this helps, Dobby will not reveal a 
thing, not even if Harry Potter himself demands it of Dobby!  And Dobby will stop the first house 
elf who even thinks of thinking of it, too!  But…Dobby will ask Dumbledore, so that he can give 
his word with a clear conscience.” 
 
“You do that, Dobby.  Now, I’ve got to get up and get back to my rooms.  Um…cover him so that 
he’ll stay warm, will you?”  she asked, meaning the man dozing beside her.  “And maybe get him 
a pillow?  We literally exhausted ourselves, tonight, so be careful and don’t disturb him.  He’ll 
need his sleep.” 
 
“Dobby will do so, but Master Snape is awake, now,”  Dobby pointed out, gesturing beyond the 
arm bracing her upright.  Hermione flushed.  Somewhat shyly, she glanced over her shoulder.  
Severus was still lying relaxed on the floor, but his eyes had been opened to slits.  Watching her 
handling the house elf. 
 
Clearing her throat, Hermione turned her attention back to the elf.  “Well.  In that case, we’ll, erm, 
just tidy ourselves up, and that’ll be that, for tonight.” 
 
“—Dobby will fetch Miss Granger a bottle for her potion,”  the sock-clad elf promised, and 
promptly vanished from view in that peculiar way with magic that house elves had.  The other 
elves scattered from view, giving the two humans privacy, for the moment. 
 
A hand touched her hip, caressing it slightly under the twisted, rumpled covering of the sheet they 
shared.  [Friends with house elves, are we?  Why am I not surprised?] 
 
If there had been any rancor in his tone, Hermione might have snapped at him.  But rather than a 
disparaging attitude, his thought was flavored with acceptance.  She twisted to look down at him.  
{Well, he did call you ‘kind’.  So that must make you friends with them, too.} 
 
He shrugged, stroking her skin with the backs of his knuckles.  [I wouldn’t call myself ‘kind’.  
They try to work at night, when they won’t be seen by anyone—they often have other tasks to 
attend to during the day—but I’m up at all hours, which means it’s hard for them to get in here for 
cleaning.  I finally confronted them a decade ago and told them to go ahead and clean my 
quarters whenever it was convenient for them, rather than trying to time things so that I was 
elsewhere on some random, nocturnal ramble.] 
 
{That was very kind of you,}  she agreed, echoing Dobby’s brief assessment.  {I suppose they also 
provided a kind of quiet, unobtrusive company, too.  Certainly the average house elf would be far 
better company in your quarters than any of your students were in your classroom.} 
 
His hand came to a rest on her hip, cupping it.  [Like the ones constantly trying to answer my 
questions, especially when they’re not called upon?] 
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She almost missed the teasing glint in his eyes; it was so fleeting an impression, Hermione wasn’t 
sure if she’d imagined it.  Narrowing her own, she asked,  {Are you teasing me?} 
 
[You think I can’t?]  he challenged her.  Smiling slightly. 
 
{So, you don’t like my answering your questions, do you?}  Hermione retorted, daring to tease 
him back.  {What if I started asking questions of my own, hmm?} 
 
[Don’t even think of changing the way you react to me in class, girl,]  he warned her. 
 
She rolled her eyes.  {I’m teasing you, you dolt!} 
 
His eyes widened, his brows lifting.  [A dolt, am I?] 
 
{Do you really think I’d be stupid enough to give away the game in class?}  she demanded, 
twisting to face him.  His hand followed her hip as she scooted closer, until their sides touched.  
The last time they’d been like this, Severus on his back and her on her hip, had been at the 
Shrieking Shack.  This time, she wasn’t at all hesitant to touch him.  {I successfully used the Time-
Turner my entire third year, here, and Harry and Ron, my two best friends, didn’t even realize 
what I was doing until nearly the very end!  I can keep certain secrets, Professor!} 
 
[High on our dudgeon, are we?]  he murmured in her mind.  His thought was flavored with a trace 
of apology, which pricked the balloon of her ire.  As did the caress of his hand along her thigh, for 
he slid his palm slowly from hip to knee and back, almost unconsciously.  [Hermione, I have lived 
most of my adult life regretting the mistakes I made, and trying to not compound them.  These 
mistakes included stupidly tying myself to a homicidal lunatic with delusions of grandeur.  I’ve 
become a bit…sensitive about keeping my arse covered.  That’s how I’ve survived so many years.] 
 
{Well, since I consider your arse to be rather cute, you can rest assured I’ll do whatever I can to 
help you preserve it.} 
 
His hand stilled on her thigh as he looked at her askance.  [Must you always make a joke?] 
 
{I wasn’t joking.} 
 
She wasn’t joking. 
 
Severus took stock of her undercurrent of thoughts, like straining to list to murmuring voices at the 
far end of a room.  She really thought his arse was cute—and the total sum of him, too?  Severus 
stared at her, confused.  [Hermione, I am old enough to be your father—I’m your Potions teacher, 
for Merlin’s sake!  The greasy, black-hearted git of Hogwarts!  You think I’m cute?] 
 
{So?  I’m not dead!  And I just happen to have a major turn-on spot for intelligent men.  Anyone 
with three-quarters of a brain could tell you the reason why you’re so acerbic in class is because 
you’re bored out of your skull with the mediocre students that plague you, day in and year out,}  
she enlightened him.  {Bored, because you keep hoping someone really smart will come along, 
who loves Potions as much as you do—despite your protestations about wanting the Defense job.  
Believe me, I know what it’s like to be surrounded by intellectual lessers.} 
 
[And so you think that brilliant student is you?]  he challenged her, probing at her thoughts much 
as someone might have probed with their tongue at a chipped spot on their tooth, simply because it 
was there and it held an almost morbid fascination for him.  He tried to cloak his interest in the 

question with an acerbic tone to his thoughts.  [Do you believe you can ‘cure’ me of forty years of 
gitty-ness?  Am I some strange, girlish extra-credit project born out of hormonal upheaval?  Do 
you think you have a crush on me?] 
 
{I did.} 
 
He didn’t expect such candor.  Severus didn’t know why he didn’t expect it—they were touching 
each other, bound mind-to-mind under the influence of Veritamoria—but he didn’t.  Nor did he 
anticipate the way she kept her chin slightly raised, her expression as neutrally shuttered as any he 
might have given, the rest of her thoughts carefully still. 
 
Neither did he expect to feel a pang in his chest at her confession, the cause of which he didn’t 
know, and didn’t want to know.  But worst of all?  He couldn’t stop himself from asking,  [You 
did?  …As in past-tense?] 
 
{You killed it, that time in my fourth year, when I got hit with that tooth-enlarging curse.  I hated 
you for making fun of me like that.  Though you’d wounded it the year before, when you 
substituted for Professor Lupin, and called me an insufferable know-it-all in that horrid way you 
sneer at those you hate, you didn’t quite kill it until the day Draco was turned into a ferret.  I 
loathed you, then.} 
 
The quiet way she thought that was flavored with a lingering shout of pain, of hurt that he had 
caused her. 
 
[Hermione—I didn’t mean to—well, yes, I meant to hurt you at the time…]  he sighed, flinching 
inside even as the truth spilled through his thoughts.  [God and Merlin, Veritamoria is worse than 
Veritaserum!  Hermione, I’m sorry.  I didn’t know you.  All I knew was that you were an 
insufferable know-it-all…which I must admit now is no reason to do anything but envy you…and 
that you insisted on being friends with him, the Potter boy.  Son of my nemesis, who seems to be so 
much like his father, sometimes I could scream…] 
 
{He’s not James,}  Hermione ventured quietly but firmly, since Severus had broached the subject, 
if with a definite flavoring of rancor.  She knew Dumbledore had advised her to keep this topic as 
minimized as possible, but she had to say that much.  {Just as I’m not Parvati Patil—we may both 
be Gryffindors, and Harry and James may both be Potters, but Parvati and I are not the same 
woman, and neither are they the same man.  Get that through your head, Severus.  Get it through 
your head now, before you find yourself faced with a choice more irrevocable, and more 
potentially horrendous, than the one that put that Mark on your arm.  Like betraying us all to 
Voldemort, simply because you only think you cannot abide him…when I can sense that it was 
James you loathed.} 
 
Breaking contact with him, Hermione stood, dropping the sheet from her body.  Leaving him 
alone with his own thoughts, she crossed behind the sofa and began redonning her clothes, left on 
the table by the door out of his quarters.  Leaving him to rest there on the sheepskin, absorbing her 
words for several minutes. 
 
“Hermione…” 
 
She turned while buttoning the last bit of her blouse in place to see him on his feet behind her, the 
sheet wrapped around his waist and chest like a poorly hung toga.  He stared at her, pain hinted at 
in his otherwise shuttered eyes.  His hand lifted for a moment, not quite touching her cheek, then 
dropped back to his sheet-swathed side. 
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Idiot,  Hermione sighed to herself as he drew in an unsteady breath, then another one, preparing to 
speak.  Recomposing himself into the remote Potions Master she knew.  He doesn’t know how to 
reach out to anyone, does he?  I might’ve been the virgin when it came to sex and passion, but 
he’s a virgin when it comes to relationships…  Swiftly, before he could utter something 
distancing, she touched his chest, splayed her hand gently against it.  {Neither of us knew each 
other, then.  But I think we’re coming to know each other now…and I think that will be a good 
thing, when all of this is through.} 
 
[So long as you don’t have a crush on me now, we’ll survive this thing unscathed,]  he agreed.  
Which was an odd thing, because though his mind-voice sounded like he meant it, his body was 
almost vibratingly tight. 
 
Hermione dropped her hand before she could respond to his comment.  She didn’t have a crush on 
him…exactly.  She’d thought she had a second, somewhat more mature crush on him, starting the 
summer before her fifth year, when she’d seen how tirelessly he’d slaved for the Order, risking 
body and soul to play spy in the enemy’s fold.  But now, she wasn’t sure. 
 
She wasn’t sure if crush was the word for it, anymore.  Which was another reason why she could 
put the thought ‘crush’ into past-tense with him, and get away with it, mind-to-mind.  Using the 
excuse of shrugging into her robe to explain the removal of her hand, she slung her book bag strap 
over her shoulder.  “Wednesday night, then?” 
 
“Quidditch game,”  Severus reminded her tersely.  “Slytherin versus Ravenclaw.  I’ll be on call, 
especially if they win and the party they’ll throw in my House gets out of hand,”  he muttered.  
“Tuesday?” 
 
“Defense Against the Dark Arts Club.  Considering what we might have to do to keep you in 
Voldemort’s good graces, I really don’t want to miss that one.  Thursday?” 
 
Despite the chafing from this session, Severus didn’t think he could last that long without her 
touch.  Normally he got through the school year by ruthlessly suppressing his desires, but this was 
the proverbial scratched itch; she was much like that American plant, poison oak.  Once scratched, 
the itch would only get more intense, until the toxin could be washed away, worked out of one’s 
system.  “Monday.  And Thursday.  You’ll have to repeat the Aqua Vigo experiment under more 
controlled—as in deliberately invoked—conditions, before I’m satisfied you know how to create it 
properly.” 
 
Hermione winced slightly.  “Let’s try it under more, erm, vanilla circumstances next time, shall 
we?”  she asked.  “The leather and the Master/Slave bit was fun, but I don’t want to get into a rut 
with that sort of thing.  If we do it all the time, I might come to expect it, and then to respond only 
to it, out of sexual habit.  It’s a bit…erm, intense for my relatively inexperienced tastes.” 
 
“What would you prefer, candlelight, and roses?  Chocolates, perhaps?”  he mocked lightly.  
“Romance?” 
 
She almost bit out a retort.  If her ears hadn’t twitched over a hint of something in his voice on that 
last, not quite bitter, sardonically drawled word—wistfulness?—she might have said something 
she knew she would regret, later.  Instead, she said something she almost regretted, the moment it 
left her mouth.  “Well, that, or a facsimile will suffice.  A true Eromancer experiements with all 
conditions under which their Art can be practiced.” 
 

And while he stared at her, dumbfounded by her matter-of-fact acceptance of his surely facetious 
proposal, she cupped his jaw, stretched up on her toes a little to get in range, and kissed him.  
Enjoying the way she had shocked his thoughts all but senseless. 
 
{Goodnight, Severus.  Sweet dreams; I know I’ll sleep like a satisfied rock.}  Pulling back, she 
turned to face the other fire.  And hesitated.  Since they weren’t touching anymore, she spoke out 
loud.  “…How do I get out of here, anyway?” 
 
Gathering his scattered wits, grateful he’d managed to blank off all thought while she’d kissed 
him, Severus gestured at the far mantle.  He knew she meant the address-word, not whether she 
should go by the stairs or by the hearth.  Floo had brought her here, so Floo was how she had to 
leave again, to preserve anonymity.  “The carved jade pot, there, has Floo powder in it; my own 
brewing, of course, and perfectly safe.  Cast it in the flames, state ‘Potions’, and it’ll take you back 
to the classroom.” 
 
Nodding, she headed over to the other hearth.  Lifting the lid, she reached up with her other hand 
to extract a pinch, then glanced back at him.  “You know something, Severus?  When I read about 
things like Head Girls and such being here at Hogwarts, I foolishly thought the Head Girl would 
get her own quarters, with her own private bathroom and everything.  A foolish wish…but it 
would be nice to be able to step from my own rooms to yours, without having to trek over half the 
school to avoid being noticed by the others.  There’s a hearth in my dorm-room, but…” 
 
“Hermione, while I am delighted every time I get to see you naked, I have no desire to see your 
year-mates fully clothed, outside of classtimes, let alone prancing about in their underwear, in the 
privacy of their dorm-room,”  he drawled, arms folded across his chest. 
 
She couldn’t help herself.  Smiling at him, Hermione dared to tease,  “Why, Sevy, what a sweet 
thing to say!” 
 
“Don’t call me ‘Sevy’!”  he bit out, stalking towards her, looking every bit the greasy, black-
haired, scowling bastard of Hogwarts, intimidating despite the white sheet tangled around his 
otherwise naked frame. 
 
Grinning, she cast the powder into the flames and shouted,  “—Potions!” 
 
A Gryffindor was courageous, after all.  A flash of green, and she leapt into it just before he got 
into range, confident he wouldn’t dare follow her to a place where the people in the portraits might 
wake up and realize the Potions Master was naked.  Two swirling spins whipped her around, out 
of his range, and spat her out again.  Hermione landed just beyond the emerald fire on the other 
end, still grinning.  Straightening her robes, she made sure the classroom door was closed behind 
her, and headed back to her rooms. 
 
On the other side of those dancing flames, deep under the castle, Severus debated tossing in 
another pinch, reaching across, and dragging her back.  That horrid nickname was as good a 
reason as any for another ‘rough’ session, and she’d be begging and pleading for his forgiveness 
long before he was through— 
 
God, man—what are you thinking?  Running hands over his hair, Severus turned away from the 
fire.  And spotted a horrid configuration of knitted footwear tortured into clothing, topped by a 
bumpy head boasting long, flappy ears and big, green eyes.  Arching a brow, he tried to recover 
his dignity.  “…Yes, Dobby?” 
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Dobby had known him back when he was a visitor in Lucious Malfoy’s house, a fellow Death 
Eater and trueblooded wizard.  Since being given clothes and finding employment at Hogwarts, 
Dobby had been amazed to learn that Severus was actually on Dumbledore’s side.  The Potions 
Master waited patiently for the house elf to speak, knowing house elves were a bit roundabout at 
times, and this one more dotty than most, having notions of freedom and independence, which was 
normally social anathema to his kind. 
 
Dobby, twisting his thin little hands together, spoke quickly.  “Dobby has gone to Headmaster 
Dumbledore, Sir.  Dobby told  Dumbledore all that Miss Granger said he could, and Dumbledore 
said this was all true, and asked that Dobby keep his word.  Dobby will keep his word to Miss 
Granger and Master Snape and the Headmaster.  All the house elves will keep Master Snape and 
Miss Granger’s secret!” 
 
“Good.  I’m glad.  Is there anything else?”  Severus asked as the house elf continued to stand 
there. 
 
Dobby pulled on one ear.  “Dobby fetched Miss Granger a bottle for her project potion, but Miss 
Granger has left…  Dobby thought Miss Granger and Master Snape might want some privacy, so 
Dobby made the other house elves go away with him for a little while…but now Dobby thinks he 
was away for too long, and must probably punish his ears—” 
 
Severus hated the habit of house elves punishing themselves over the stupidest things.  He’d seen 
some of the things Lucius had ordered Dobby to do to himself, back when Dobby had been in the 
employment of the Malfoys, and had loathed it even back then, though he’d said nothing, since the 
person he’d been portraying wouldn’t have given the discomfort of such a creature a second 
thought.  “Dobby, you did right; Miss Granger and I appreciated your discretion.  I will decant the 
potion for her, and take charge of the bottle.  I have to study her project, anyway, to make sure it 
was concocted correctly.  Thank you for your concern.” 
 
Some of the cringing left the house elf, and a smile as wide as his ears were long spread across his 
knobbly face.  “Master Snape is so very kind!” 
 
“Yes, I am,”  he muttered sardonically under his breath.  Wondering what he had ever done to 
deserve the epithet.  Wondering if he could get Hermione to ever see him that way, after their 
near-quarrel.  And not the one over that bloody nickname.  His lip curled in its trademark sneer. 
 
‘Sevy’.  Merlin’s Ghost! 
 
Chapter IX. 
 
“Sanctum Severum.” 
 
The fire turned green.  Hermione swallowed nervously, then stepped into the flame.  It spun her 
around twice, and disgorged her in the now familiar sitting room of the Potions Master.  Why had 
she said that drivel about having a romantic encounter, last time, or a reasonable facsimile thereof?  
She didn’t want romance from Severus!  From Snape.  From Professor Snape,  she reminded 
herself firmly. 
 
Warily, she peered around the room.  There wasn’t a single sign of romance in the room.  No 
flowers, beyond those depicted in the paintings on the walls.  No candlelight, beyond what was 

necessary to illuminate the place.  No perfumes, beyond the scent of wood and peat burning in the 
paired hearths. 
It was both reassuring and a bit of a disappointment.  Hermione removed her robe, glad she’d 
decided not to put on something nice, remaining instead in her school uniform.  There was a coat-
stand next to the door, so she hung her robe on that, then slipped out of her shoes, letting her sock-
clad toes curl into the soft, thick, dark red carpet underfoot. 
 
Where is he?  Snape hadn’t been in the classroom when she’d come at the presumably appointed 
time:  ten o’clock, one hour past the usual curfew.  She’d checked the storeroom, but the doorknob 
had been locked.  Which was only reasonable, since he hadn’t been there to keep an eye on it.  
Where is the contraceptive potion I’m supposed to take?  Or was that last potion one of the long-
lasting kinds? 
 
She’d been kind of distracted by the illicit thrill of obeying his autocratic note, and had neglected 
to ask.  Now she stood uncertainly in his living room, wondering where he was and what they 
were to do, tonight.  She hoped he was kidding about recreating the gusto necessary to recreate the 
aqua vigo they’d managed to procure last time; Hermione had indeed walked a little funny, 
yesterday.  And a little funny today, too, sore from her chafing and pummeling, however 
pleasurably acquired.  She’d kind of hoped to get a sip of a healing draught, before commencing 
tonight’s extra-credit activities. 
 
Hermione was tempted to wander through his suite to try and find him, but she decided to refrain, 
in the end.  She was coming to know Severus, and guessed he’d feel uncomfortable if she 
‘snooped’ through his private life.  However, that left her with nothing to do for the moment.  
Nothing, except maybe peruse his copies of her text books.  She’d been busy with other 
homework, and hadn’t had time to more than skim the tomes, so far.  Sitting down on the couch, 
she picked up the Lingam-Yoni Conversations, twisted to lean back against one armrest, propped 
her stockinged legs on the soft white cushions, and cracked open the book. 
 
By the time the iron door opened and clanked quietly shut, admitting a dark-robed figure to the 
room, she was deeply asleep.  The book had drooped in her hands until now it lay face-down 
against her chest, some of its pages rumpled from where it had fallen.  Had she been awake, she 
surely would have smoothed out the pages and bookmarked her spot.  Oblivious, she slept quietly, 
softly, her chest rising and falling just enough to let her breathe comfortably, but not enough to 
generate noise. 
 
Severus, catching sight of the robe and the shoes, missed seeing their owner on the couch.  He 
strode for the right-hand door, checking first the lavatory to see if she was using it—it was empty, 
the door standing open and ready—then the three spare bedrooms.  Nothing had disturbed them, 
beyond the efforts of the house elves to combat the inevitable invasions of dust and cobwebs.  He 
then checked his bedchamber at the end of the hall, and found himself both relieved and yet 
puzzled to find it empty. 
 
Perhaps she’s in the kitchen,  he reassured himself, heading back out through the hall to the sitting 
room.  I hope she’s in the kitchen; if she’s in my study or my private workroom, fiddling with my 
things, I’ll have to dock her House points, and…I don’t want to have to do that. 
 
There was a time when he’d have used any excuse at all to bring Gryffindor low.  To prove his 
worth to Slytherin, to prove that he hadn’t made the wrong choice, all those years ago.  A time that 
had faded away only recently.  Now, this particular scion of Gryffindor had forced him to admit to 
himself that a good percentage of his antagonism was as much a construct as any of the 
Occlumencied half-truths he’d given Voldemar over the years. 
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Stepping into the living room, he checked his stride when he saw a pair of navy-clad toes poking 
up beyond the armrest of the couch.  Along with a long pair of legs clad in the dark tights 
allowable when the weather was cold, the plaid, pleated uniform skirt all the girls wore under their 
school robes, and a rumpled white shirt beyond that, half-obscured under a roof-like, fallen 
textbook covering her chest. 
 
Hermione Granger.  Asleep on his couch.  Looking like an angel-turned-schoolgirl.  Or maybe a 
succubus; Severus was forced to acknowledge that the mere sight of her had him hardening with 
need, remembering the passion of their previous encounter.  Surely no angel would do that to a 
mere mortal man?  He desired her; there was no denying it.  He wanted her.  He wanted to possess 
her in the most primitive ways known to man. 
 
And yet it was with compassion, not passion, that he stooped over her recumbent body.  Freeing 
the book from its rumpled state, he smoothed out the pages, placing it back on the coffee table 
with the others.  A debate within himself, and he finally pulled out his wand, whispering a 
levitation spell.  As the tip of his wand rose, so did her body, until she was floating in midair as if 
ridng some invisible flying carpet.  Guiding her with his wand to the right side of the room, he 
floated her body down to the end of the hall.  Opening the door to his most private room, Severus 
levitated the young woman to his bed.  A whisper and flick of his wand, and the Disrobing Charm 
did its work, stripping her naked in seconds.  Gently enough to not disturb her slumber. 
 
The sight of her flesh, bared and defenceless, aroused him even more.  Sweeping back the covers, 
Severus lowered her to the sheets, then dismissed the levitation spell and carefully restored the 
bedding over her body.  And though he longed to rip back those covers and wake her forcefully, 
he retreated to his private bath, attending to his usual bedtime rituals.  When he came back out, he 
studiously avoided looking at the young woman sleeping in his bed.  Removing his clothes, he 
tossed the dirty ones into the hamper for the house elves to take and launder, set out the morning’s 
outfit—yet more black, this time including even his shirt—and blew out the candles with a flick of 
his hand, the spell so old and easy for him, it was no longer necessary to even think about using a 
wand. 
 
His childhood had been poor in several ways, including the need to save as much money as 
possible, and that meant using the candles at night as little as possible.  Snape might be one of the 
pureblooded names on the Malfoy’s Acceptable Families list, but the name hadn’t come with a 
fortune, unlike the Malfoy family one. 
 
Stripped of all his clothes, eschewing a nightshirt, Severus approached the bed.  Hermione had 
turned onto her side, snuggling into the fine-threaded sheets, sandwiched between the thick 
featherbed and soft down comforters he preferred.  Her curls spilled over the bleached-white linen 
covering the pillows, making her look innocent, picturesque.  Pulling back the covers on the other 
side of the bed, Severus climbed in, then settled them back over his body. 
 
He tried to ignore her presence for several minutes, but all he could do was stare at the ceiling in 
the light of the one candle he traditionally left lit, in case he was roused in the night by an 
emergency.  All he could hear was the sighing of her breath as she inhaled and exhaled softly.  All 
he could feel was the warmth of her body creeping through the bedding, reaching out to him as he 
wanted to do to her.  Giving in, he rolled onto his side, studying her in the wan, flickering light.  
Face slack and expressionless with sleep, she was an intriguing cross of sobriety, innocence, and 
beauty.  For several minutes, Severus contented himself with watching her sleep, then scooted a 
little closer, and dared to tuck his arm around her body. 
 

Drowsy mental warmth immediately seeped from her mind to his.  Happiness came, too, a 
sourceless, nameless, sleepy joy that confused him, and yet soothed him.  She moved in her sleep, 
snuggling closer herself.  A sigh of contentment escaped her, and it was then that Severus knew 
instantly, instinctively, that she sighed out of happiness at being close to him.  That happiness 
made him nervous; he knew the family legends.  He wasn’t used to making people…happy.  Not 
by simply being there. 
 
She’d scared him Saturday night, speaking of having once had a crush on him.  Crushes were 
close to real love; they were the very first stages of it, though at her youthful age, they faded in 
and out like a fickle mist.  Veritamoria could render permanent what was otherwise only 
temporary if both sides…  He was no fool.  Severus knew his reputation; he was fine for a fling 
with Muggle women who knew how to dally with a man without making it a big production, but 
not for the women in the wizarding world.  He wasn’t a man to be loved.  He wasn’t a man worthy 
of love. 
 
He wasn’t worthy of giving his love.  Not to someone like Hermione, who would have a bright 
future ahead of her, once the Slimy Snake was defeated.  Not t—Merlin!  Do I love the girl? 
 
The moment he groaned mentally at that thought, she frowned and mumbled in her sleep.  Severus 
quieted his thoughts, though it wasn’t easy.  It was true that Veritamoria forced mental intimacy 
on a couple, stripping away the armor of the soul, unveiling shrouded secrets, baring the meat and 
bones of one’s innermost personality.  His was an ugly personality, compared to hers. 
 
No, he was mistaken.  Riding a sexual high, that was all.  Determined to root out his feelings, 
Severus closed his eyes and firmly concentrated on relaxing enough to sleep.  If there 
was…love…involved, and if it was only on one side, the pity of the other person would eventually 
kill it, anyway.  She was too kindhearted to not feel some pity, yet not stupid enough to feel an 
urge to reciprocate. 
 
Somewhat depressed, Severus eventually coaxed his mind into relaxing enough for sleep. 
 
An unknown while later, he realized Hermione was sitting on the couch in his living room.  The 
raised angle at which he could see her was a bit odd.  He shifted forward to go down to her, but 
something blocked him.  A thin veil, like looking out through one of Mad-Eye Moody’s spare 
Invisibility Cloaks, prevented him from leaving the blank, dull-walled room he was contained 
within.  He had a small pile of books before him on a thin, shelf-like table placed at the lower edge 
of the cloth-veiled window between him and her, the perennial stack of student’s essay-scrolls to 
one side, a quill, an inkjar, and a couple beakers with fluids he couldn’t identify to the other.  It 
was a peculiar situation. 
 
Looking down at Hermione again, he cleared his throat, trying to get her attention.  She was 
reading a scroll, wearing a fuzzy white pullover, the kind made from soft-spun rabbit fur, and dark 
red slacks that went well with the burgundy of the carpet.  He cleared his throat again, hand 
pressing against the diaphanous cloth separating them. 
 
“Hermione—Hermione!” 
 
She looked up and smiled at him, and the smile was so warm and pleased to see him, it hurt.  
“Hello, Severus.  What are you doing up there?  Shouldn’t you be down here, with me?” 
 
“I seem to be trapped.”  Even as he said it, he realized there was no way out, no doors, no 
hatchways, no egresses, save through the cloth window separating them. 
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“All you have to do is open up,”  she pointed out matter-of factly, rising from the couch.  “Why 
don’t you have any portraits in your chambers?” 
 
Severus looked out, and saw nothing but landscapes, many more of them than he’d realized he 
owned.  They crowded the walls, devoid of any life save for the plants and trees, birds and beasts 
of the gardens and wilds depicted.  “I hate people staring at me.” 
 
“I think I can understand that,”  she murmured, studying the paintings with him.  The other 
paintings, Severus realized.  He was trapped in a picture-frame, imprisoned behind the canvas.  
She glanced back at him, and it seemed as if the window had expanded, lengthwise, coming down 
from over the mantlepiece to rest instead on the wall next to it, a floor-length portrait with no 
table-shelf in the way anymore.  “I always felt uncomfortable in the prefect’s bathroom, using the 
bathing tub where the portraits can have a look.  Or worse, Moaning Myrtle.  You’re a man who 
values his privacy, too…though you seemed to have trapped yourself by it.” 
 
“I don’t know how to get out.”  He pushed his hand against the fabric, trying to touch her.  And 
realized that she, too, was trapped in a portrait of her own, as she reached out to touch him, and 
her hand encountered more of that dark, transparent cloth that was visible only when pressed 
against.  They were both trapped, separated by several feet from each other.  “I don’t want to be 
apart, like this.  How do I reach you?  I don’t know what this cloth is.  I can’t figure out how to 
tear it.” 
 
“I think it’s made out of your own reluctance to really trust anyone, to take the risk of maybe 
being burned in the effort to reach out and connect deeply with another person.”  She paused, 
looking at her hand where it bowed out the tough material in her own picture-frame.  “And in my 
case, I think it’s the fear that, without my intelligence, my high test-scores and picture-perfect 
memory…no one will have a need to be around me.” 
 
Severus stopped pushing against the fabric, simply letting his palm rest against it as he regarded 
her.  “I didn’t realize how perceptive you could be.”  This had to be a dream; Severus wouldn’t 
have admitted the next part of his own volition.  “I wish you had been born earlier, or I had been 
born later.  That we could’ve met some other way.” 
 
“What has age got to do with anything?”  Hermione asked him, giving him a puzzled look. 
 
He gave her a sober look.  “I am old enough to be your father.” 
 
“But you’re not my father.  You’re my lover,”  she pointed out. 
 
Severus started to reply, but the velvety white folds of her dressing robe gaped, showing a bit of 
curved, creamy skin, and nothing else underneath.  Distracting him. 
 
“…Definitely a dream,”  he muttered, one hand pressed against the canvas of the portrait trapping 
him, the other going to his own chest, touching the vee of skin exposed by the black velvet 
dressing robe he realized he was now wearing.  Where his professor’s robes had gone, he didn’t 
know.  He didn’t really care, either.  He leaned against the cloth separating them, wishing to be in 
the same portrait with her.  Sharing the same space.  Reaching up, he touched her hair, slid his 
fingers down her cheek and throat to her shoulder, then down the front of her body to that gap in 
her robe. 
 
The barrier was temporarily gone between them.  He felt her sigh of pleasure, heard her 
murmuring his name as she leaned in close enough to rest her head on his chest, pushing the folds 

of his robe aside so that her cheek could rest against his flesh.  Her cheek, and her lips, as they 
found one of his nipples.  The lick of her tongue sent shivers of pleasure running down his chest, 
his spine.  She did it again, shoving aside a fold of sheeting that had wedged itself between their 
bodies, and he felt the warmth of her curves against the planes of his frame.  The two pleasures 
combined, arching his head back aginst the pillows.  However odd that dream had been, he was 
now blessedly awake. 
 
[Hermione…] 
 
A tensing of pleasure in his shoulders, and a sigh escaped him as her hand circled his erection, 
bowing his head back against the pillows a second time.  Prying his eyes open, Severus found 
Hermione half draped over him, kissing her way down his ribs.  The clock on the mantle over the 
hearth across from the bed chimed the half-hour in a soft tinkle of melody, making him squint to 
read it.  Half past five.  They would both have to get up soon, so she could return to her own bed 
before anyone realized she had been missing for most of the night. 
 
The moist warmth of her mouth pressing kisses up the length of his shaft, energizing each nerve 
she touched, chased further such responsible thoughts out of his head.  He had always wanted to 
be awakened by a woman willing to suck on his morning erection, and even as he realized it, those 
lips parted and swooped down over him, engulfing him in the hot, wet confines of her mouth.  
Following the desire in his mind and his heart to the explicit letter, for he had only to think about 
her swirling her tongue over his sensitive tip, and she instantly complied. 
 
Feeling his desire, fanned by her efforts, was turning her on, and his feeling of her own mounting 
desire was arousing him even further.  It was an upward spiral, firing their mutual pleasure to 
greater heights, until he was trembling on the edge of achieving release.  Whereupon the minx 
stopped touching him, releasing him from the warm depths of her mouth and the squeezing strokes 
of her fingers.  Growling in frustration, Severus reached for her under the half-tangled bedding, 
but she was squirming her way between his thighs, nudging them apart.  A couple of her locks 
caressed his penis in the midst of her efforts; the silken tug, the soft, tickling texture, made him 
groan with unrequited need. 
 
[Hermione—please—please—] 
 
Her fingertips feathered over his needy, burning flesh, first caressing his shaft, then tickling their 
way down to the pendulant sack beneath it.  {I like it when you beg…} 
 
[Merlin’s beard, don’t tease!]  he managed to grind out mentally, as she licked the seeping fluids 
at the very tip of him with a kittenish lap of her tongue.   In response, she did exactly what he sub-
thought wanted her to do, which was to scrape the rough, central portion of her taste buds up the 
sensitive underside of his glans.  [Oh, god—I’m going to cum—]  
 
Her hand, caressing the skin behind his balls, reached down a little lower and pressed, at the same 
time that she opened her mouth and swallowed his shaft as far down as she dared.  Stars speared 
through his eyes as they rolled up into his head, his breath squeezed out of his lungs as his whole 
body spasmed, tightening in bliss.  The orgasm rattled through him, even as his balls grew tight 
and heavy with the frustrated need to ejaculate.  [Little witch!  You figured out the right bloody 
spot to torture me with!] 
 
Her laughter at his mental indignation—feigned indignation, for she knew very well he was 
enjoying it—vibrated against his shaft, embedded deep in her mouth as it was.  Making him gasp 
and thrust with his hips, dying for release.  In response, she sucked him strongly, bobbing her head 
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up and down, much as she had done when they had Apparated to the Shrieking Shack just over a 
week ago.  Only now, her movements were more skillful, more sensitive to the sub-currents of his 
thoughts, his cravings, his needs.  Severus buried his hands in her curls, hissing in a breath through 
his teeth as she fondled his testicles with one hand while she sucked and bobbed over his groin, 
and the other one hovered over his perineum, tickling the soft crease between shaft and cheeks. 
 
A wicked thought arrowed out of him as those latter fingers swept along his skin.  He tried to 
catch it, fearing her reaction.  She stiffened, paused…and slid her fingertip even lower.  A gentle 
press, a slight twist, and her fingertip lodged in the puckered aperture.  A wiggle seared lightning 
through his body, up through his groin to his breastbone and back.  A little more effort, and her 
finger penetrated to the second knuckle, then…deeper…seeking—brushing— 
 
[Hermio…Her…hohhh, ‘Mione!]  His lips moved, but the groan was all in his head, because his 
throat was too tight to breathe, as she found and rubbed the soft lump of his prostate. 
 
Her head moved, her lips suckling, massaging.  Her finger wriggled.  Her warm breath tickled his 
netherhairs, as she fought to breathe through the thickness she swallowed.  All of it combined in a 
searingly sweet sensation.  Severus slid almost effortlessly into an orgasm, like a canoe launched 
from a lakeshore, first a heart-stopping bump-and-wobble, then a long, smooth glide.  Like an 
unpredictable geyser, his body erupted before she could reposition her fingers to stop him.  For a 
moment, he felt her flinch and start to choke, sensed how the semen burned in the back of her 
throat and stung her eyes, then she was swallowing, swallowing it down, pushing with her finger, 
fondling his balls.  Focusing on prolonging his pleasure, rather than enduring her discomfort. 
 
He came back to himself slowly, his fingers limply massaging her scalp as she suckled and licked 
his sated, deflating flesh.  [God and Merlin…that was wonderful, Hermione…thank you.] 
 
{You’re welcome.}  She removed her mouth so that she could press a kiss to his musky, damp 
flesh, then worked her way up his still-panting chest, blessing his body with more soft kisses.  
Straddling him, she kissed his throat, then his stubble-sanded chin, and lastly his lips. 
 
His flavor lingered on her tongue.  [Sorry I taste so bitter.] 
 
{Drink more pineapple juice, less pumpkin juice, and that should help.  Or so I’ve been told.  You 
can start with a cup of it this morning; I’m sure the house-elves would oblige.} 
 
[I don’t like pineapples.  And I prefer coffee to juice in the mornings.] 
 
{Blecch.  I’ve tried it, and I think coffee’s nasty.  I’d rather drink tea.} 
 
[Coffee wakes me up, in the mornings,]  he pointed out, scooping her curls out of his way as she 
pulled back from their kiss.  Her warm flesh covered him from thighs to chest, his naked body 
slightly sticky from sweat.  For all that his morning erection had deflated, Severus found that he 
wasn’t all that tired to match.  In fact, his mind felt surprisingly clear-headed.  Almost energized.  
[Though I think this could be an acceptable substitute.  I feel marvelously alert, now.  I should be 
trying to drift back to sleep.] 
 
Hermione smiled mischievously down at him.  {Hmm,}  she thought playfully, eyeing him with a 
gleam in her light brown eyes.  {Perhaps I should do a taste-comparison:  the bitterness of coffee, 
versus the bitterness of you.  Though I think I’d rather taste you.  I got a lot more secondary 
pleasure out of it, despite the gag-reflex at the flavor.} 
 

[Secondary, yes, but not yet primary,]  Severus observed wryly.  He eased her off of his chest, 
urging her onto her back on his bed.  He paused to admire the spill of her untidy curls across his 
pillows.  [You look perfect, lying here like this…]  That wasn’t what he’d meant to think; the 
Veritamoria was forcing him to share his innermost thoughts, again.  His only recourse was to 
ignore that thought, and try to retain some sense of dignity by moving back onto the subject he’d 
meant to project.  [Allow me to rectify my omission, and tender an apology for my ‘bitterness’.  
You deserve a reciprocal good-morning, after all.] 
 
Hermione, half-hearing the confusion of his sub-thoughts, felt her own thinking turn a bit 
scattered, as he saluted the rose tip of one breast, kissing it, licking it, suckling on it.  She felt his 
surprise that her breasts, unaided by the stimulus of an aphrodesiac potion, weren’t as sensitive as 
he assumed they would be.  But rather than allowing his disappointment to move him on to 
another spot, she felt him take on the sensuality-challenge they represented.  He nuzzled the bud 
of her nipple with the stubble on his jaw, and licked the soft, somewhat flattened mound, sagging 
simply because she was lying on her back.  He discovered that it was the underside of her breast, 
in the crease where it joined her chest, that had the most sensitivity, so Severus spent several 
minutes licking with his tongue, sucking with his lips, and scraping lightly with his teeth, making 
her squirm, then laugh, then giggle and try to turn on her side, away from him. 
 
Not letting her retreat, he held her in place with half of his body weight, and lightly brushed her 
nethercurls with the fingertips of his left hand.  She gasped and parted her thighs, then squeezed 
them together, uncertain of the combination of ticklish breast and stimulated mons.  His fingers 
brushed over her bikini line, and one teased the top of her feminine cleft, that tiny bit of her slit 
that was still accessible even with her legs closed. 
 
[Part your thighs, Hermione,]  he ordered her, as she kept them clenched despite his teasing.  Or 
maybe because of it, making him work for it.  Turning his head, he licked along the curve at the 
bottom of her other breast, and pulled gently, insistently on one soft-skinned thigh to part it from 
the other.  When she parted them further of her own volition, he tickled her nethercurls again, 
gliding a fingertip along the crease of her labia.  Spreading her feminine dew up and down her 
cleft.  A sudden nip of his teeth at the tip of one tightly-budded nipple made her gasp, body 
arching as heat-lightning flashed from her breast to her groin.  Severus took advantage of her 
momentary distraction, pushing two fingers between her netherlips, invading the hot, moist depths 
of her vagina. 
 
Despite the vigor of their previous encounters, she was still tight.  He had to pump his fingers 
slowly to coat them, to work them deeper into her body.  He liked the way she trembled in 
anticipation when he pressed a kiss to the soft, sweet underside of her breast.  Enjoyed the shiver 
of her skin as he brushed his lips down along the promonotory of her ribs, tickling the side of her 
stomach.  She shivered when he licked the rim of her navel, and sighed when he kissed the soft, 
slight, womanly curve of flesh just beneath it.  And he most definitely revelled in the way she 
parted her legs to make room for him as he made a place for himself between her thighs. 
 
From this close distance, her musk was a heady scent.  The tall candle left burning for a night-light 
did not cast much in the way of illumnation, but Severus could see the faint glistening of dew on 
the folds of flesh before him.  It was hard to resist, and after a few seconds of waiting so that her 
anticipation could build, Severus gave in with a groan, sliding his hands under her buttocks to lift 
her hips just that tiny bit more, as he lowered his mouth.  Heat, musk, desire, wetness, texture, 
flavor, scent, taste…he drowned in it, rolled in it, revelled in it.  Bathed his face in her pleasure. 
 
His thoughts—for he was remarkably clear-headed, for all he was intoxicated—echoed his 
rapture, turning almost poetic as he nuzzled her with his nose.   [I just cannot get enough of this…  
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I wish I were small enough to roll my whole body in your sweet, musky dew…to coat my skin from 
scalp to foot…to bathe in your essence—what potion compares to this natural nectar?  Goddess of 
Lust!]  Severus exclaimed in her mind as she whimpered and moaned and tried to remember why 
it was important to breathe.  [If I could die this happy, there would be such a thing as heaven!  
Umm…god, yes, right there—ohhh, yes, you’re practically peeing with such juiciness…more, 
more, MORE!  The texture, the softness, slick yet velvety, little ridges and folds, so burning hot, so 
slippery-sweet, and the stiffness of that little nubbin—do you feel that?  Do you like my nose 
rubbing against you?  Oh, yes, you do…  I can’t even breathe, and yet I’ve never been so happy as 
when I’m suckling you…  Ohh, yesss, the smell of you!...] 
 
His running mental commentary, as much as his accompanying actions, aroused Hermione like 
nothing she had ever experienced before.  Yes, the aphrodesiac potion had aroused her strongly, 
relentlessly, granting both of them unbelievable stamina.  Yes, their session of Master/Servant had 
been intensely, wickedly erotic.  Each of their encounters had been memorable in one way or 
another, so far.  But this—this was an unadulterated worship of her flesh.  It was as if he had 
placed her cunt on a pedestal, worshipped at the altar of her vagina, and dove into his devotions 
with all the fervor of a fanatic pursuing a heretic for an inquisition.  Little orgasms rippled through 
her flesh.  Medium ones crunched her stomach muscles, spasming through her thighs, as he lipped 
and nipped, suckled and bit.  And the huge ones, which he pursued with all the relentless drive of 
a Dementor promised a soul-stealing kiss, Hermione wasn’t even sure if she had toes anymore, 
they curled up so tightly with each gut-clenching, back-wrenching, dizzying megaspasm, keening 
and shuddering and making a case out of herself for a stay at St. Mungo’s as a seizure patient.  A 
deliriously happy seizure patient. 
 
And still he devoured her with all the unflagging enthusiasm of a champion gourmand, and the 
unfettered skill of a world-class gourmet.  She didn’t know if he was just that resilient, or if he’d 
muttered a stamina-enhancing spell for his lips and tongues while she was distracted at some 
point.  Very, very distracted.  Deliriously. 
 
Until he demanded her attention.  The bastard.  He knew she couldn’t think! 
 
[Talk to me, Hermione—umm, delicious, divine—tell me what you’re feeling.  Tell me what you 
want.  Speak to me your desires, and I will give them to you!] 
 
She panted, twisting in his grip, the blankets tangled around her feet.  A moan managed to escape 
her now ragged throat, but little else; even her thoughts were too incoherent for Hermione to focus 
beyond a few snippets.  {Oh…you… Lick…harder…there…  Up…hard—errr!} 
 
Animal noises were all she had left, as her body spasmed again, and again, until her stomach and 
calves and biceps were one knotted mass, and some tiny, infinitesimal section of her brain devoted 
purely to self-survival warned her that she was probably going to have a stroke and a heart attack 
and a few other mortal problems, if he didn’t stop torturing her soon!  Between the over-sensitivity 
of her clitoris and the throbbing, empty ache of her vagina, she finally managed to force one 
singularly coherent thought out of the burning haze of paradise on fire that he had invoked 
between her thighs. 
 
{Fuck!…Me!…NOW!} 
 
Severus didn’t need a second command, though he did take the time to savor her moisture with 
one last, thorough lick, making her choke in frustration, before climbing up the length of her body, 
aroused and ready to fulfil her demand.  Even as he lowered himself into position, her hands were 

grabbing and guiding him, her legs wrapping around his waist, hooking on his hips.  A carefully 
timed and angled thrust as he collapsed onto her, and he slid into her body full and fast. 
 
It was almost painful, but Hermione didn’t care; she wanted him to fuck her raw, to quench the 
fire he had roused.  But he’d stopped.    [Bastard—Now—now now nownownow!  Aqua Vigo me, 
dammit!} 
 
Severus laughed, amused and caught off guard by her strident mandate.  [Trust my brightest pupil 
to remember her project lesson…] 
 
A growl like a wild beast escaped her chest as she bucked her hips.  {FUCK ME!} 
 
Smiling down at her, he braced his upper body on his elbows, anchored his knees in the soft, 
feather-stuffed bedding, and pulled himself almost all the way out of her.  A slow push back in 
drove him as deep as he could go, and frustrated her, because it was too slow.  Another near-
withdrawl, and he had the depth of her body gauged, for this position, clinging to his back with 
arms and legs as she was.  Feeling her clamped around him, poised like a dancer on a knifeblade, 
trembling on the edge of an unsatisfied orgasm, he could no longer fully smile. 
 
A masculine curve did linger around his lips as he reared up and slammed down into her, and did 
it again, and again, as rapidly as he could fuck her.  Giving her the rough ride she demanded.  
Giving in to the beastiality she raised within him. 
 
The meaty sound of his groin slapping into her hips picked up in speed and intensity as she clung 
to him, groaning, snarling clawing at his back with her fingertips.  A tiny portion of Hermione’s 
mind wondered vaguely if she was foaming at the mouth, for she sounded like a wild, feral beast, 
perhaps even a touch rabid.  Even as she sub-though it, Severus complied, dipping his head and 
biting her throat, growling like a beast himself, highly aroused by the imagery of their being 
nothing more than two primitive, coupling beasts.  She did have a seizure, then; they shared a 
seizure, as their climax shattered all though, all control. 
 
It them took a little while to emerge from their delirium.  Gone was the clear-headedness inspired 
by Severus’s first climax.  His body ached and stung, and he did not want to move, save that he 
could tell his sated weight was making it difficult for her to breathe.  Shifting to the side, he 
wondered at how his limbs trembled from that simple an act, and worried about regaining his 
strength in time to teach.  Prying open his eyes, he stared at the young woman at his side, still 
panting unsteadily as she, too, came back to her senses. 
 
And froze, staring at the crimson smear on the side of her neck. 
 
[Good god, I bit you!] 
 
Dazed, Hermione lifted her left hand; her right arm was trapped pleasantly under his body, still, 
along with her right leg since he hadn’t quite cleared off her body.  Her hand shook as she lifted it 
to her throat, and trembled harder when she saw the scarlet smeared on her fingertips.  When she 
hadn’t even touched her own skin, yet.  Even with his help, sliding flat on the bed so she could see 
better, it took Hermione three tries to get her sore stomach muscles to work enough to lift her 
head.  Sure enough, she’d gouged bloody furrows down his back with her fingernails. 
 
{Well, that’s a trick…}  she thought, dazed and bemused. 
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[What’s a trick?]  Severus wondered, knowing what she had seen on his back, reading it in her 
thoughts.  That explained the stinging ache, at least. 
 
{I keep my fingernails trimmed short, ‘cause otherwise I have the horrible habit of nibbling on 
them—I didn’t know I had enough nails left to draw blood, that’s what.} 
 
Severus frowned as something, a wisp of memory—her as well as his—teased at his brain.  
Breathing deeply to force some strength back into his body, he twisted an arm over to the bedside 
table.  He almost dropped his wand, scrabbling with his fingertips to get it into reach, then flicked 
it.  The spell was so old and familiar, he didn’t need to mutter lumos with his voice to cast a bright 
white glow from the tip.  Both of them squinted and he turned his head away, but forced himself to 
sit up.  The fire at the hearth in here had died down, leaving the room a little chilly now that they 
were no longer exercising, but he didn’t pull the covers back over them.  Bringing the wand down 
to her groin, he stared at the glittering liquid smeared on her thighs. 
 
It was coppery, not golden.  Distinctly reddish.  “I don’t think we made Aqua Vigo, this time.” 
 
The words sounded ominous, spoken aloud. 
 
{What?  Oh, no…}  With a bit of a struggle against the tired state of her own muscles, Hermione 
managed to sit up enough to examine the coppery sheen coating both of their groins.  She echoed 
her dismay out loud.  “Oh, no!  The instructions in the manual said you’re supposed to be careful 
to not draw blood during Vigo intercourse, unless it’s vaginal.”  She continued silently, peering at 
the shimmering liquid, bewildered.  {What the hell did we make?} 
 
[I’m not sure.  We’ll have to bottle it, and study it.  Speaking of which…]  “…Accio bottle.” 
 
A vial flew off the top of his bureau.  Severus muttered the collection charm, stuffing the liquid 
gathered into the container, filling the medium-sized bottle.  He corked it, and they both stared at 
the contents.  The glass of the bottle was cobalt blue, but the coppery-red glitter of the liquid was 
still visible. 
 
Hermione, searching for something to lighten the mood, found herself asking aloud,  “Do you 
always keep spare bottles lying around your bedchamber, then?” 
 
He glanced up from the bottle.  [I hadn’t intended to let you invade my bedchamber—damn the 
Veritamoria!  That didn’t come out right—well, yes it did, but—Merlin’s curse!] 
 
His mental winces made Hermione laugh.  She cupped her hand over his, holding the bottle with 
him.  {Relax, Severus.  I already guessed you wouldn’t want me in here, invading your privacy.  
I’m not offended.} 
 
[Well, that’s a relief.  I hate shoving my feet in my mouth,]  he groused.  [What I meant to say is, I 
hadn’t intended it, but I prepared for it, anyway.  I’ve got empty bottles stashed in every room, 
now.  Just in case we have a go at aphrodesiac-making, if we find ourselves inspired at the spur of 
the moment.]  His gaze dropped to her throat and shoulder, where the blood from the two half-
circle teeth marks had smeared.  [But I hadn’t expected to act like a wild beast, or bite you like 
that.  Or to enjoy it so bloody much.] 
 
Hermione felt his arousal at the memory of their wild coupling, and knew it matched her own.  
{Ditto.  Does your back hurt?} 
 

[Pleasantly.]  The dry, almost sardonic reply did not mask the sub-thought that the stinging, 
bleeding welts she had raised were something he was savoring as proof of incredible sex.  [Your 
throat?] 
 
{Stimulatingly.}  She blushed as she admitted it.  {Damned Veritamoria.  I see now what you 
meant by giving up pretense, between us.  We can’t lie to each other.  We can only not think about 
something, and if the thought is strong, we might as well admit to it and save ourselves some 
dignity.   And I’m thinking right now, I wonder what kind of aphrodesiac we created, to turn it 
coppery like that.  It has to be an aphrodesiac—at least, I hope it’s one…} 
 
[We’ll test it on Saturday, when we’ll have Sunday—and if necessary, the rest of the holiday 
break—to deal with the effects, if it’s not what logic would presume it to be.  Unfortunately, logic 
and magic don’t always mix well.  It’s like oil and vinegar, in a salad-creme,]  he added, 
somewhat off-topic.  [It tastes good together, but it doesn’t always blend all that well, even after 
you’ve shaken the bottle.  Merlin, I’m hungry—you’re going to shag me to skin and bones, at this 
rate!]  Severus blushed as he thought it, but gave in and finished thought.  [I’m not a young man, 
Hermione.  You’re going to give me a heart-attack one of these days.] 
 
{Like you didn’t give me a seizure, just now?}  she returned dryly, and deliberately sent him a 
thought-memory.  His eyes rolled up and he shuddered at the intensity of her memory.  They both 
shuddered as, locked into reliving it, an aftershock washed through Hermione, struck at Snape, 
and rebounded back into her, only to reflect back to him again, like ripples in a small pond, 
crossing and recrossing each other.  She opened her eyes, dizzy, to find she’d slumped onto her 
back again.  {Oh, god…  I don’t think I’ll do that again soon—but I would like to try it again 
later…} 
 
A rusty-sounding laugh escaped Severus, who had also fallen back onto the mattress at her side.  [I 
can’t even feel my penis, it’s that dead, and yet I’m still aroused…  Yes, we’ll try sharing 
memories again.  Much later.  I see I’m also going to have to stock healing potions in every 
chamber.  I’ve got some in my medicine cabinet, for those times when I don’t want Poppy or 
anyone else to know I’ve been injured.  I’ll fetch it as soon as I can feel at least two of my legs 
again.  Preferably the ones that match in length.] 
 
Hermione, caught off guard by the unexpected joke, laughed so hard that she choked.  Twisting 
onto her side, she draped her arm over his stomach, snuggling into his shoulder.  Then lifted her 
head and peered at the bed linens.  {Oh, bother!  I’m getting blood on your sheets.  I’m sorry.} 
 
[And you think my back isn’t doing the same?  The house-elves will get it out, don’t worry,]  
Severus soothed her concern.  [They’ve dealt with bloody clothes and sheets before—I’m not so 
ignorant of female anatomy that I haven’t realized a woman’s menses can catch her off-guard by 
coming on in the middle of the night, Hermy.  I’m not a complete idiot.] 
 
{I didn’t think you—Hermy?}  Indignant, she lifted her head to glare down at him.  {You called 
me Hermy?} 
 
[Tit for tat, Hermy,]  he repeated deliberately, meeting her indignant brown gaze with his black 
one.  [Hopefully this will cure you of ever calling me ‘Sevy’ again.] 
 
{Should I take that as a challenge, then?}  she baited him, still glaring down at him.  Freezing him 
in dismay. 
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[…You little tease,]  he muttered with a glare of his own, as soon as he realized it from her smug 
sub-thought at his moment of fear. 
 
Hermione smiled and dipped her head, shifting closer so she could kiss him on the mouth.  It was 
a soft, gentle kiss, perhaps a bit shorter than it wanted to be.  But the chiming of the clock on the 
mantle alarmed both of them. 
 
It struck, not six, but seven times. 
 
{[I’m going to be late!}] 
 
The strength of that shared thought exploded them out of bed.  Hermione spun around, frantically 
wondering where her clothes were, since last she’d known, she’d fallen asleep on the settee in the 
living room while still fully clothed.  The other girls in her dorm-room would be waking up by 
now, and they’d noticed she wasn’t in her bed!  Severus caught her elbow and pulled her with him 
into the bathing room.  [Potion and shower, first.  Can’t have you dressing and going out there 
with bloodstains and bitemarks, on top of being late.] 
 
{Right, right—your back, it needs healing, too,}  she remembered, worrying over that. 
 
[There’s enough potion for both of us, never fear.] 
 
Potion.  That reminded her of something…  {Oh my god!  Contraception!  I didn’t take anything, 
last night!  I couldn’t find any bottle!} 
 
[That’s because the last dose you had is from a brew that’s designed to last for a week.  You won’t 
need any more until Saturday.  You should have recognized it as the Unfruchtbarhalten potion; it 
was in your essay, woman.  Are you always this scatter-brained in the morning?]  he asked her, 
reaching first into the medicine cabinet for a brown-glass bottle before guiding her into the 
showering stall.  Thankfully it was big enough for both of them, with one of those huge, plate-
sized shower heads that would pour a veritable waterfall on their heads.  Severus removed the cork 
and downed half the contents as he mentally spoke. 
 
{Only when I’ve been snogging my Potions Master,}  Hermione quipped distractedly, reaching for 
the spigot knobs. 
 
Severus choked on the liquid he was swallowing.  Coughing, he handed her the bottle.  [Save me a 
swallow of that, you impertinent girl!  I can’t take anymore until I can breathe again.] 
 
Suddenly, being late wasn’t quite such a worry anymore.  Smiling, she tipped the bottle to her lips 
as the hot water started cascading down.  To her surprise, she felt him bury his face against her 
shoulder and the water-flattened dampness of her locks as soon as his coughing fit subsided.  His 
arms wrapped around her ribs, supporting her naked, wet breasts as the shower water poured and 
splashed down over their bodies, dripping off their hair. 
 
[God, Hermione.  Now I’ve got a fantasy about shagging you in the bloody shower, and I don’t 
have the time or the libido left to give it a try.  And I’ll have a raging, bloody erection, this time 
tomorrow morning, when you’re not even here, just from remembering this blasted moment.  
We’re not even doing anything, and I bloody want you!  This is why I didn’t want you in my 
bedchamber.  Now I’ll have to allow for masturbation time in my schedule, both in bed tonight 
and in tomorrow morning’s shower.] 
 

{At least you can masturbate in the shower,}  she shot back, covering the last mouthful of potion 
in the bottle with her thumb so it wouldn’t be diluted by the spray.  {I’m only comfortable doing it 
when I’m lying down, since it’s an awkward reach for my arm, trying to get the right angle while 
I’m standing up; I don’t know why, but it is.  And the students’ showers don’t have those hose-
attatched massager heads, like the oneI love using whenever I’m back home, lying in the bathtub.  
Oh, crud.  I didn’t mean to confess that…} 
 
Severus smiled into the wet warmth of her shoulder, ignoring the tickling spray of water trickling 
off his forehead and cheek.  His mind-voice, however, was somewhat more sober.  [As much as 
the thought of your using the pulsating spray of a Muggle hygiene device to pleasure yourself 
entices me, this is not getting the two of us showered and ready for the day.  I’ll scrub your back if 
you’ll scrub mine, but I suggest we try to master our mental lusts.  Discipline, not desire, is the 
need of the day.] 
 
{Good luck keeping your mind out of the gutter,}  Hermione muttered mentally, handing him the 
last of the healing draught before reaching for the soap and a scrubbing rag.  Still, she did her best 
to focus her thoughts on other, non-sexual things.  {I think I’ll try to convince everyone I got up 
early, made my bed, and went off to the Library to study.  I do that, sometimes, though I don’t 
usually get up so early no one sees me up and moving about.} 
 
[Make sure you don’t get caught leaving my classroom,]  he warned her, turning so he could 
present his back for scrubbing. 
 
Hermione hesitated before rubbing the lathered rag over his spine.  {Severus…where did you get 
all these scars?} 
 
[I’d rather not think about that,]  he returned, carefully keeping his mind blank. 
 
{…Alright.  Let’s think about that potion we made.} 
 
She knew he was relieved that she didn’t press the point.  They both knew it would eventually 
come out, if he ever thought about it while they were touching, but for now, it was enough that she 
wouldn’t press.  It was hard enough to keep both of their minds off of the sins of the flesh; there 
was no need to dredge up the sins of the past. 
 
Chapter X. 
 
He touched her, in Wednesday’s class.  Deliberately touched her.  Snape almost never touched his 
students, in the classroom.  Grasping the fingers curled over the hilt of the pestle she was using to 
grind up oyster shells into a fine powder for the second stage of the Skele-Grow potion, which 
they had to complete by the end of the class, he did two things simultaneous.  Berate her out loud, 
and speak in her mind. 
 
“Idiot girl!”  [The Order’s meeting, tomorrow night.]  “You’ve put too much shell in the mortar.”  
[Emergency session; can’t get out of it.]  “I told you to grind only a teaspoon’s worth at a time.”  
[Meet me right after lunch in the classroom, today.]  “That looks more like a whole bloody 
tablespoon!”  [We’ll make it a ‘quickie’.]  “You’ll never get it ground fine enough.  Start again!” 
 
Thrusting her hand away, he stalked off.  Hermione stared after him.  Ron leaned over and 
whispered,  “Oy!  What’s gotten into his shorts?” 
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Me,  she thought, distractedly.  Though she’d put the recommended teaspoon only into her mortar, 
she dumped out what was in there, and measured a smaller amount from the stack of shells they’d 
been given.  She’d barely have time to complete the potion before the class was done, at this rate.  
Grinding away with the heavy marble pestle, she wondered what the emergency was for the Order 
of the Phoenix to discuss, if it was an emergency so important that Snape had to attend. 
 
Then it hit her. 
 
They were the emergency.  Or rather, the upcoming Christmas holiday was.  Sometime in the two 
weeks between this and the next term, Voldemort would surely try to summon both Snape and her 
to one of his Death Eater meetings.  During the school term, they’d be too busy with classes and 
such, save for maybe on the odd weekend, and even then there’d be a ton of students and teachers 
to try and dodge long enough to leave the grounds and Apparate elsewhere.  But the Great Snaky 
Git would probably figure Hermione (and Ron) would be staying at the school along with his 
nemesis, Harry, and that Snape would be more able to catch the two of them alone long enough to 
“mesmerize” her with the Veritamoria lies he’d spun at their last meeting, drag her off the school 
grounds, and Apparate for that promised BDSM show. 
 
Dumbledore’s probably trying to come up with a couple plausible lies to feed to the Dread Lord.  
Things that could be true, and which seem true, but which, when believed, will actually weaken 
his position at a critical moment instead of strengthen it.  I can’t go to that meeting,  she knew, 
and not just because she wasn’t a member of the Order, yet.  Dumbledore and Snape will both be 
doing their best to keep my name and involvement entirely out of the discussions.  They’ll 
probably say that they’ve another spy, who must remain nameless, who will be feeding Voldemort 
the false information in a way that’ll make the Ugly Git believe it, but in order for him to believe 
it, they can’t say who or what, how or why.  If the others knew the truth, Severus would lose his 
job…and very possibly his life. 
 
Since there was nothing she could do, Hermione put her frustrations and anxiety to good use, 
grinding the oyster shells into a fine powder.  Some days she could scream, having to go through 
the motions of attending classes and doing homework, when the really important thing was to 
fight Voldemort and his followers.  But for all she wanted to actively help the others, she knew 
very well that the best way for her to help was for her to learn all that she could, to be prepared for 
anything when the time for battle did come along. 
 
As it was, though she was normally one of the first to finish on time, she barely managed to get 
the Skele-Grow potion to the right color and consistency, a thick, creamy, not quite viscous liquid 
with a bitter smell she thought was reminiscent of dandelion stems.  Harry made a face at his 
potion as he bottled it, no doubt remembering that time in their second year, when Gilderoy 
Lockhart—the buffoon; she’d die of embarrassment before she’d ever admit she’d once had a 
crush on him—had tried to ‘heal’ Harry’s broken arm when he’d fallen off his broom during a 
Quidditch match, and had instead removed all his bones from the shoulder down.  She looked up, 
wondering if Snape was going to offer to remove the bones of a certain one of her friend’s arms 
again and have him test his own potion on himself…but the bell rang, ending the class. 
 
“Put your labelled potions on my desk.  Friday, you will be given an unknown potion to analyze, 
as your end-of-term test.”  For a moment, those black-irised eyes met hers, and just for that 
moment, she knew that he knew she was wondering if he meant the coppery-colored Aqua Vigo 
potion they’d produced yesterday morning.  His gaze warmed ever so slightly with amusement, 
though the rest of his expression did not change, then it chilled again to his customary glower as 
he swept the room with a sour look.  “There will be five types of mystery potions, which will be 
assigned randomly.  Your job will be to deduce what the potion was made from, what it is for, and 

how and where it should be applied, writing these things down on your test-papers.  You will be 
supplied anti-cheating quills and enchanted scrolls, and you will be expected to actually use the 
potions…so you had better be certain to get it right,”  he drawled coldly, eyeing Ron, who was 
whispering something to Harry.  That cold look silenced the redhead.  Snape hesitated a moment 
more, then said,  “Dismissed.” 
 
Hermione hurried to paste a label onto her potion jar, dating it, marking it as Skele-Grow and 
putting her name on it.  She was nearly the last one in the room when she hurried up to his desk; 
Ron and Harry both lingered, silently helping her clean up her lab table so that she wouldn’t be 
late to her next class.  Snape held out his hand, taking the potion instead of letting her set it down. 
 
[The meeting’s about what we’ll tell Voldemort.  He’ll probably summon us, this holiday,]  he 
warned her in the brief moment while their fingers met around the bottle. 
 
{I thought as much,}  she agreed.  Their fingers parted as he set the potion on his desk with the 
others, and she hurried back to her desk, scooping up her books and the last of the tools she’d 
used.  Shelving them, she rushed out of the classroom so she wouldn’t be late to the next one. 
 
Ron caught her elbow a short distance down the hall, away from the students filing into the 
dungeon classroom for the next lesson.  “What was that all about?” 
 
“What was what all about?”  Hermione returned, frowning in honest bemusement. 
 
“You looked rather cozy, there, him touching you like that.  Twice!”  Ron added as she stared at 
him.  “What’s going on between the two of you?” 
 
It wasn’t easy, but Hermione managed to twist her features into a shocked, disgusted look.  “—
Me?  And Severus Snape?  You’ve gone right ‘round the bend on that one, Ron!  Aside from the 
many facts that he’s a greasy, black-hearted git with all the personality of limburger cheese, a 
Slytherin—the Head of Slytherin, no less—and old enough to be my father, that is the most 
ridiculous accusation you’ve ever made!  Really, Ron!  Just because I’ve broken up with you 
doesn’t mean I’ve lost my wits, too!” 
 
Jerking her arm free, she stalked away.  Hating herself for having to say such ugly things about the 
man she… 
 
Oh, sweet Merlin.  She almost stopped in her tracks, but she had to get to her next class.  I don’t 
love him, do I?  Oh, God, that would just complete my humiliation!  A man like him would never 
be interested in a girl like me, save that he’s being conveniently ‘forced’ to have sex with a young, 
reasonably pretty piece of arse.  Any man would go for that.  But love?  A relationship?  He’d 
probably try to Obliviate me out of kindness.  Or run for the hills.  And if I did love him, and 
confessed it, he’d probably pity me, and most likely avoid me, and that would make the whole 
Veritamoria mess really ugly and painful.  The last thing anyone would want to be is pitied.  And 
he can’t avoid me, without risking his position in the enemy’s camp.  Oh, you’ve got yourself into 
a right mess, Hermione,  she warned herself, her strides lengthening not only out of the need for 
haste, but in agitation.  Put it out of your mind, right now,  she ordered herself sternly.  Don’t give 
it another thought.  That’s an order. 
 
You’ve got far more important things to do than spend your time on foolish imaginings 
and idiotic flights of fancy, after all. 
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By the time lunch was at hand, she’d finally managed to get it out of her mind.  Snape wasn’t at 
the head table, but then he wasn’t always there for every meal.  As soon as she’d bolted down a 
reasonable amount of food, she left the table, muttering an excuse to her friends about needing to 
get something before her next class.  Which was true enough, if what she need to ‘get’ was a bout 
of sex with one of her teachers.  Hurrying down to the dungeons, she entered the classroom, 
expecting to be able to head into the storeroom for a pinch of Floo powder to join Snape in his 
quarters. 
 
Instead, she found him working at his desk at the far end of the chamber, and the whole room 
strangely silent.  So silent, she didn’t hear the door thumping shut as she closed it behind her, 
though she could hear it cutting off the noises of a few students talking off in the distance.  Her 
fingertips tingled slightly, telling her there was magic at work, though from the near-total lack of 
sound in the room, she’d suspected as much.  Hermione deliberately stomped a foot against the 
flagstones paving the floor, and frowned softly when it didn’t make a sound.  Neither could she 
hear the scratching of his quill as he made notes. 
 
In fact, all she could hear was the swallow of her saliva, the rasp of her breath, and the thumping 
of her heart.  Snape certainly didn’t hear her approach, for when she drew close, his head jerked 
up, his expression closed and wary, in case it had been anyone else.  At the sight of her, his 
expression softened, and he set down his quill and picked up a small, familiar bottle.  Their hands 
met, as he held it out to her. 
 
[If you do not mind, I would like to take advantage of this moment to…indulge a little fantasy of 
mine.] 
 
His tone was slightly nervous.  His sub-thoughts were carefully contained, almost blank.  
Hermione didn’t know what he had in mind, but knew he wouldn’t harm her.  {Of course.  
Whatever you like.} 
 
[Thank you for your confidence and trust in me.  I shall try not to abuse it.] 
 
Their hands parted, and she looked down at the vial in her grip.  Caecuspiritu.  Of course.  
Shaking out a few drops, she smeared them across her brow.  He rose as she did so, coming out 
from behind his desk, down from the podium on which it rested.  Taking the bottle back, he 
smeared his own brow with the oily, viscous liquid, then corked it and set it on the desk. 
 
Without a word—not that she could have heard him—he drew her by the elbow back through the 
classroom to the lab table she usually used, and positioned her where she usually stood.  Hermione 
braced her palms on the edge of the table as she felt him lifting the back of her school robes.  
Under the firm, soundless guidance of his hands, she bent over the tabletop, gripped the far edge 
instead, and tilted her hips outward and upward, rising up onto her toes and allowing her robes and 
the folds of her pleated school skirt to rest on the small of her back where he placed them. 
 
His fingers gripped and tugged her black woolen tights down her legs; somehow he managed to 
snag her knickers as well, so that her backside was bared to the chilly air of the Potions classroom.  
He did so without touching  her, leaving her entirely alone with her curiosity, her now unsteady 
breathing, her increased heartrate, and the soft, slight, moist sounds she made in licking her lips. 
 
Twisting her head slightly, she looked past her shoulder.  Severus had crouched behind her.  She 
felt his breath puffing against her anticipation-moistened cleft, and realized he was panting 
heavily.  That his dark eyes, riveted to her feminine secrets, were dazed with lust.  That knowledge 
sent a tingling lance of desire through her veins.  Releasing the far edge of the table, Hermione 

lowered her arms, sliding her hands down along her curves.  Reaching behind her, she arched her 
back a little more, and gripped the creases where her nethercheeks met her thighs.  The action 
pried her flesh further open to the cold winter air of the underground room.  A careful glance 
backwards, awkward in her current position, showed him breathing so hard his nostrils were 
flaring madly, silently.  Violently with lust.  A feminine thrill, part fear, part desire, uncoiled 
within her.  Moistening her further at the thought of all the wicked things she could see in his 
intense, impassioned gaze. 
 
Severus Snape was a man of fierce passions, which she knew were normally tightly contained.  
Hermione had the distinct feeling—and the thrill to accompany it—that he was about to unleash 
those passions on her.  Lying there, pulling at her flesh so that the secrets of her body were 
exposed, she shivered, wondering what on earth his fantasy would be. 
 
He rose from his crouch, his formerly idle hands now busy lifting his robes out of his way, 
unbuttoning the fly of his trousers, baring his straining, rampant flesh to the chilly classroom air.  
She almost expected it to steam, his erection was that reddened with blood, twitching with lust.  
His hands reached out, and sound exploded in her mind as he gripped her hips, positioning himself 
against her exposed flesh.  In that instant of contact, she heard the nasty thoughts that had caused 
him to catch fire. 
 
[—vixen, whore, succubus, gorgeous little slut—aahh!] 
 
She might’ve taken offense as he thrust hard and deep, burying himself in her, if it weren’t for the 
conflagration of searing lust now overwhelming his mind.  It flooded into her, racing out from his 
thoughts, his body, his overbearing need.  He was a male in rut, driving into her, pounding into 
her, pumping into her.  If the lab table hadn’t been so heavy and sturdy, they might’ve pushed it 
right across the floor; as it was, she knew she would have bruises before this moment was done. 
 
[That’s right, keep that sluttish arse spread wide for me!]  he ordered her roughly as she 
readjusted her hands, which were slipping on her buttocks as she strove to keep them spread.  
[Arch your tits against the table—if we had time, I’d shag you naked, hard and fast, until your 
nipples had table-burns!  Damned little succubus, I can’t stop thinking about you,]  he growled in 
her mind.  [I want to stopper your gorgeous mouth in my classroom with my prick!  I want you to 
choke on my cum!  I want to bugger your arse on the steps of the school, and I want to shag you 
senseless in the Great Hall!  I want to brand you with my mark, write my name in your flesh—unh, 
god, Hermione!—I want you to crawl out of this room, so hard shagged you can’t 
walk…with…my…cum…in…your…cunt!] 
 
He ejaculated with a drawn out groan that she felt reverberating between their bodies, rough and 
raw, rather than actually heard.  Slamming into her hard with each grunted thought.  Hermione’s 
ears heard nothing but the thump of his body against hers, and the pounding of her heart, only 
whatever sounds could be conducted by actual, physical contact.  Such as the groan of her own 
throat, reverberating through her body despite the heavy weight of the silence-spell permeating the 
room. 
 
His climax speared through her, exciting her body.  His orgasm was her orgasm, feeding her 
pleasure.  Hermione felt each spurt of his semen jetting into her body, felt it jerking up from his 
testicles to his tip, revelled in the way he rejoiced at the feel of it squirting and pooling inside of 
her as he thrust and thrust, trickling out of her body, dampening her crotch, smearing on her thighs 
with each ragged, rapid stroke.  The mental exclamations she heard through the Veritamoria 
linking their minds were foul, obscene, arousing expletetives, spilling out of him just like his seed. 
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This session wasn’t about lessons or lovemaking, or even sex; this was about fucking.  Dirty, 
nasty,  glorious fucking.  His climax was almost feral, and stimulating.  It was also, she grasped as 
he eventually slowed his ragged thrusts and finally stopped, something of a fantasy of his.  To let 
go.  To say all the nasty, depraved things that went through a man’s mind during the most base 
form of sex.  To shout them out, uncaring of whoever might hear.  It struck her that he couldn’t 
ever actually let himself go like that, couldn’t release his careful control, couldn’t express himself 
as he wanted to, not ever.  He was trapped in his role, trapped as a spy, smothered under layers of 
deception and self-control. 
 
[…You understand,]  his voice whispered in her mind as he drooped over her back, no doubt 
panting.  His fingers tightened on her hips, his body still joined to hers.  [I can’t ever do this out 
loud, for all I long to do so…  You’re not offended by the things I said just now, are you, 
Hermione?] 
 
She knew it wasn’t a question.  Hermione released her grip on her nethercheeks, allowing her 
flesh to clamp gently around the root him, since he was still buried deep her flesh.  She enjoyed 
the way he shuddered at the extra sensation, even as she replied honestly.  Not that she could have 
done otherwise.  {I almost was, when you first touched me.  But then I realized from your sub-
thoughts you were, erm, simply stimulating yourself in a very nasty, dirty way.  That this was your 
fantasy, base though it was.} 
 
[I am a man, Hermione.  We are very base creatures, at times.  I’ll clean you up,]  he added, 
sliding out of her and stepping back. 
 
I thought you…?  Oh, bother,  she thought to herself, realizing they were no longer touching.  And 
with that silencing charm muffling the room, she couldn’t ask her question out loud.  Standing up 
and twisting around, she caught his hand before he could swish-and-flick, ignoring the way her 
robes and skirt fell down, but her tights and knickers were still tangled at her knees.  {I thought 
you wanted me to walk out of here with your cum in my cunt?} 
 
He stared at her, dark eyes wide with shock.  [You…you would do that?  Oh, god, I could cum 
again from the very thought…] 
 
{You look rather sexy, when you’re flabbergasted.}  She blushed as that thought came arrowing 
out with dratted, unstoppable honesty, but let it pass.  {I think it’s only fair, anyway.} 
 
[Fair?]  Severus challenged her.  [You would call walking down the halls of this hallowed school 
with my semen soiling your school tights fair?] 
 
She smiled, a peculiarly feminine smile that bemused him.  {I do.  Because it’s the perfect 
revenge.  Every time you see me for the rest of today, you’ll know that your semen is soiling my 
tights.  That I’m all hot and wet and nasty, because of you.  That I’m carrying the mark of your 
pleasure in my body.  And because you’re going to have a very hard time hiding your erection for 
the remainder of your classes, today.} 
 
[You little witch,]  he replied, though there was too much satisfaction in the retort to make it come 
out all that heated.  [Had I the time, I’d fuck you a second time, and coat you to the knees.  You 
wouldn’t be able to walk anywhere without everyone smelling what you were doing after lunch.  
You still might, even as you are.] 
 
{True, but you’re just going to have to be content with one good shag, today.}  Smiling, she 
released his hand and lifted her robes, tugging her tights back up into place.  They stuck to her 

thighs where his seed and her juices had trickled onto her flesh.  The liquid on her forehead was 
almost completely dry, so she hurried, promising herself a stop in the girl’s lavatory on the way to 
her next class to finish adjusting her tights.  Severus restored his own appearance with equal 
speed, then laced his fingers through one of her hands as she straightened, dusting off her robes. 
 
[…We need to return to our previous positions.  The Caecuspiritu potion is almost dry.] 
 
{I know.} 
 
He tugged her away from the desk, pulling her close to him as he lowered his head and pressed a 
kiss to her lips.  [Thank you, Hermione.] 
 
She nodded, letting him lead the way back the head of the classroom.  {Severus…when this is all 
over, and if we’re both still alive…I would like you to fuck me again.  Out loud, no silencing 
charms on the room, whichever room we’re using.  As loud and crude as you want to be.} 
 
He looked back at her, perplexed, their hands still joined together.  [You do?  …It’s not a pity-fuck 
you’re offering, is it?] 
 
Her curls bounced across her shoulders as she quickly shook her head.  {No.  Part of it’s curiosity.  
I’d love to hear what you sound like out loud when you’re in the throes of such a fierce, nasty 
passion.  You could also say it’s part of a fervent wish that we will win against Voldimort and his 
followers.  That there will come a day when you’ll finally be free to be you, without having to fear 
that someone will find out who you are and what you want, and try to use it against you.  I don’t 
mean for it to come across as pity, if it does.} 
 
Since he didn’t know what to say to that, what to think of her offer, Severus released her hand.  
She stared up at him.  He wanted to kiss her, but that was the moment that he felt the last of the 
potion on his forehead dry up and vanish, taking away the cool streak that had let him know it was 
still active.  Her own dose must have dried, too, for she picked up her book bag from his desk, 
gave him one last, unreadable look, and turned and left.  The slightly unsteady gait of her walk, 
just a touch of an extra swing to her hips, let him know she was feeling the liquid seeping out of 
her sweet little cunt. 
 
Damn the little vixen,  Severus thought, watching her leave.  I just finished with her, and she’s 
already making me tent my trousers again.  When she opened the door, the silencing spell broke 
with an ear-twitching pop.  She glanced back at him before stepping through, and even at that 
distance, he could see the lingering, feminine satisfaction in the smile hovering around her eyes 
and mouth.  And bless her, too.  Merlin, she’s catching on to the joys and tricks of a sexual 
relationship—she’ll be a real terror, if she ever takes what she’s learning here and applies it to 
whoever her future lover will be… 
 
That thought irritated him, even as it passed through his mind.  Though she’d better remember 
that, for now, she’s my lover.  No one else’s.  Dropping into his seat, Severus refocused his 
thoughts on the end-of-term notes he’d been writing down before she’d come into his classroom.  
And winced as the memory of her hands prying her nethercheeks apart intruded before he had 
done more than peruse the last few lines he’d written.  Damned woman, distracting me like this.  I 
haven’t got the time to spare to obsess over her. 
 
…And now I’ve got another room in this dratted castle that will haunt me with memories of her.  
Maybe, since it was only just the once, it wouldn’t be too bad.  Maybe he could ignore and forget 
it.  Maybe he could flap his arms and fly to the bloody moon, while he was at it.  Sighing, Severus 
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refocused his thoughts sternly.  He hadn’t turned sides and succeeded at spying on the enemy for 
nothing, all these years.  He would continue to perform his duties as he had always done.  Despite 
the distraction of a certain, curly-haired, budding young succubus in his life. 
 
Chapter XI. 
 
This time, Hermione didn’t get away until very late; when she thought about leaving the common 
room at a reasonable hour, Harry and Ron were engaged in a game of wizard’s chess.  There were 
only a couple of students remaining behind in Gryffindor Tower for the holidays, and most had 
turned in early.  The common room held the three seventh-years, herself, Ron and Harry.  It also 
hosted a second-year boy with eyes as big and golden-brown as an owl’s, and an odd, birdish 
laugh; his given name was Geoffroi, but everyone called him Hoots for short.  And there was a 
fourth-year girl named Tia, short for Hypatia; she was almost as bookish as Hermione was, and 
tended to keep to herself when it came to studying, though she was ensconced at one end of the 
window seat, and Hermione at the other.  Hermione lingered in the common room under the 
pretense of doing some extraneous studying—her Lingam Yoni Conversations book, charmed to 
look like a Transfigurations manual—but the boys continued to stay and play, even after Hoots 
and Tia turned in for the night, yawning as they went. 
 
Finally—finally!—Ron finished trouncing Harry for the fourth game out of seven.  The tallish, 
youngest male Weasley stood as soon as he had cleared his side of the board, stretching his thin, 
freckled frame with a huge, jaw-splitting yawn.  He scratched at his belly through his shirt, and 
glanced over at Hermione, then at Harry, who was still putting the last of his pieces back into the 
gaming box.  “Well, I’m ready for bed.  You coming up, Harry?” 
 
“In a little bit.  I wanted to talk to Hermione.” 
 
Ron looked between the two of them, his hazel eyes narrowing slightly in suspicion.  Hermione 
didn’t need the benefit of Veritamoria to read the thought flitting through his head.  Putting a 
bookmark in the charm-obscured Conversations, she gave him a firm look. 
 
“Get that thought out of your head, Ron Weasley.  If I broke up with you because I was worried 
about the two of us being too distracted when the final battle comes around, what makes you think 
I’d let Harry or myself get distracted by each other, instead?” 
 
Her blunt comment made Harry blush.  Ron shut his gaping mouth, then tried to cover it with a 
shrug.  “Well, I, um, it’s not that I’d mind so much; I mean, it’s Harry.  If I couldn’t have you, I’d 
at least want my best chum to have a shot at you.  But you’re right about the too-distracting bit…” 
 
Harry smiled and shook his head.  “Go to bed, Ron.  I’ll be up in a few minutes.” 
 
Ron turned towards the stairs that led to their tower dorm-room, then looked back with a frown.  
“What are you going to talk about, then?” 
 
“Nothing you need worry about.” 
 
Harry’s reply didn’t quite satisfy his friend, but Ron sighed and mounted the steps anyway, using 
his longish legs to bound up them two and three at a time.  As soon as he was gone, Harry rose 
from the table.  He stayed beside it for a moment, rumpling his perpetually mussed hair, then 
moved over to the windowseat.  Dropping onto it, he eyed his longtime friend. 
 
“Herm…what’s going on between you and Snape, exactly?” 

“Nothing!”  Hermione denied, cradling her book to her chest, further hiding the charm-altered 
cover.  She hated having to lie to her friend, but she did so with as much sincere indignation as she 
could muster..  “Honestly,  Harry; the man saved my life, and now you and Ron are hatching all 
sorts of conspiracies about the two of us.” 
 
Both of Harry’s brows lifted.  “Conspiracies?  What’s that all about?” 
 
She shook her head impatiently.  “Oh, Ron saw Snape take my Skele-Grow potion from my hand 
directly back on Wednesday, instead of letting me just set it on the table.  He thinks Professor 
Snape is getting all ‘chummy’ on me, simply because he touched me.” 
 
“Well, he did touch you twice, on Wednesday.  Though I wouldn’t really count it as ‘chummy’ 
when he was berating you,”  Harry allowed.  His brow pinched briefly in a frown, followed by a 
sigh as he leaned against the frame of one of the windows lining the bench seat.  “I don’t 
understand the man, Herm.  He loathes me, yet all I ever did was show up in his class.  If I hadn’t 
passed my O.W.L.s with high enough marks, he’d never have let me into his Advanced Potions 
class.  Not in a million years.  I thank god he wasn’t in charge of the testing, ‘cause I know he’d 
have fudged my scores for the worse, but it’s been hell, learning from him.  If I didn’t want to be 
an Auror so bad, I’d never have put up with it.” 
 
“Well, he isn’t all that bad,”  Hermione found herself compelled to defend.  “I mean, he is good at 
teaching Potions.” 
 
“Hermione, the man is a menace!”  Harry protested, eyeing her askance.  “I don’t think there’s a 
single student outside of his pets in Slytherin that he hasn’t terrorized for all seven years they’ve 
been through this school!” 
 
“He’s a highly intelligent man, frustrated by not being allowed to teach what he really wants, 
being the Defence class, forced to waste his talents teaching the art of potions to students who, as 
a lot, are barely average in intelligence, barely mediocre in attention span, and barely aware of 
how complicated potions are.  A lot of the ingredients in Potions that we’ve used are just plain 
dangerous,”  she pointed out.  “Especially when mismanaged, or misapplied.  Most of Neville’s 
horrendous mistakes are a shining example of that truism.” 
 
“Hermione…do you like him?”  Harry asked her, his dismay laced with disconcerting perception. 
 
“Harry, he’s a smashingly good teacher.  Of course I like him!  As a teacher,”  she emphasized, 
hiding her crossed fingers in the crooks of her elbows, tucked as they were across her book.  She 
rolled her eyes.  “As a man, who could possibly like the sarcastic, acidic, sour, nasty personality 
he’s cultivated so well?” 
 
“You have a point,”  he sighed.  Harry shook his head, his lightning-shaped scar briefly making an 
appearance.  “I don’t know why I wondered about something like that.” 
 
“Harry, all you need to do is worry about Voldemort and passing your classes.  Or rather, worry 
about learning enough to protect yourself so you can survive Voldemort’s final attack.” 
 
He looked down at his hands, his brow pinching a little with worry.  “About that…” 
 
It was Hermione’s turn to wonder what was up with him.  She gave him her most sympathetic 
listener’s face.  “Do you want to talk about something, Harry?” 
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He shook his head, if reluctantly.  “It’s nothing you can help me with…” 
 
That sounded serious.  She might not have a Veritamoria link with Harry, but he was her best 
friend, and she’d learned to read his moods over the past six-plus years.  “Maybe not, and maybe I 
can.  If nothing else, Harry, you know it’ll help you feel better, or at least deal with it better, if you 
talk about it.  What’s wrong?” 
 
A grimace wrinkled his mouth, and he looked out into the dark night beyond the common room 
windows.  One of his hands picked at the knee of his jeans—he was still wearing old castoffs of 
his cousin’s, whenever he wasn’t in his school uniform—and the other rubbed at his stomach, then 
lifted and rubbed at his scar.  She didn’t think he’d speak, but finally he did. 
 
“It’s going to come down to him or me, you know.  One of us is going to have to kill the other,”  
he confessed quietly.  His hand dropped from his forehead, landing limply in his lap.  He kept his 
gaze focused beyond the not quie mirror-like reflections of the common room in the rectangular-
paned windows.  “It’s the only way we’ll be able to put an end to all of this.  I’ve…I’ve got to kill 
him, Hermione…but I don’t know if I can.  I don’t know if I have it in me to kill anyone.” 
 
That was serious.  Hermione didn’t know if he was just speaking figuratively, or personally, or if 
it was something more.  She searched for something to say to help him.  Somehow, she didn’t 
think telling him he didn’t have to kill Voldemort personally was the right thing to say.  
Voldemort was trying to kill Harry, after all. 
 
And therein lay her advice.  “Harry, he is trying to kill you.  He’s tried to kill you, and there’s no 
sign that he’ll ever stop trying,”  she reminded him.  “You’ve got to defend yourself.  You’ve also 
got to realize that this won’t stop until one of you is dead.  He doesn’t care who he kills.  You care 
who dies.  He’ll try to use this as a weakness against you—he’ll try to hurt and kill all your friends 
just to hurt and weaken you—but you’ve got to remember that this is also your strength.  We’re 
your strength, and the reason why you need to keep fighting him.  And it’s more than enough 
reason to do what you have to do.” 
 
“I don’t know—it’s murder, Hermione,”  he reminded her bleakly.  “However you dress it up.” 
 
“It’s self-defence, Harry,”  she countered firmly.  “And not only self-defence, it’s in the defence of 
others.  The law is very clear on this point.  If an intruder bursts into a house and tries to kill a 
child, and the mother kills him by shooting him in the back as he’s standing over the crib with a 
knife in his hand, the mother isn’t guilty of murder.  She was clearly defending her child, because 
he was threatening her child’s life, and that’s not murder.  It’s self-defence, or the defence of 
another.  If Voldemort comes after you, he’s going to be wielding his knife on anyone else who 
gets within reach, Harry.  You’ve got to stop him.  You’ve got to end his barrage of violence. 
 
“It isn’t just yourself you’ve got to protect, but all the other good people in the world that he 
would hurt if he could.  If he held a knife to my throat, you’d shoot him, wouldn’t you?”  she 
asked him.  When he nodded reluctantly, she nodded firmly.  “And rightly you should.  And I’ll 
tell you this, Harry—even if he slit my throat before the bullet reached him, even if you merely 
feared he was going to slit my throat, I’d want you to shoot him until he was dead, whatever the 
consequences to me. 
 
“And then I’d want you to take the body, and cut it into little pieces, and burn the pieces, and 
douse the ashes with holy water, and scattered it to all the seven seas, to make absolutely sure he 
couldn’t come back to life again,”  she told her best friend, exaggerating to help lighten the mood 
between them.  “And if you wanted to dance on his remains with a pair of tap-shoes at some point 

along the way, then I’d hope you’d buy those shoes, and stomp away, and then lift a pint or two in 
my memory before going off and tossing his wet, soggy, squishy ashes overboard, off a lovely 
little boat moored outside the ports of Cairo, Bombay, Hong Kong, San Diego, New York, Kyoto, 
and Stockholm.” 
 
Harry laughed weakly at her overblown imagery.  “Hermione, most of those cities lie on oceans, 
not seas!  And I wouldn’t want to get a perfectly good pair of tap-shoes icky with the remains of 
‘Lord’ Voldemort.” 
 
She smiled back.  “Well, at least you know my feelings on the matter.  He has to be stopped, 
whatever the cost.  There’s worse things that could happen than for you to have to kill him, Harry.  
Worse things that could happen to you, or to any of us.  Worse things that you, or any of us, would 
have to do, to see this thing through to the end so that the good guys can win.  And there are things 
that might seem worse, but aren’t really as bad as they seem. 
 
“You do whatever you have to, Harry,”  she counselled him.  Still clutching her book, she 
uncurled herself from her corner of the window seat.  “You go do whatever you have to, and the 
rest of us will do what we have to, in order to win this thing.  We’re in a war.  The foremost rule in 
a war is figuring out how to make sure you survive, and the enemy doesn’t.  At least, not in any 
shape to hurt you, afterwards.” 
 
His smile was lopsided, but it was there.  “Thanks, ‘Mione.  How is it you always know what to 
say?” 
 
“It’s because I’m super-smart,”  she quipped lightly. 
 
Standing, he reached up and tugged on one of her curls, his smile a little more natural.  “Nah…  
It’s because you’re a super-good friend.  Going off to bed?” 
 
“I’ve got some things to do.  You go on,”  she urged him. 
 
Harry narrowed his eyes slightly.  “You’ve been doing that a lot, of late.  Parvati mentioned she 
didn’t see you go to bed Monday night, or get up again Tuesday morning.  What have you been up 
to?” 
 
“Doing schoolwork.  A lot,”  she stated firmly, closing the subject.  “Goodnight, Harry.  I’ll see 
you in the morning.” 
 
He studied her, but when she didn’t move, he gave in and headed for the stairs that led to the boys’ 
dormitories.  A last glance down at her before he rounded the bend in the staircase, and then she 
was alone.  Finally.  Gathering the last of her things together, she glanced at the stairwell again, 
then slipped upstairs and put her books away.  Coming back down again, she slipped out through 
the portrait-door and hurried through the darkened corridors of the school. 
 
Somehow, because the school had been nearly emptied by the holidays, the corridors felt more 
empty, more menancing than they usually did.  Hermione hurried along under the glow of lumos 
on her wand, knowing how late it was and worrying that Snape might have turned in for the night, 
given the lateness of the hour.  It was so late, in fact, that when she turned down the staircase that 
led to the dungeons, skipping one of the many trick steps that plagued the students whenever they 
forgot about them, especially the first-years, she heard the grand clock over the entryway tolling 
just once. 
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She almost turned back, at that.  It was growing very late.  Indecisive, she stood there for severa 
minutes.  Finally, Hermione pushed herself onward, hurrying to the Potions classroom by the light 
of her wand.  Entering the room, she eased the door shut and crossed through the desks to the far 
side, and the door to the storage room.  She half expected the door to be locked, and a twist of the 
knob proved it to be so…but the metal tingled under her hands, and the knob suddenly twisted free 
with a little click.  He’d placed some sort of spell on it to let her in, as soon as it identified her 
touch.  Clever of him,  she thought.  I don’t get to know what the storeroom password is for the 
spell, so I can’t reveal it to my two best friends for them to sneak in here later and steal some 
ingredients for some potions project, but this way the storeroom isn’t left unlocked against the 
entry of anyone else… 
 
Well, she’d always considered him to be an intelligent man, and there was no denying he was also 
a highly cautious one.  Stepping inside, Hermione didn’t bother to close the door, in case it was 
spelled for just the one unlocking.  She didn’t know if it could be opened from the inside without 
triggering an alarm, after all.  Glancing around, she looked for the customary potion beside the 
sink, and spotted it quickly.  This time, it was contained in a green-glazed ceramic jar.  Instead of 
a spoon set beside it, there was a shot-glass with measuring lines etched along the side. 
 
The shot-glass was sitting on a small parchment note, with the notation 40ml, lasts 2wks, identify 
ingr. by taste for xtr. cr. scrawled on the scrap in his handwriting, which had always reminded her 
of the neat scrawl of a spider’s web.  ‘Creepily neat’, as Ron called it—though he was a fine one 
to talk, since his handwriting often looked like it was the marks left by a chicken chasing a 
drunken spider. 
 
The jar was not labelled.  Lifting the lid, she stared down at the muddy olive contents, and sniffed 
delicately.  It had a minty aroma, with something else.  Fetching a spoon from one of the drawers, 
she dipped out a measured portion, and sipped cautiously.  It tasted as gritty as it looked, but the 
minty flavor was accompanied by an almost marzipan, almond-y quality.  With a mustard-y 
aftertaste that threatened to clear her sinuses.  She took a second sip, and a third, gauging the 
ingredients by taste as requested.  There was a pencil resting nearby, so she turned over the scrap 
of parchment and wrote down her observations.  The hardest ingredient, she finally gave up and 
snooped through the shelves of the storeroom, sniffing at the contents.  It turned out to be 
powdered galingale root.  Marking that down, she tucked the paper back under the jar, and made 
sure the lid was firmly in place. 
 
Tipping the shot-glass up, she thumped the bottom of it to glop the stuff down her throat, then 
smacked her lips with a grimace of distaste as the mustard stung her esophagus, prickling inside 
her nose from the aftertaste vapors.  Her eyes watered for a few moments, too, as she scrubbed and 
rinsed the spoon, but by the time both items were dry and returned to their usual storage spots, she 
could see and breathe freely again.  Satisfied, Hermione moved over to the ‘F’ shelf, reached into 
the back for the blue-glazed jar, and brought out a three-fingered pinch of Floo powder. 
 
“Time to go,”  she muttered to herself.  Hoping she wasn’t too late for tonight’s session, though 
she guessed she probably was.  Carrying the pinch of green powder out of the storeroom, she 
carefully closed the door behind her, making sure it locked firmly in place.  The fire in the large 
hearth had burned down to embers; it wasn’t necessary to have a fire to use Floo Powder, and for 
those who hadn’t mastered their anti-burning charms—which they’d learned in their sixth year 
Charms class—it was preferable not to have one.  Hermione took some pride in her magical 
ability, and didn’t bother to avoid the flames as she stepped inside and cast down the pinch of 
powder she was still holding, scattering it on the embers underfoot.  “Sanctum Severum.” 
 

The fire flared green.  Stepping inside, she swirled around twice, and popped out the other side.  
The fire flared for a moment longer, illuminating the sitting room in flickering green,  then died 
down to bare embers.  That alone told Hermione she had put off leaving for the dungeons too 
long.  The other hearth had a little more life in its flames, but not by much.  In the dim 
illumination cast by it and a candelabra positioned on the coffee table, she made out the long, lax 
form of the Potions Master. 
 
He was, she suspected, occupying the exact same spot in the exact same way as she had, back on 
Monday night.  His stockinged feet were propped up on one arm, his head on the other, his robes 
cast aside along with his shoes for comfort, leaving him clad in a plain black wool coat, partially 
unbuttoned at the neck to reveal a white linen shirt.  Black slacks covered his legs, and a book lay 
rumped and tented on his stomach. 
 
Very much like me,  she thought wistfully.  Padding quietly over to him, she reached down to pick 
up the book and smooth out its pages.  His hands shot out, one snatching at her wrist, the other 
whipping out his wand from somewhere, pointing it at her in a blurringly swift, dangerous move.  
She winced, expecting to be blasted by some spell or charm, but he had opened his eyes to slits 
with the move, making sure of his target before he blasted her. 
 
[You could’ve been seriously hurt, sneaking up on me like that,]  he warned her as they both held 
still, a tableau of inherent wariness and suspicion.  His expression softened, and the tip of the 
wand flicked away, though he didn’t release her wrist.  [I was wondering if you’d even come.] 
 
{The boys played chess until well past midnight.  I almost turned back,}  she added candidly.  
Everything was candid these days, between the two of them.  {I couldn’t get away cleanly until 
they’d finally gone to bed.} 
 
[And how are Potter and Weasley?]  he drawled mentally.  His free hand tucked his wand away, 
then maneuvered the book shut as he sat up, shifting his legs off of the settee. 
 
{…You know, I don’t care for your tone of voice whenever you say their names,}  Hermione told 
him as he placed the book on the coffee table. 
 
He studied her for a moment, sub-thoughts not entirely complimentary, then shrugged.  [It’s only 
fair, I suppose.  I don’t care for either of them, period.] 
 
{Liar.} 
 
He arched a brow at that.  [You doubt me?] 
 
{I heard your sub-thoughts,}  she chided him.  {You might dislike them for being troublemakers, 
and for Harry being born into the wrong family, but you think they’re both decent students, 
whenever they can bother to apply themselves properly.  Don’t even try to deny it,}  she added 
tartly as he drew in a breath to do that, even if his reply would’ve been silent.  {There are no 
secrets, where Veritamoria is concerned.  Not when you’re thinking about a subject as hard as you 
were that one.} 
 
[Remind me to exhume, stone, lynch, and burn my Aunt Eumenia’s corpse,]  he muttered, running 
his free hand through his tangled black locks, shoving them away from his forehead.. 
 
It took Hermione a moment to realize that he was referring to the great-aunt who had sent him the 
Veritamoria bottle.  When she did, she choked on a laugh.  He glanced sharply at her, sampled the 
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sub-thought behind her outburst of humor, and smiled ruefully himself.  Releasing her wrist, he 
stood; a stretch, and he twisted an arm behind his back to scratch an itch.  Then sighed heavily. 
 
“…Well, come on.  We’ve got that mystery potion of ours to figure out.” 
 
“Are we going back to the classroom, then?”  Hermione asked him. 
 
“No,”  Severus returned, shaking his head briefly.  “My private lab.  It’s not quite as large as the 
classroom, but it has more shelves.  I think it used to be the armory for this suite, a long time ago.  
Back when they needed armories in castles.” 
 
“Severus…did this suite used to belong to Godric Gryffindor?”  Hermione asked, following him 
through the door on the lefthand side of the living room.  He glanced back at her, his face 
shuttered, almost expressionless, so she added,  “It’s just that, on the way down here that first 
time, I saw what looked like a carving of him on the wall.  I couldn’t be sure, but…” 
 
“It was one of his private places, yes.  Slytherin had his Chamber of Secrets,”  Severus agreed, 
leading the way past an archway that revealed a somewhat modern kitchen, and into a well-
stocked lab in the chamber beyond,  “and Gryffindor had his Chamber of Reflection.  Not many 
people remembered about this place, outside of those Headmasters who were Gryffindors.  The 
Chamber of Secrets was a lot more intriguing a name, and exciting in its reputation, so the rest of 
the school managed to retain the rumors of it.” 
 
A jab of his wand at several brass pans hanging around the room illuminated the oil in the 
braziers, brightening the room instantly.  The light flickered a little, but the flames were steady 
enough otherwise to reveal hundreds of bottles, jars, boxes, crates, baskets, vases and vials, along 
with untold bunches and bundles of herbs in various stages of drying, pickling, macerating, and 
other preparations. 
 
“How did you come to know about it?”  she asked as he led her to a lab table partly cluttered with 
alembics, flasks, and a familiar cobalt-glass jar.  “This suite, that is—you’ve got an incredible 
collection of ingredients, down here.  I think you almost have more here than in the storeroom up 
above.” 
 
“I do have more; I do some of the more delicate preparations down here—potions for Poppy and 
all the injuries the students inflict on themselves.  And the most dangerous ingredients are stored 
here; I only bring them upstairs in small batches when they’re actually needed for a lesson.  As for 
this suite, Albus told me about it, and said I could use it as I saw fit.  So I put in a laboratory, here.  
I haven’t had a chance to start examining this thing,”  he told her, bracing his hands on the table 
and staring down at the jar, moving the subject along.  The contents still glittered reddishly, 
unnaturally, with slightly more light than the torches could account for.  “Since we don’t know 
exactly what it is, I didn’t want to leave it upstairs, where someone else might run across it, and be 
stupid enough to give it a try without knowing its purpose.” 
 
“It kind of makes me glad that Fred and George Weasley lit out of here in the middle of my fifth 
year,”  Hermione muttered.  “They would’ve popped the cork and downed a swallow before you 
could say ‘Canary Cream’.” 
 
Severus shuddered.  “Don’t remind me of those hideous things.  That traitoress, Hyacinth Hooch, 
slipped me one at a staff meeting, the year they were introduced.  If I didn’t respect Albus so 
much—and if he hadn’t Petrificus’d me on the spot to prevent it—Poppy would still be trying to 
extract the last of the school brooms from up her arse.” 

Hermione choked on an involuntary laugh.  For a moment, it almost seemed as if it echoed oddly 
in the chamber, but only for a moment.  Coughing, she cleared her throat, wiped at the two tears 
that had squeezed out of her eyes, and said shakily,  “…I, ah, never realized staff meetings were 
quite so much fun.  Don’t take this the wrong way, but I’d have loved to see you turned into a 
giant yellow songbird, that year.  I don’t suppose you’d indulge me now, though.” 
 
“Feel free to hold your breath.  I’ll pop one in your mouth when you pass out.” 
 
She choked again on a laugh.  At his glare, she covered her mouth with a hand, struggling to 
master her smirk.  It took some effort, but she managed.  Until he pursed his lips and chirped 
twice, just like a little baby bird.  Or rather, just like a giant canary.  His dark eyes gleamed with 
mischief, inviting her to share the joke.  She couldn’t have stopped the howls of laughter that burst 
from her throat if Voldemort himself had been aiming an Avada curse her way.  He grinned at her 
as she gasped for air between peals, not looking the least bit sour or forboding for once.  Humor, 
Hermione discovered as she wound down slowly, took a dozen years off his middle-aged face.  He 
even found and passed her a handkerchief to dry her eyes with, as she struggled to regain her 
composure. 
 
Letting his smile face to a lingering trace of warmth in his eyes, and a slight curve to the corners 
of his mouth, he asked her,  “Are you quite ready to continue…?” 
 
Wiping her eyes one last time, she nodded towards a section of shelves devoted to alchemical and 
magical instruments.  Time to focus on their work, again.  “Shall I get the spectro-lens from that 
shelf, over there?  It’s transparent enough despite the glitter, we should be able to gauge its 
refractive index.” 
 
“And the viscosity gauge from the next section over, three shelves down.  I’ll get the tare-net 
scales and the temperature gauge.” 
 
“Do you really think it has a temperature, beyond the ambient one?”  Hermione asked.  “I didn’t 
notice anything unusual about the warmth or coolness of it, Tuesday morning.” 
 
One side of his mouth quirked up slightly, though most of his expression had gone back to its 
usual intense, shuttered one.  “Well, we were both rather hot at the time, so all I can say for certain 
is that it wasn’t noticeably cold by comparison.  Then again, we were both rather distracted.” 
 
She blushed, and fetched the instruments.  They took the necessary measurements, volume, 
weight, viscosity, spectral analysis, refractive qualities, temperature, color, scent, everything they 
could measure while it was still in the bottle, writing everything down on a tablet as they 
brainstormed their observations.  Severus then fetched a cotton swab from a supply of them, and 
dipped it into the potion.  Smearing a tiny amount of it onto a glass slide, he carried it over to a 
binocular microscope, and started adjusting the focus. 
 
“The other Vigo is in a jar on that shelf over there,”  he murmured, pointing off to his left, his gaze 
still focused through the paired eyepieces of the instrument.  “Fetch it down and prepare a slide for 
me for comparison, will you?” 
 
Nodding, she crossed to the shelf.  Since it was Aqua Vigo, she found it in the ‘A’ section, his 
shelves neatly alphabetized down here just as they were up above.  The bottle, an amber-colored 
one, was labelled in his handwriting.  “I take it, after I left on Saturday, you found a bottle for 
this?” 
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“Dobby brought one, but you’d left, so I took care of it.  I didn’t think it would do to just leave it 
in the goblet, since it is one of your project experiments.  That was when I decided to put empty 
bottles in all the rooms,”  he added, adjusting the magnification and focus controls a second time.  
“Just in case.” 
 
Using a second swab, she smeared a little of the potion on a second glass slide, and brought it over 
to him.  He slipped the coppery one out of the holding clips, and slid the golden one into place.  
Peering through the lenses, he grunted after only a few moments. 
 
“It looks exactly the same, to me.  Here, have a look for yourself.”  Shifting off the stool, he 
helped her sit in his place, showing her which knobs to fiddle with to bring the sample into focus 
for her eyes, though they didn’t require any focusing at the moment. 
 
The glittering liquid looked a little odd, magnified as it was.  It took her a few moments to realize 
the glitter was sperm-shaped.  It wasn’t sperm anymore, of course; the tiny gametes had been 
transformed into something else, but their writhing, fluttering tails had been retained.  “Oh!  No 
wonder the glitter seemed to be moving ever so slightly.  It actually is moving, isn’t it?” 
 
“Note the shape of the heads, and the activity of the tails,”  he murmured, then switched slides for 
her.  “…You can see for yourself that they look identical in this sample, save for the color.” 
 
“The base liquid’s the exact same shade,”  Hermione returned.  “It’s the sparkly stuff that’s 
different.  Yet, aside from the color, they’re the same shape, wriggle, and movement as each other.  
Nothing else seems different.” 
 
“Logic would presume that their function is still similar to each other.  But I don’t trust the color 
change.” 
 
“There has to be something more to it than just a change in color,”  Hermione pointed out, lifting 
her head from the microscope.  “Otherwise the instructions for the potion wouldn’t have bothered 
mentioning to be careful to not draw blood during its creation.” 
 
He mulled that over, one arm folded across his chest and supporting the elbow of the other, his fist 
resting against his mouth.  He tapped his lower lip with his thumb.  “I suppose I could try the 
adimeresphere…” 
 
“The what?”  Hermione asked, curious. 
 
“It’s a device I picked up while on vacation in Italy.  It’s very old, but it’s very powerful, in its 
own way.” 
 
Fetching a folding stepstool from a corner, he moved over to one of the tool-shelves, opened the 
stool, and climbed up as high as it could go. Reaching up to the topmost shelf, he carefully fetched 
down a dusty, cobwebbed box.  Descending again, he carried it over to the lab table where the 
cobalt-blue bottle still rested.  Hermione joined him, leaving the slides where they were for the 
moment. 
 
“The house-elves do what they can, but they never seem to make it all the way to the topmost 
shelves,”  Severus murmured as he twirled the combination lock, which looked like a series of 
planets etched on bronze rings embedded in the sides and top of the box.  “They’ve also been leery 
of cleaning up in here ever since they day they threw out a hundred Galleon’s worth of lilycorn 
petals I’d spread out to dry on one of the shelves.  I was so angry, I told them to go soak their 

heads in the lake until the squid tried to suck their ears off.  Albus had to intercede, since the squid 
doesn’t like elf-flesh, yet the two who were responsible wouldn’t leave the lakeshore until it tried.  
You have no idea how hard it was for me to get my hands on those lilycorn flowers.” 
 
“I can imagine.  Speaking of rare things,”  Hermione added as the locks finally clicked into 
alignment, allowing him to open the lid,  “has the Grimoire come into Hogsmeade, yet?” 
 
“Not yet.  If it’s coming from overseas, it’ll be another week or two.  Hopefully before the end of 
the holiday—don’t look directly into the box; the light of the adimeresphere is very bright,”  he 
warned her, fiddling with a golden knob inside the box.  The majority of the box’s interior was 
taken up with a large, crystaline hemisphere, ringed with esoteric bits of gold.  Averting her head, 
Hermione waited.  And flinched as a burst of color-mottled light flared out from the box on the 
table. 
 
Squinting, for the light was too bright even with her back firmly to it, Hermione blinked rapidly, 
trying to adjust her eyesight to the almost painfully brilliant glow.  And gasped, as she caught 
sight of movement off to the side. 
 
Severus spun around, his wand out and orienting on the oddly shaped object.  Which promptly 
ducked behind the nearest table, as the jinx the Potions Master shouted smashed into the shelf 
beyond, cracking two thankfully empty jars.  He snarled, his target vanishing too fast to cast a 
second, better-aimed spell.  Hermione, whipping out her own wand, shouted a charm at the door to 
the lab.  It slammed shut even as the shrouded figure tried to scuttle that way, locking with a 
decisive click. 
 
A second spell from the professor’s wand nearly caught the odd, distorted outline, taking a chunk 
out of a vertial edge of one of the bookcases.  The figure, ducking behind another table, yelped at 
the near-miss and shouted,  “—Don’t shoot!  I’m not armed!” 
 
Hermione’s mouth fell open.  She knew that voice!  “—HARRY?” 
 
A growl rose into a shout, from the man at her side.  “…I’m going to kill him!” 
 
“No!  I didn’t mean to—” 
 
“Petrificus Totalis!” 
 
A body slumped to the ground.  From behind the far table, the shrouded, adimeresphere-lit lump 
moved, shifted, and Harry’s head cautiously appeared from under the folds of his Invisibility 
Cloak.  He stared, wide-eyed and horrified, at the stiff-postured body resting on the floor.  
“You…you petrified Professor Snape!” 
 
“Yes, and you’d bloody well better win the Quidditch cup by a thousand points, Harry,”  
Hermione growled, striding towards him, glaring at him.  “Because I don’t think there’ll be 
enough points otherwise to make up for what he’s going to deduct, once the hex wears off.  What 
the bloody hell did you think you were doing, following me like this?”  she demanded, catching 
his arm and hauling him roughly to his feet.  Dislodging the invisibility cloak even further. 
 
“I wanted to know where you’ve been going, at night!”  he shot back defensively.  “And now I’ve 
found you in Snape’s own personal apartment, acting quite ‘chummy’ with him, despite your 
protestations earlier!  I should ask you what’s been going on!” 
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Hermione wanted to dig her hands through her hair, and pull it out by the roots.  She wanted to lift 
her wand, tempted to hex him, too, but she knew him too well.  He’d just try this stupid stunt 
again, and again, until his damnable curiosity was satisfied.  Instead of doing either, she growled,  
“—I am working on an extra credit project, Harry!  Or weren’t you paying attention to our efforts 
with these potions?” 
 
“In secret?”  he challenged her.  “Holding hands, and sharing jokes?” 
 
She knew she couldn’t put him off the scent, now.  All Hermione could hope to do was throw him 
a couple bones with some meat-scraps on them, and distract him with a portion of the truth.  
Rolling her eyes, she snapped,  “If you’d think about these things, Harry, you’d realize that part of 
what we’re working on is hopefully a way to help defeat You-Know-Who, which means we 
couldn’t tell anyone about it!  I just happen to be killing two birds with one stone by making it a 
part of my extra-credit potions project at the same time!” 
 
“Oh.  Well, couldn’t you at least have told me?”  he asked her plaintively.  “We don’t keep secrets 
from each other, Hermione.” 
 
“I kept the secret of the Time-Turner, didn’t I?”  she retorted. 
 
“But I found out about that!”  he protested. 
 
“Only because Dumbledore decreed it was necessary to save lives, that night.  And you only found 
it out at the end of the school-year,”  she reminded him tartly.  Running her wandless hand 
through her curls, she resisted the urge to yell at him.  A couple breaths later, when she could trust 
herself to speak without shouting, she said firmly,  “Harry, do not follow me again, down here.  
This is none of your business, and if Voldemort learns even a hint of what we’re doing here, it will 
go very badly for all of us.  Forget what you’ve seen.  Forget what you’ve heard.  Forget 
everything, and just go back to the Tower.  You can’t help me with my project…and you certainly 
can’t help me fix the mess your presence has made by invading Professor Snape’s private quarters 
without his permission.” 
 
“I…I’m sorry, ‘Mione,”  he muttered, distraught.  “I didn’t think…that is…” 
 
“No, you didn’t.”  Sighing roughly, she pushed on his visible shoulder, forcing him towards the 
door.  With her wand-hand, she unlocked the door, swinging it open with a flick of the wand-tip.  
“He hates you, Harry.  How do you think this little escapade will make him feel about you?” 
 
“I’m sorry—it’s just that you’ve been disappearing, and acting a little odd, and being secretive 
ever since you were kidnapped from Hogsmeade,”  he pointed out.  “I’ve been concerned for you.  
For all I know, you’d been brainwashed by a Death Eater, and were sneaking out of the castle to 
go spill our secrets, or something.” 
 
That was uncomfortably close to the truth, save for the brainwashing bit, and the implication that 
she’d ever tell Voldemort and his idiot followers the truth.  Hermione snorted, pushing him out of 
the lab.  “As if Dumbledore would allow me to suffer such a thing!  He’d have me cured in a 
heartbeat, the moment I got back.  You know this!  Professor Snape saved me before anything 
truly bad could happen to me.” 
 
“You told me he had to make a bargain, or something,”  Harry reminded her.  “What was that 
about?” 
 

“I can’t tell you.  But it has led to our collaboration,”  she added as he drew in a breath to protest, 
herding him past the kitchen and back into the living room.  “Not everything revolves around you, 
Harry.  And what doesn’t revolve around you, you don’t have to know about.” 
 
“That still doesn’t explain why you were being so chummy with him!”  Harry protested. 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes.  “Not to insult your own intelligence, Harry, but outside of maybe 
professor Dumbledore, the only person who is my intellectual equal is Professor Snape!  We’ve 
managed to make friends with each other because we’re both smart enough to keep up with the 
other!  Now, get out, and stay out, or I will let every single person in this school know that you are 
the one responsible for the greatest accumulation of negative House points since…since long 
before the total disaster of that odious toad-woman becoming our Defense Teacher and so-called 
Headmistress in our fifth year.  Because if I can’t find a way to quench his temper, Snape’s going 
to take off points, and keep taking off points because of what you’ve done, for the rest of the 
bloody school year!” 
 
“I’m sorry!”  Harry protested.  “I was just trying to keep an eye on you!  I wasn’t there for you 
when you were kidnapped, and I couldn’t stop them from taking you, but I wanted to make sure 
they weren’t still after you.  I wanted to know what you were up to, and make sure you were 
alright.  That’s what friends do for each other!” 
 
Some of her anger faded.  “I know, Harry…but you’ve got to stop following me.  And you can’t 
tell Ron what I’m doing, either—he’d take it even worse, and take it totally out of context, if he 
found out I’ve been meeting with Snape at odd hours.  I just thank God that Ron didn’t come 
down here with you.” 
 
“He was already asleep when I made up my mind to follow you.  Why do you have to meet Snape 
so late, anyway?”  Harry asked her. 
 
“Because we’re trying to work in secret.  You remember what that means, don’t you?  Sneaking 
around at all odd hours?  Go back to bed, Harry,”  she ordered him.  Then caught the edge of his 
cloak as he started to draw it up over his head.  “Leave the cloak off, when you go through the 
fire…and if I catch you trailing after me again, Harry James Potter,”  she warned him in a low, 
cold voice of doom, holding his green gaze fiercely with her light brown glare,  “I will rip the 
cloak from your unconscious body, and give it to Professor Snape to play with, and deduct three 
hundred points from Gryffindor—presuming there are any points left to deduct!  Do I make 
myself clear?” 
 
“…Crystal.” 
 
“Good.”  Reaching up to the mantle, she took down a pinch of Floo powder and tossed it onto the 
embers.  “Potions!” 
 
A last look at her, as if he would argue further, then Harry stepped into the flames and whirled 
away, one shoulder and most of his body still covered in the cloak, so that it looked like his body 
was a giant swizzle-stick being used to stir up the greenish flames.  Not sure she could really trust 
him—which was a sad state of affairs—Hermione cast a shielding charm on the fire, preventing it 
from being used again until she released the blocking spell.  Hurrying back to the lab, she didn’t 
relax when she found Snape still frozen in an awkward position on the floor, caught literally off-
balance in the act of trying to hex her thick-headed friend.  
 
Crouching beside him, she lifted her wand, then lowered it again.  Studying him. 
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“You know, while I’ve got you in this position, before the Petrificus wears off on its own, I might 
as well lecture you.  I know you can hear me.  You’ve got no choice, but to hear me.”  Easing 
down onto the floor, she stooped a little so that her gaze met his.  “Yes, Harry is an idiot; after this 
little stunt, I agree with you completely on that.  Yes, he’s three-quarters of the way to Hell, 
paving the road with brick after brick of good intentions.  And yes, he was concerned about me.  I 
don’t know if you can imagine it, but we’ve grown as close as sister and brother, over the last six 
and a half years.  We’re family to each other, and you look out for your family.   Certainly Ron 
and I are better family to him than his blood relatives will ever be!  One of the reasons why we’ve 
survived so many escapades, Severus, is because we look out for each other. 
 
“He was simply trying to look out for me,”  she continued, holding the gaze of the one eye 
Severus had pointed her way.  “He actually got most of it right; he thought I’d been brainwashed, 
Imperio’d by a Death Eater, and that I was slipping off to report to that same Death Eater at all 
sorts of odd hours.  He wanted to rescue me.  He feels horribly guilty that he wasn’t there to 
rescue me when I’d been kidnapped for real, two weeks ago, and it’s still bothering him now.” 
 
It was kind of mind-boggling to think it had only been two weeks ago that her whole life had been 
turned upside down. 
 
“How was Harry to know how close to the truth he’d come, and yet how far off he still was?”  she 
asked rhetorically, looking across the laboratory.  “All he wanted to do was assuage his curiosity, 
and make sure I wasn’t buried in trouble that I couldn’t handle.  That’s what friends do for each 
other.  To be honest, that’s what I would have done for him, if our positions had been reversed.  
That’s also what I’d do for you…and more or less what you did for me, two weekends ago, 
helping me out of that ugly situation. 
 
“So don’t you go blowing your temper all over the school.  And you can’t take excessive points 
off of Gryffindor, either,”  she added quickly, as she thought she saw a hint of movement in his 
body.  “People will pester you if you do, asking you why.  Asking all of us why.  Nobody’s 
supposed to know about these meetings…though I wonder sometimes why Dumbledore ever 
bothered to ask, between Harry, and Dobby, and the other house-elves,”  she muttered glumly.  
“Pick on him all you like for the mistakes he makes in your classroom.  Catch him wandering the 
halls after hours, and give him detentions for that—give him detention for wandering the halls 
tonight.  But don’t punish him for trying to help a friend.  If the two of you weren’t at such 
loggerheads with each other, you’d be friends by now…and he’d have gone looking for you, to 
rescue you, if he thought you were in trouble.” 
 
“…I will never be ‘friends’ with that arrogant little shite!” 
 
The Petrificus had worn off.  Snape—he wasn’t Severus, right now; he was far too frighteningly 
angry for that, his dark gaze burning with rage—pushed himself up onto his hands and knees, 
glaring at her with those stygian eyes.  But strangely, Hermione wasn’t scared of his anger.  She 
stared back unflinchingly, and even lifted her chin a little.  “You’re friends with me.  And if you’re 
capable of being friends with me, you’re more than capable of being friends with him.  As you 
should’ve been friends with his father, if both of you hadn’t been such arrogant, House-conscious 
pricks!” 
 
Something crumble and broke, behind those black-on-black eyes.  Turning away from her, 
Severus dropped onto his hip.  Then screamed and kicked at the nearest table, releasing a shout of 
pain and frustration like nothing she’d heard before.  His fist slammed back into the cupboard-
lined side of another lab table, accompanied by another harsh yell.  She flinched, expecting a third 
attack, but he twisted away from her, bracing one elbow on his knee, and dropping his forehead 

into his palm.  His other arm curled around his body, almost clutching at his ribs.  Hermione 
shifted onto her knees, unsure what was wrong with him.  In the scintillating, slowly pulsing, 
color-shifting light of the adimeresphere on the table and the oil braziers in their chandeliere-
chains, his black hair looked greasier than ever.  His silhouette starker and harder.  For a long 
moment, the light was the only thing that moved.  It was only when a shudder ran through him, his 
breath hitching even as he struggled to control it, that she realized what he was doing. 
 
He was crying. 
 
Chapter XII. 
 
Hermione didn’t know what to do.  She’d expected everything and anything from the man huddled 
in front of her.  Anger, rage, disdain, sarcasm, and more recently, tenderness, lust, humor, and a 
near-boundless depth of passion.  Intelligence, determination, caution…but not grief.  Not this 
wracking grief, born of some pain lodged so deep, he struggled against it just to conceal it from 
her. 
 
All she could think of to do was to hold him.  To try and assuage some of his pain, to soothe it in 
the arms of someone who cared for him.  To let him know he didn’t have to suffer alone.  Shifting 
forward, she reached out, hesitated, and carefully wrapped her arms around the parts of his body 
still covered in fabric.  He flinched, as she expected him to, his breath catching and his shoulders 
shaking again, but she very carefully did not touch any of her flesh to his skin  Resting her cheek 
on his back, Hermione embraced him.  Letting him feel her support of him, her caring for him, 
without the invasion of his private misery that would have come with the touch of skin on skin. 
 
He tried to shove her away, to make sure she didn’t share what he was thinking.  She expected 
that, too, and didn’t let him succeed.  Hermione didn’t hold him tight; she just let him push her 
arms away, pushing against her sleeves, then brought them back around him again as soon as he 
let go, adding a soft shh as she cradled him a little closer. 
 
He tried to push her away again, a rough sound of protest escaping his throat, and their hands met, 
his thumb catching on the bared flesh of her wrist.  Stilling his efforts, the moment their minds 
meshed  Two things happened, then:  his grief broke free under the gossamer weight of the 
compassion she held for him in her heart and mind, emerging as gasping sobs, his composure 
utterly gone; and with its breaking, a welter of impressions, memories, thoughts poured through 
her like a jug being dumped into a basin, sloshing over the sides as she tried to take it all in, to 
understand what he was remembering. 
 
…His father, beating his mother.  Berating her, yelling at her.  His father, picking on 
him, telling him he wasn’t good enough, would never be good enough, for the family 
name.  The excitement, the exhilaration of that letter stating he’d been accepted for 
Hogwarts as a boy, followed by the loneliness of trying to find a place to sit on the train 
where the other occupants would welcome him.  Hearing the laughter of the boys he 
would later come to know as James and Sirius, and the way their gazes had slanted to 
him, and away again with a rude-sounding laugh, as if he were the butt of some joke.  
The wonder of entering the school, the whispers among the other first-years, wondering 
which House they would be sorted into.  The lecture from one of the professors—long 
enough ago that McGonagall was a junior teacher, and not yet assigned this role—of 
what each of the four Houses tended to look for in the Sorting.  Hufflepuff, for the 

 53



steadfast.  Ravenclaw, for the smart.  Gryffindor, for the brave.  Slytherin, for the 
powerful. 
 
He’d wanted to be brave, but he’d wanted to be powerful, too.  Brave enough to stand 
up to his father, a pureblooded wizard who’d resented his long lineage being virtually 
his only inheritance.  Powerful, too.  Powerful enough to face off against his father, to 
protect his mother from his father’s abuse.  As they’d stood there for a few minutes 
more, he remembered how one of the boys who’d later prove himself a Slytherin through 
and through, Lucius, had asked the young Severus if his surname was Snape.  When he’d 
said yes, Lucius had murmured something about him being worthy of knowing, of 
hoping they’d continue to associate.  There had been a flavor of acceptance in the pale-
haired boy’s words that he’d never known, before.  His older self wept for that moment, 
knowing what only time and bitter experience had taught him, but in that hour, he had 
only known a rush of gratitude for the other boy being willing to make friends with him. 
 
And then, the bitterest memory of all, the memory he’d stuffed deep down inside, buried beneath 
that hated phrase for so many years, House Rivalry… 
 
The Sorting Hat. 
 
He’d done his best to block this one particular memory out, had succeeded well enough that he 
could sit at the Head Table year after year, applauding those who were picked for his own House, 
but it came pouring back through him now, through both of them.  The Sorting Hat, when he’d 
been a brand-new first-year boy.  Hearing Snape, Severus called out.  Walking trembling towards 
the stool, sitting down, and flinching with worry as the hat came down on his head. 
 
“Hmm…an interesting choice.  I don’t get too many like you…  You’ve got a real mix of 
ideas in your head, you do.  Ambition, courage, a deep capacity for loyalty, and a great 
thirst for power…  Which would you like to be?  Gryffindor?  Or Slytherin?” 
 
All he could think of was, Malfoy, Lucius, being picked for Slytherin, the boy who’d talked to him.  
All he could think of were the two boys who’d laughed on the train and looked away, as if he were 
no one.  Boys who were sitting with the students already picked for Gryffindor. 
 
 Slytherin. 
 
“…Are you sure?  You have such potential within you—you could be a great Gryffindor, worthy of 
that House in so many ways, and all that it stands for…” 
 
Slytherin!  I want to be in Slytherin! 
 
“Are you absolutely sure?” 
 
Yes, I’m sure!  They like me, in Slytherin!  …At least, that one boy had.  That one boy, who’d 
offered to be his friend. 
 
“As you wish…though I hope you’ll remember that this was your choice…  SLYTHERIN!” 
 
And that was the moment, the very moment, when the nightmare truly began. 
 

[—I could’ve been in Gryffindor!] 
 
The anguished wail cut right through her heart.  Now Hermione knew why he’d flinched, when 
she’d quipped that Gryffindors were ‘picked’ for their courage.  He’d had the chance to be picked 
for his courage, too, and had chosen otherwise.  Had chosen wrong, grievously wrong with the 
painful clarity of decades of hindsight.  She’d pricked right through the old scar-tissue he’d built 
up over his memories, with that one, unwitting comment…and because they’d been tied together 
in the absolute truth of Veritamoria, he hadn’t been able to deny its effect, though he’d done his 
best to rebury it. 
 
She could sense his sub-thoughts, that he’d done everything he could to prove to himself and his 
House that his choice had been right…but the truth could not be denied.  And her own words, 
about being House-conscious, about screwing over his chance to be friends with James Potter 
instead of dreaded school-age enemies, those words had sliced right through the scarring on his 
heart, cutting the old wound open again, right down to the naked bone. 
 
Leaving him crying in her arms, twisting to press against her, to bury his face and his shame in her 
shoulder.  Tears smeared damply from his cheekbone to her throat.  Hermione shifted her position, 
scooting a little more sideways so she could lean up against the lab table behind them, cradling 
him closer.  Letting him cry against her, she held him, rocked him as if he were only half her age, 
instead of twice it.  Not a single condemnation filled even a speck of her thoughts, though she 
knew one of his sub-thoughts quested for it, probed for signs of her censure.  With what he had 
shown her, of a lonely young boy searching for a friend, she understood why he’d chosen as he’d 
done.  Without him telling her a single thing about the catalyst for a later, equally momentous 
choice he’d made, she knew he’d summoned his untapped potential for Gryffindor-sized courage, 
and used it to abandon Voldemort for Dumbledore. 
 
And she knew, instinctively, that Dumbledore had known which House the young Severus could 
have chosen all those years ago, and wanted to choose now, if he could have only been given the 
choice all over again. 
 
She knew why Dumbledore had told him about these rooms, hidden behind the weary carving of 
the warrior-wizard on that dungeon wall.  Why the Chamber of Reflection was a most apt location 
for the residence of a man who’d reflected on his mistakes for much of his adult life.  And she 
knew, though Severus hadn’t known it until the sub-though raced through her mind, almost as 
strong as a verbalized thought, why the very existence of Harry Potter in Gryffindor bothered him 
so much. 
 
Hermione knew that Harry had also been given a choice while under the Sorting Hat.  He’d only 
discussed it with her once, shortly after the Chamber of Secrets had been revealed and Tom 
Riddle’s diary-borne ghost defeated.  He, too, had been given the choice of Gryffindor versus 
Slytherin…and he, Harry, had picked Gryffindor.  Making the right choice, for him. 
 
Rage boiled inside of Severus, at that revelation.  Impotent rage, furious rage, jealous rage.  
Hermione made shushing noises, soothing noises, stroking his brow as she quickly thought at him.  
{No, no—don’t be angry!  It’s not your fault.  You though Lucius would be your friend.  You 
thought James and Sirius were snubbing  you.  Harry met up with Draco, who proved himself a 
snob, then he met up with Ron, who proved himself a friend. 
 
{Yes, things turned out all wrong and backwards for you…but if you hadn’t gone into Slytherin, 
you wouldn’t now be in a position to strike at the heart of the Death Eaters’ organization!  Yes, 
you made mistakes, out of ignorance, and arrogance, and pride, but you made up for it, and so 
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much more, when you gathered your courage and changed your fate—you are a Gryffindor, 
Severus!  I swear it upon everything that I know!} 
 
A sound escaped him, at that fervent declaration.  It was half groan, half cry, and it was followed 
by a fresh spate of tears.  But since it was the truth, the absolute Veritamoria truth, this time his 
tears were not so much a soul-deep anguish as a soul-deep release.  And though her position still 
made her back ache somewhat uncomfortably, she didn’t move other than to gently rock him.  
Didn’t speak, other than to soothe him with soft, understanding noises.  Didn’t leave him, nor let 
the faith she felt in his true nature fade from the surface of her mind. 
 
After a long while, when his tears had subsided for some time, when the surface of his mind was 
so quiet, she thought he was asleep, Hermione gingerly shifted her weight a little.  Her right 
buttock, squashed against the floor from her angle and the press of his weight, had gone painfully, 
numbly asleep—an odd combination of sensations, pain and and numbness rolled into one.  She 
didn’t want to wake the man in her arms, but she couldn’t stand sitting like this for much longer— 
 
[I’m awake.] 
 
{Oh.  I didn’t wake you, did I?} 
 
[No.  I just didn’t want to think.] 
 
{Ah.  I can understand that,}  she ventured cautiously. 
 
[Stop bloody tiptoeing around me,]  he muttered.  [It doesn’t work, mind-to-mind.  I can hear your 
sub-thoughts like a herd of elephants tromping about in the distance.] 
 
His mental imagery caused a soft sound a few steps short of a laugh to escape.  Smiling in spite of 
herself, Hermione pressed a kiss to his lank, greasy hair.  {Then I’ll not tip-toe.  You’re a bloody 
complicated man, Severus Snape.  One I’m rather glad I’m coming to know.} 
 
A sub-thought started to rise into sensing range, but he quelled it, deliberately thinking of nothing 
at all.  Hermione didn’t pursue that thought, letting him keep what privacy he could, bound 
together in mental intimacy as they were.  Finally, he drew in a breath and let it out in a gusty 
sigh.  […Alright, already; I’ll move.  I can feel your bloody buttock complaining, even without 
any actual thoughts in your head.] 
 
She smiled again, and helped right him enough that he could rise to his feet.  Bracing one hand on 
the table behind her, he leaned down and offered her the other one.  Accepting it, Hermione let 
him help pull her to her feet.  It was a good thing he held onto her, for she staggered as soon as she 
tried to put weight on her right leg, which had gone numb past the knee.  He caught her close, 
hesitated in uncertainty, then closed his eyes and pulled her into an embrace, enfolding her in his 
arms. 
 
[Thank you, Hermione.] 
 
For all of the sub-thoughts that accompanied that deceptively simple thank-you, she murmured 
back,  {You’re welcome, Severus…  Now, would you like to work some more on our mystery 
potion, or turn in for the night and get some sleep?} 
 
He hesitated, his arms still and his body tensing slightly, but the thought escaped him anyway.  [I 
want to sleep.  Alone.] 

“Alright.”  Disengaging gently, she cupped his jaw, reached up on her toes, and pressed a soft, 
understanding kiss to his lips.  Dropping back to her heels, she lowered her arm again.  A smile to 
reassure him, and she turned to leave.  He trailed after her, pausing only to extinguish the oil 
braziers and close the lid on the adimeresphere box before following her back to the living room. 
 
It was only when she reached up to take a pinch from the Floo pot that he spoke.  “Hermione?” 
 
Lid in one hand, the other reaching towards the contents, she turned to look over her shoulder.  
“Yes?” 
 
Indecision creased his brow with worry for a moment.  But only for a moment. 
 
“…Not alone.” 
 
Her heart thumped, missing a beat with a tangible ache.  Turning back to the mantle, she resettled 
the lid, the powder inside undisturbed.  Joining him, but not touching him, the two of them 
retreated down the other hall to his bedroom.  Without words, they both removed their clothes, one 
on each side of his bed.  Hermione used the lavatory first, then crawled into the bed to wait for 
him.  When he came back, he stopped at the foot of the bed for a moment, one hand resting on the 
carved, twisted pillar of the four-poster. 
 
“I’m still a Slytherin,”  he murmured, staring down at her, sitting up in his bed as she was with the 
covers pulled up over her bare breasts. 
 
“I know.” 
 
“I can’t be a…a Gryffindor.”  It wasn’t an easy thing for him to admit, she could tell.  Not because 
he couldn’t be one, but to say out loud, or at least imply, that he wanted to be one.  That was the 
part that was hard. 
 
“Perhaps not in public,”  she agreed slowly, admiring his courage as she thought through the 
matter for herself.  “But it doesn’t really matter what you are in public, does it?  It’s what you are 
inside that counts.”  At his soft frown, she added in example,  “I mean, you bear the mark of a 
Death Eater on your arm, yet you spy for Dumbledore.  Most people consider you to be cold, 
cruel, and utterly unpleasant, yet I’ve found you to be warm, gentle, kind and compassionate.  I 
know which one’s the real you.  The one you’d be if the circumstances in your life let you be.”  
She shrugged, circling her upraised knees with her arms.  “Those circumstances are still there, and 
it’d be sheer suicide right now for you to let your real self show…but that doesn’t deny who you 
really are, deep down inside.” 
 
His jawline firmed, his brows lowering, though not quite into a full scowl.  “Hermione, I am still 
the cold-hearted bastard that I have always been.  Don’t pretend that it’s not a part of my 
personality.  I’ve lived too long as the man that I’ve become for it to be otherwise.” 
 
“Then I won’t pretend.  But neither will I deny all your better qualities, for all they’re half-
smothered under the worse ones,”  she told him dryly.  Lifting her arms, she held out her hands.  
“Come to bed, Severus.  Let me hold you for tonight, and let yourself be held.  By someone who 
has absolute faith in you, both your bad and your good.  You will feel better for it, I promise you.” 
 
Releasing the pillar, he came to her.  She made room for him in the center of his bed, adjusting her 
position so that he could rest against her, cuddle with her, in the center of the soft, thick 
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featherbed.  Pillowing his head on her shoulder, he closed his eyes.  And both of them did their 
best to not think, or at least not think hard, as the night wore through. 
 
Chapter XIII. 
 
Something crinkled, as he woke.  Severus frowned, his head thick, his eyes gritty, trying to place 
the sound in his sleep-muzzed mind.  It crinkled again as he lifted his head, peering across the bed.  
A folded piece of parchment lay under his elbow, half-rumpled where he’d hugged the pillow next 
to him.  Trying to hold someone who wasn’t there anymore. 
 
Hermione—oh, god, last night… 
 
Closing his eyes, Severus wished away the world with all his might.  Naturally, with all the 
perversiveness of his life, the world did not oblige.  And the damned parchment was poking a 
crease into his forearm, with a lump near his elbow that felt like a daub of sealing-wax.  Sighing, 
he freed the letter and rolled onto his back.  The seal was daubed with a bit of his own black wax, 
marked with nothing more than a thumbprint.  Hers, no doubt.  Cracking it open, he flicked away 
a stray bit of sealing wax that had fallen onto his chest, and unfolded the paper, misgiving warring 
with curiosity. 
 
‘Severus, 
 
I had the feeling you might get all uptight and defensive about last night, thinking it was a horrid 
mistake.  I know you never meant to reveal that part of yourself to me, and I didn’t think you’d feel 
up to facing me in the light of day.  I won’t tell anyone, I promise; it’s your business, and no one 
else’s.  I do want you to know I still think you’re both a courageous man of great potential and 
fortitude, and a cold-hearted bastard who’ll probably want to kill my best friend as soon as you 
can warm up your largest cauldron and hunt him down. 
 
Don’t worry about Harry.  I’ll ream him up one side and down the other for both of us.  You might 
not believe it, but I’ve normally been the one trying to make those two behave and see reason—I 
usually end up tagging along for ‘damage control’ duty, with rare exception.  Maybe I’ll 
Transfigure my wand into a lump hammer, and have a more thorough discussion on Obeying the 
Rules with the boys, this time… 
 
I also knew I had to get up and leave before everyone else was due to wake up.  At least I’m the 
only one in my particular dorm-room for the holidays, but I’m not the only girl in Gryffindor, and 
I’m still the Head Girl, which means I have to pay some attention to my duties.  There’s a group 
that wanted to go into Hogsmeade today, and Professor Sprout, Professor McGonagall, Professor 
Flitwick, and Professor Mistral all said they’d play chaperone, but they expect me to go along to 
help ride herd—this was all planned before our last Hogsmeade weekend, and since the others 
would be sorely disappinted by its cancellation, I convinced the teachers to go ahead with it, 
anyway.  Not that I’m looking forward to returning to the scene of my kidnapping, mind you, but I 
won’t let my fears stop me from having a good time.  And I think the boys are determined to 
chaperone me as well—so I’ll have an opportunity to bash their heads in a few times about 
discretion and keeping their noses out of certain other people’s business.  They won’t be able to 
walk away, out of sheer guilt. 
 
Anyway, I should be back by suppertime.  I’ll be telling everyone that I’ll be studying in my room 
from eight to late tonight, so if you want to get back to work on that coppery Vigo potion, I’ll be 
available.  Sneer at me once in the halls for yes, twice for no. 

 
Hermione. 
 
P.S.  Don’t forget to burn the letter.’ 
 
A sound escaped him, somewhere between a snort and a laugh.  It was accompanied by something 
between a grimace and a smile.  How was it this young woman was so capable of roiling his 
emotions, like a cauldron set over a too-hot fire?  Lifting his free hand to his temple, Severus 
rubbed at his forehead, trying to convince the headache lodged inside to go away.  A glance at the 
clock on the mantel beyond the foot of the bed showed it was late, already eleven o’clock.  If he 
got up now, he’d have time to shower, shave, and dress for luncheon in the Great Hall— 
 
Searing pain stabbed through his left forearm.  Grimacing in silent agony, Severus clutched at the 
Mark, dark and burning where it lay etched permanently under his flesh.  Throbbing with the 
particularly sharp ache that said Voldemort was summoning him, Severus, by name. 
 
Damned basilisk-snogging bastard!  Gritting his teeth, Severus rolled out of the bed. The ache 
subsided, but stayed throbbing, a reminder that he’d better not try to avoid the summons.  It was a 
Sunday, it was the holidays, and his duties shouldn’t be too pressing for him to Apparate.  
Nevermind that he had a mountain of test scrolls to wade through before the start of the new year. 
 
Fighting down the pain, he mastered his expression into its usual cold disdain, and strode as 
calmly as he could for the shower.  He did hurry through his morning routine, donning another of 
his somewhat old-fashioned, black woolen suits.  Tucking his Death Eater’s mask into a pocket in 
his cloak, he draped the black folds over his arm, and walked, calmly and unhurriedly, up the 
stairs of his apartment and out to the nearest exit.  For once, he didn’t have to report to Albus; that 
had been covered at Thursday night’s meeting, the advent of Severus being summoned to the 
Dread Lord’s side without Hermione. 
 
It was a good thing he had the excuse that she’d gone off to Hogsmeade in the company of so 
many teachers, this time; he hadn’t had a chance to talk to her yet about what misinformation the 
Order had decided to share with their enemies.  Locking that thought carefully away—it wouldn’t 
do to give the Serpentine Slime advanced warning of what was planned for him and his 
followers—Severus slipped out a side door at ground level near the back of the school, and walked 
down the slope.  The air was cold enough that his breath steamed, and he was tempted to don the 
cloak, but its cowled hood was a little distinctive.  Refraining, he marched past Hagrid’s hut, past 
the edge of the Forbidden Forest, all the way down to the back gate.  It wasn’t used very often by 
students or staff, but it was one of the fastest ways to get off the school grounds relatively unseen. 
 
As soon as he was beyond the edge of the anti-Apparation zone that cloaked the school and made 
it Unplottable, Severus shook out and donned the cloak.  His heart thumped erratically for a 
moment as he slipped the mask from its pocket.  Bracing himself, he donned the silvery thing, 
drew his wand, and touched the tattoo-like Mark on his arm, a skull with a tongue that formed a 
rearing, vicious-looking serpent.  A bit pretentious, but then lots of things about Tom Marvolo 
Riddle, Lord Voldemort, were overblown and pretentious. 
 
And dangerous. 
 
There was one convenience to the Mark; he didn’t have to know where to Apparate.  He only had 
to concentrate on Apparating, and the Mark would pull him there, like releasing the hook of a 
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bungee cord drawn tight.  Unfortunately, that also meant he didn’t know where he was Apparating 
to, most of the time. 
 
The instant of disorientation burst around him, then faded.  Leaving him standing in a familiar 
place, the graveyard where Harry had faced down Voldemort in the flesh, and that student, Cedric 
Diggory, had lost his life.  There were only a handful of Death Eaters at hand, including the other 
turncoat in the Dread Lord’s service, Peter Pettigrew, who had betrayed James and Lily Potter to 
their doom.  Ignoring the odious, silver-armed rat, Severus approached the slit-nostriled man who 
had summoned him.  Dropping to one knee, he lifted the hem of Voldemort’s robe and kissed it.  
In that moment, as Voldemort reached out and touched his thoughts, Severus was nothing more 
and nothing less than a loyal Death Eater, a pureblooded wizard with a disdain for Muggles and a 
disgust for Mudbloods. 
 
“Severus.  So glad you could come,”  the Dread Lord murmured.  “We have been expecting you.  
But you have disappointed Us.  Where is the Mudblood girl?” 
 
“In Hogsmeade, Master.  Chaperoning several of the other students, under the supervision of four 
other teachers.  The trip was planned long ago, and I could conceive of no plausible means to get 
her to stay behind long enough to Apparate for your pleasure, Master.” 
 
Voldemort hmmed.  He studied the bent head of his masked, cowled servant for a few moments, 
then pressed suddenly, sharply, burrowing into Severus’ mind.  “Tell me the secrets she has 
learned!” 
 
The full weight of Voldemort’s mind bore down against Severus’, for the wizard had little sense of 
subtlety these days, at least not where his followers were concerned.  There were none to be 
found, within the carefully layered illusions Occlumencied though his mind.  No secrets, no 
agendas, no tricks or traps waiting to be laid.  Voldemort pressed more sharply, until Severus felt 
his head would split open and be mashed for its juice just like a pumpkin.  The bastard finally 
withdrew, disappointed. 
 
“It…has only been two weeks, my Master,”  Snape ventured, breathing unsteadily as he sought to 
mitigate the migraine the interrogation had caused.  His ramparts were battered, but the illusion 
had not broken.  “The Mudblood brat and her friends have still been recovering from her attack, 
and are being overly cautious.” 
 
“The boy,”  Voldemort hissed.  “Where is he?  In Hogsmeade?” 
 
“I’m not certain, Master; I think he may have been given a detention by Professor Higgins, though 
I could be mistaken.  He will either be in Hogsmeade, under the watchful eyes of the witches and 
wizards there, or at Hogwarts, under the watchful eye of Dumbledore,”  Snape improvised, 
carefully avoiding all hint of her letter, and the truth that had been written in that letter.  “It will 
take time to cultivate Gryffindor’s secret little whore into betraying the Potter brat’s weaknesses, 
but I believe it will be worth it.” 
 
“And how progresses the Mudblood slut?”  Voldemort asked, though he’d read some of the 
encounters Severus had carefully scripted in his mind. 
 
“I have managed to work it so that she does not realize that when she is under my touch, she is 
under my spell, Master.  She does not even remember our…encounters.  I am careful to eradicate 
the traces of them from both her body and mind.” 
 

“Good.  We have been patient before, and We will continue to be patient.  For now.”  The pallid, 
serpentine wizard narrowed his eyes in sudden thought.  “You have been taking precautions to 
make sure your bloodline remains pure, We trust?” 
Snape looked up at him, putting equal doses of contempt and disgust in his voice.  “Breed with a 
Mudblood?  Whose parents are…dentists,”  he sneered, recalling what little he knew of 
Hermione’s family,  “cleaning people’s teeth for their living?  No, Master,”  Severus stated with 
all the Occlumencied sincerity he could muster, feeling once again the weight of Voldemort’s 
Legilimencied thoughts pressing down on his, searching for the truth.  “Even if she were 
pureblood-born, Hermione Granger is not worthy of joining the Snape family tree.  Trust me, I 
have taken the appropriate measures to ensure she will never breed with me.” 
 
“Good.  Before the end of the holidays, We will summon you again.  Make an effort to ensure that 
the slut-witch is free to accompany you, next time.  We would have suitable entertainment for Our 
Death Eaters to enjoy while celebrating this…festive…season.” 
 
“I will do my best, Master.”  Bowing as he backed up, knowing a dismissal when he heard one—
grateful to hear his dismissal in the Odious Bastard’s tone—Severus bowed himself out of range, 
focused his mind, and Apparated back to the edge of the school grounds.  Removing the mask, he 
tucked it back into his robes.  Tonight, he would have to meet with Hermione.  Not only to 
continue their work on the coppery Aqua Vigo potion, but to remind her that their next 
‘performance’ was coming soon. 
 
Chapter XIV. 
 
“So that’s the trick we’re going to play,”  Hermione murmured, studying her teacher.  Her brow 
pinched softly.  “It doesn’t seem like much.” 
 
“The first of several,”  Severus reminded her.  “We will drop tiny hints along the way, like the 
proverbial white pebbles in Hansel and Gretel, leading him subtly to the place we want him to go.” 
 
“I hope they don’t turn out to be bread crumbs,”  she muttered, lifting a hand to rub at her 
forehead.  “Alright…  How do I plant this one in my head?  It’s a bit more fabrication than the lies 
you told the git during that first encounter.” 
 
“I’ll help you envision the scenario,”  he promised her, lifting his slender, callused fingers to her 
temple.  [Close your eyes, and allow me to help you build an image of the scenario you will have 
‘seen’.  Stimulate your thoughts.  Include scents as well as sights and sounds. Textures.  We will 
run through the artificial memory several times, practice sessions, until it feels ‘natural’.  Are you 
comfortable?] 
 
Hermione opened her eyes to slits, considering the question.  {…No, I’m not.} 
 
Her sub-thought arched one of his brows, but Severus complied, turning to lean into the arm of the 
faded blue couch.  Hitching up the hem of his robes, he propped one leg against the back of the 
couch, giving her the room to twist and settle between his thighs, leaning back against his chest.  
He hadn’t bothered to take off his professorial robes because the skies had cleared at 
midafternoon, heralding a horridly cold front pouring out of the northlands.  Even with both fires 
blazing, his sub-dungeon home was too cold for either of them to shed their robes.  [Hitch up a 
little higher, woman—no, wait, let me accio a pillow for my lower back, first.] 
 
She accio’d the pillow for him.  He tucked it behind the small of his back, shifted himself, then 
helped her hitch herself into position.  She surprised him by flicking her wand, widening the settee 
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by a double handspan.  A tug of her hand urged his left leg up along the outside of hers, and 
another flick and accio fetched the sheepskin from the floor.  A muttered mundic, and the dirt 
puffed out of it, winging its way into the near fireplace to burn.  Draping the soft-wooled skin over 
their laps, she settled back against his chest. 
 
They weren’t in direct, skin-on-skin contact, but he could hear her sigh with his ears as she 
relaxed, and watched her eyelashes drop to her cheeks as she closed her eyes.  Content and 
comfortable in his arms.    He hesitated a moment, flexing his fingers—trying to convince himself 
his fingers were cold and needed warming, first—then reached up and cupped either side of her 
face.  And couldn’t stop the thought that crossed his mind, though he’d tried not to think of 
anything like it at all.  [So bloody soft, like sueded silk.  Yet your complexion looks like 
porcelain…save for a couple spots at the hairline.] 
 
{Oh, god, Severus!  First you flatter a girl, then you point out the fact that she has acne?}  She 
twisted her head to scowl up at him.  {Maybe I should make you romance me, as a part of my 
potions project!  I could grade you on whether you succeed or fail!} 
 
Her vitriol made him laugh.  Her irritation faded, and suddenly Severus realized just how beautiful 
she was.  Not because she was young and unwrinkled, with teeth reshaped to perfection by Poppy 
Pomfrey, a pleasingly oval face, well-defined cheekbones, a smooth forehead and a cute chin, but 
because she was beautiful.  [I never realized how much of true beauty sprang from one’s soul…] 
 
{Severus…} 
 
He blinked off his reaction, firmly stifling his thoughts.  [We’re getting side-tracked; we have 
business to attend to, not the Veritamoria.  Close your eyes, relax, and let’s build the memory of 
that conversation, shall we?] 
 
{Of course…} 
 
[That’s one of the things I’m coming to like about you, Hermione,]  Snape couldn’t help adding as 
a last aside.  [You’ve got a truly disciplined mind, when you put your mind to it.] 
 
{‘When I put my mind to it…’  Really, Sevy, I thought you were above such puns.} 
 
[Perhaps I spoke hastily, Hermy dear,]  he murmured back.  Teasing her.  He dipped his head 
forward, resting his chin against her cheek.  [Come, let’s concentrate on the image we need to 
build.  Where would be the most likely place for this kind of conversation to take place?] 
 
{The common room.  In the evening—tonight, in fact—while I’m studying and Ron and Harry are 
playing chess.  God knows I’ve seen them doing that nearly a thousand times, in the past six-plus 
years.  Though I’m not convinced it has to be rats.  He’s never been bothered by rats, and I don’t 
see what a fear of them would do to help defeat Voldemort.} 
 
[Pettigrew lives, and he’s a rat-Animagus,]  Severus pointed out.  And sighed.  [Damn, I wish I’d 
known he lived, that night in the Shrieking Shack.  I was too blind with my anger to see what was 
true, and what was right in front of my face, back then.] 
 
Her hands came up, arms crossing over her robed chest as she used them to give his own hands a 
sort of hug against her cheeks.  {If you had, every thing would’ve turned out very different.  After 
my experiences with the Time-Turner, I know we can’t go into the past to change such momentous 
events.  I never wanted Sirius to die, mind you, and if I could’ve prevented it at the time, I’d have 

given everything I could to keep him from vanishing like that.  But though it’s torn out Harry’s 
heart and stomped all over it, we all had to play our parts.  Four years ago, two years ago…last 
year…  I have to believe there’s a purpose to the things we suffer.} 
 
[The eternal optimism of a Gryffindor?]  he asked.  [There.  I managed to say Gryffindor without 
being snide, or having it hurt like hell—Merlin’s Balls!]  he swore in the next mental breath.  [I 
keep forgetting that any strong thought I have, I end up sharing with you.] 
 
{You could always take your hands off my face,}  Hermione reminded him. 
 
[You could always take your hands off my hands,]  he reminded her.  Neither moved.  Severus 
closed his eyes.  [ Discipline…discipline…   Alright.  You don’t have to know yet why Harry needs 
to be ‘afraid’ of rats.  It’s sufficient to have him mention that he’s afraid of them, for now.  And no 
improvisations about Pettigrew.  Not yet.  At least, not in this particular memory.  We’ll work on 
the other layers and memories in other sessions.] 
 
{Stop babbling, and let me exercise my imagination,}  she chided him, eyes closed and attention 
turned inward. 
 
Somehow, they managed to concentrate.  It took them a little while to set the memory, run through 
it a couple times to cement it, but not so many times that it would feel ‘rehearsed’.  When he was 
satisfied with their progress, Severus had her stop and leave the artificial memory alone, to give it 
enough time and distance to fade a little, like most memories did.  They’d argued a bit over how to 
present the information, but in the end Severus had bowed to her expert knowledge of the other 
two, and their most likely actions and reactions. 
 
A glance at the clock on the mantel showed him it was nine o’clock.  Half an hour had passed.  
Not bad work, for mental work.  [This sort of exercise often takes longer, when you’re first 
learning how to do it.  You really do have a disciplined mind—pun intended—when you put your 
mind to it.] 
 
{Thank you.  Shall we work on the Vigo potion?} 
 
[Why not?  The lab will be cold, though,]  he warned her.  [There’s too many dangerous 
substances to risk bringing the sheepskin.] 
 
“Why not?  It’s only a sheepskin,”  she pointed out as he helped her to sit up, losing flesh-contact 
for a moment. 
 
“Because it comes all the way from New Zealand.  It was a gift from a colleague whom I helped 
out, a fellow Potions Master, sending him certain local potions ingredients he couldn’t get and 
guarantee their freshness through another, more commercial means.  Professor Steve Zims, at the 
KIWI, Kingsborough International Wizardry Institute.  Sort of like Hogwarts, save that they only 
teach six years’ worth of magic, not seven.” 
 
“International?”  Hermione asked, letting him take the sheepskin and flick it back onto the floor in 
front of the lefthand hearth, before following him as he moved, not to the lefthand door, but to the 
right, padding into the hallway that led to the bedrooms. 
 
“They teach most of the witch and wizard children that come from many of the regional South 
Pacific isles.  Not that there are all that many, but there are a few of them.  The sheepskin was a 
thank-you.  He also sent a rather good recipe for snickerdoodles,”  Severus added absently, 
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entering his bedchamber.  “I understand they’re a Muggle biscuit.  American origin, I think.  I’m 
not certain.  My grandmother made them, though the way she told it, they were a wizarding treat.”  
Opening the closet, he rooted through the robes and cloaks hung on the rod.  “I passed his version 
to the house-elves, and they were a baking success.”  He paused thoughtfully, then looked over his 
shoulder at her as he pulled down a black robe lined with dark grey rabbit fur.  “…I just realized 
it’s been about five years since I last tasted one.  I shall have to speak to the house elves and 
rectify that.” 
 
“Please do,”  Hermione agreed.  “My parents, being dentists, were never much for sweets around 
the house, but my great-aunt made snickerdoodles.  I loved the contrasts between the cinnamon, 
sugar, and baking soda.  She always told me that you could put baking powder into many things as 
a milder-flavored rising agent, but not a well-made snickerdoodle.  Those had to have the soda, to 
taste right.” 
 
“Put this on,”  Severus directed her, holding out the robe to her.  “It should keep you reasonably 
warm.” 
 
“Tell that to me when I have to wear those stupid school skirts,”  she muttered, trading her student 
robe for the fur-lined one.  She fingered the fur lining a little wistfully, as he helped button it down 
her front—it was a robe of Severus Snape’s, and that meant a gazillion tiny buttons.  “When I was 
younger, and quite a bit more idealistic, I tried to be a vegetarian, protesting that we shouldn’t eat 
animals, or wear their fur.  But then Professor Sprout showed us that even Muggle plants have 
actual feelings, and pointed out that vegetarians who refused to eat meat on the grounds they were 
killing living creatures were still hurting and harming and killing creatures, that I realized one 
could be cruel to a plant as surely as one could be cruel to an animal.  I almost starved, then.” 
 
“You don’t look starved to me, now,”  he observed, buttoning up the neck of the oversized 
garment.  Frowning softly, he tilted his head, then fetched out his wand and tapped it.  The 
garment changed shape, though not its stark black-and-grey coloring.  The Transfiguring was 
subtle, a reshaping to fit her a little better.  “There.  An old-fashioned houppelande.  It looks good 
on you.”  He paused, then touched his wand to the underside of her chin in what he knew she 
would take as a semi-threat at best.  “Tell anyone that I took an interest in sartorial charms, and I 
will guarantee you’ll regret it.” 
 
Hermione shifted over slightly to look at the mirror hung on the wall between closet and bureau.  
Her image preened itself slightly, fussing over the velvety-napped wool, flicking away a small ball 
of lint.  “What, and let everyone know you can tailor a garment with the best of them?  I’m not the 
kind of girl who gives away her fashion secrets, Severus.” 
 
“Good.  Warm enough?”  he asked her. 
 
“I should hope.  Can you do something about the sleeves, though?”  she asked him, lifting the 
floor-length, uniformly jagged edges of the dagged hems.  “Something more tight-fitting, so I 
won’t have to worry about knocking over one of your retorts, or catching my sleeve on a pyrotic 
elemental?” 
 
“Of course.”  It took only a moment to make the changes, then they padded back through the suite 
to the laboratory.  The box with the adimeresphere was still on the table.  Severus directed her to 
prepare fresh sample-slides and clean the old ones, while he tickled his way through the complex 
lock on the box. 
 

“Severus…what exactly is an adimeresphere, and what does it do?”  Hermione asked as she rinsed 
the glass rectangles at his sink.  The two Aqua Vigo potions had dried almost as stiff as glue, their 
sparkly colors having slowly died out after a full day’s exposure to the air. 
 
“The adimeresphere reveals all forms of dissemblance, glamour, illusion, falsehood, and hidden 
secrets in its presence,”  he informed her, tracing the patterns of the lock-rings.   “…Bloody 
combination lock changes every bloody day; you have to know the formula to find the key,”  he 
muttered as he worked.  “Ah, here it is.  In specific, the sphere allows the true nature or substance 
of something to be seen within the glow of its radiance.  But the effects of the sphere’s radiance 
dims after a while.  They only last a hundred years or so on average, even with modest use, but as 
they’re devilishly difficult to create, it’s neither easy nor cheap to acquire a replacement. 
 
“Mine was an heirloom in the Snape family vaults, bequeathed to me by a great-uncle with an 
interest in the unseen.  It’s actually one hundred twenty-two years old, which is why that…”  He 
paused, clearly choosing his words with care,  “…why your foolishly misguided friend’s Cloak 
was only a shadow in the air, instead of a fuller manifestation of its hidden truth.” 
 
Hermione, smearing fresh samples on the cleaned and dried slides, wanted to say she was proud of 
his restraint against calling Harry names, but decided it was better for the moment to avoid all 
mention of one admittedly sometimes annoying Boy Who Lived.  She’d had her chance again 
earlier today to impress on Harry that such things as had happened last night were Not Done 
where Professor Severus Snape was concerned.  She kept herself quiet on that topic, giving him 
that much privacy, and instead asked,  “What do you think it will do, when we shine the sphere on 
the potion?  You make it sound sort of like Veritamoria.  Or perhaps more like Veritaserum.” 
 
“It doesn’t quite strip away the capacity for lies in its presence, but I’m hoping we’ll see 
something that will give us a clue as to its true nature.  It is on its last magical legs,”  he reminded 
her, reaching into the box to activate the device again, then paused to pick up the box, carrying it 
over to the microscope.  “Proximity should help the radiant effect.  Prop the microscope up on 
something, so the adimeresphere will shine on the reflector at its base, will you?” 
 
Casting about, Hermione fetched a stack of books from a nearby set of shelves.  Propping the 
microscope on the top of most of them, she clipped the coppery-smeared slide into place as he 
reached into the box, activating the pineapple-sized, faceted gem.  Both of them squinted away 
from the light.  Severus borrowed an inch-thick tome she hadn’t used in the stack, tucking it under 
the edge of the box to allow the radiance to shine on the angled reflector at the base of the 
binocular instrument.  Hermione stepped back, giving him room, and he craned his head at an odd 
angle, gazing into the lenses. 
 
“Strange…  Have a look, Hermione,”  he directed her, straightening and stepping back.  One of his 
hands gestured gracefully, if absently, at the microscope, while his brow pinched in a puzzled 
frown.  “What do you see?” 
 
She had to stand on her toes to get her head at the right, awkward angle.  It took her eyes a 
moment to focus, for a ghostly image blurred and overlaid the sparkling liquid.  The shifting 
colors of the sphere’s light didn’t help.  “I’m…not sure.  It sort of looks like the ghost of an 
animal is hovering in the potion, but I can’t really tell what kind of animal.  Or even if it is an 
animal, and not just some sort of shifting blob.” 
 
“I was hoping you could see it more clearly than I could.  I was afraid of this.  The gem has lost 
too much of its power.”  The usual sardonic edge to his voice was overlaid with a grim sort of 
disappointment. 
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Hermione lifted her head, relieving the strain on her neck and back as she thought.  “…Professor, 
what if we were to concentrate and focus the rest of the sphere’s light?” 
 
Severus arched one brow, the same corner of his mouth twitching up slightly.  “’Professor’?  
When did we dispense with the informalities between us in private, Miss Granger?” 
 
“I just…got caught back up in the classroom-like air of our task,”  she shrugged, feeling her 
cheeks heat with a blush.  Determined to get past her embarrassment—which he was shamelessly 
enjoying, smirking at her—she forged on with her idea.  “I mean, the Muggle laws of physics can 
still apply, even in a magical setting.  If we could use an optimus occuluminos spell, that should 
focus all of the adimeresphere’s light on the reflector, and not just whatever rays of light happens 
to fall upon it.  By concentrating what’s left of the sphere’s light, that should concentrate its 
properties.” 
 
“You learned that spell in Arithmancy, didn’t you?”  Severus inquired, recalling where and when 
he had learned it, too.  “Fifth year, right?” 
 
“Yes; Professor Vector did a brilliant job of combining Practical Radiative Magics with Applied 
Geomancy, that year,”  she praised the other instructor, sharing her remembered enthusiasm with 
the one standing beside her. 
 
“I’d almost forgotten how interesting that aspect of Arithmancy was,”  he murmured, staring down 
into her light brown eyes.  “I almost went into Geomancy, for my career.  I was fond of 
Topological Magics,”  Severus reminisced.  “We had an exchange student in Ravenclaw House, 
from the Forbidden Univerisity, and he showed me the paper-magics of orgami in exchange for 
tutoring in Potions.”  Warmth kindled in his eyes as he remembered something.  “I plagued James 
Potter and his cronies at a practice one weekend with a swarm of origami frogs hidden in their 
Quidditch robes.  They were…hopping mad about it, as I recall.” 
 
The pun was so bad, and yet so deliciously funny in the image it conjured, Hermione winced and 
laughed at the same time.  “You are a wicked man, Severus Snape!  I wish I’d known you, back 
then.” 
 
“So do I.”  For a moment longer, their gazes held, then he broke it by looking away, around his 
laboratory.  “We’ll need enough prisms to ring the sphere, for the spell.  I think I have enough, 
down here…” 
 
It didn’t take them long to find sufficient numbers of the triangular crystals, though they had to 
scrub the dust of ages from a couple that had been stored on the topmost shelves.  Removing the 
book lifting up one side of the box containing the adimeresphere, Severus adjusted it in the circle 
of prisms.  Hermione adjusted the microscope, removing the stack of books; with the occuluminos 
spell, the light would go where they wanted it to go, and there was no sense in getting a crick in 
their necks if they didn’t need to.  She waited for him to draw his wand and recite the spell, but to 
her surprise, he gestured again with his hand.  Giving her permission to swish-and-flick. 
 
“Shall I do it, then?”  she asked, wanting confirmation. 
 
“This is an aspect of your Potions project,”  he reminded her.  “And, well…you’ve cast the spell 
more recently than I have.” 
 
From the somewhat stiff, formal way he said that, she guessed he wasn’t comfortable admitting 
that his Arithmancy skills were rusty.  Still, she was flattered that he’d unbent enough to be honest 

even without the intertwined pressures of Veritamoria and flesh.  “I’ll give it my best, then.”  
Clearing her throat, she brought her wand out of her sleeve, focused her powers, and proclaimed,  
“Optimus occuluminos!” 
 
A swish over the glowing, scintillating sphere, a flick down to tap the reflector, and all of the light 
radiating around the room snapped into a single, vertical ray.  For a moment, it did its best to 
pierce the stone-carved ceiling overhead, then bent like a sun-bright swan’s neck and struck the 
angled reflector mirror.  Somehow Hermione expected the beam, shining up through the sample 
platform into the microscope lenses, to pierce those lenses and resume its assault on the ceiling.  
But though the eyepieces glowed, there were no corresponding circles of light over their heads. 
 
Severus again gestured at the microscope, letting her have the first look.  She nodded, tucked her 
wand away again, and peered cautiously into the eyepieces.  What she saw made her gasp and lift 
her head, then brought her eyes back down in an almost morbid curiosity.  Her cheeks turned pink, 
then rose, then red as she stared.  Highly curious, Severus touched her arm.  The glazed look in her 
eyes when she lifted her head and stared up at him had little to do with being blinded by the 
brilliant light pouring up through below.  It was a lusty glazed look, not a sun-struck one. 
 
Curious, he nudged her aside and fitted his eyes to the microscope.  There was no need to adjust 
the lenses; what he was was as clear as if it took place before him in broad daylight.  Among the 
coppery, glittering liquid, two figures writhed and intertwined.  They shifted shape, yes, but those 
shapes were quite clear and concise as they revealed the true nature of the potion on the slide. 
 
Two human figures, one male and one female, copulated lustily.  That meant this altered potion 
was an aphrodesiac.  But as he watched, fascinated, they morphed into two animals, one a lion, the 
other a deer, and back again.  They morphed again, into a snake and a lizard, and back.  And 
again, they changed, a steady pulsing, into two terrier-dogs, then back into human form.  Whether 
each figure was in animal form or human form, they maintained their enthusiastic intercourse.  
And the humanoid figures changed, too, first having brown and blond hair respectively, then red 
and black, pale and dark skin, long and short bodies.  When one changed into an eagle and the 
other into a hedgehog, Severus pulled his head back sharply, shaking it briskly as he closed his 
eyes.  Trying to dislodge that awkward image from his mind. 
 
“Did you see…?”  she asked him tentatively 
 
“Animals copulating?  Yes,”  he agreed, pinching the bridge of his nose.  The light from the 
adimeresphere was indeed bright; now that he wasn’t looking into the scope, afterimages danced 
and blurred in his eyes.  “Or rather, humans shifting into animals as they copulated.  I’m almost 
afraid to suggest what that means.” 
 
“Well, either we’ve created a potion that turns you as lusty as an animal when you have sex with 
someone, or we’ve created a combination of aphrodesiac and animorphmagus in liquid form.  The 
ability to actually achieve the physical shape of an animal during copulation,”  Hermione stated, 
seeing no point in tiptoeing around it. 
 
“The latter, I think,”  he agreed on a sigh, reaching into the box to turn off the adimeresphere.  “It 
looked like they were actually changing into the animals in question, having to shift position to 
accommodate their physical and sexual differences.  The question now is, do we take the potion 
and test its results for ourselves?  I saw nothing in its sphere-illuminated essence that would 
suggest it is harmful, physically.” 
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“Just potentially harmful, psychologically.  I mean, would you want to be a pig copulating with a 
giant snail?”  she shuddered as the beam of light winked out.  “That’s a slimy image I swear I did 
not need to see!” 
 
“It couldn’t be worse than the eagle mounting the hedgehog,”  he quipped, mouth curving slightly 
as she gave him an appalled look.  “From behind, no less.” 
 
“That spanking bit we did may have been fun, but I am not into abdominal perforations, yours or 
mine,”  she muttered, rubbing a hand over her face.  A thought occurred to her, lifting her head.  “I 
wonder what sort of animal one turns into?  The morphing suggested that different people would 
take on different forms.” 
 
Severus mulled that one over as he closed the lid of the box with his usual neat, precise 
movements.  “Perhaps there is a way to tell.  I haven’t had the opportunity to study it in depth, 
other than in some of the journals I read on various types of magic around the world, but there is a 
branch of American Shamanism that works with and manifests totems, animal spirit-guides.  It is 
possible that the animal one transforms into is related to this branch of magic; the Shaman Society 
believes that each person has an animal totem within them, that it represents their animal nature.  
Man is an animal, after all,”  he lectured,  “for all we prefer to pretend otherwise.” 
 
A funny expression crossed her face, the struggle between a smile, a wince, and the effort to 
suppress both.  He arched a brow to inquire what she was thinking of, and she quickly looked 
away, blushing.  Intrigued, Severus lifted his hand.  He hovered it next to her cheek, but did not 
actually touch.  When she glanced his way, he gave her a pointed look.  And a warning. 
 
“Either share that thought with me, Hermione, or I will find out what you were thinking for 
myself.” 
 
She blushed even harder.  “I was wondering what sort of animal I would be…and then I was 
wondering if you’d turn out to be a bat, the one that all the students accuse you of being.  You 
can’t blame them,”  she added quickly as his brow pinched in a frown.  “Your robes do flutter out 
like batwings, when you stalk around the halls.  And you do tend to wander around a lot at night.” 
 
“I assure you, Hermione, I have never felt the urge to hang upside down when I sleep, nor do I 
suck blood from my victims.  Grades and House points, yes, but not blood.  Nor do I eat insects 
out of mid-air.  There’s more types of fruit- and insect-eating bats out there than just the ones that 
drink blood,”  he added dryly. 
 
“I know.  But it was a funny thought, and yet a kind of cruel joke,”  she apologized.  “I’m sorry 
about that.  It’s…it’s not always easy to turn away from several years’ worth of bad habits.” 
 
“Such as making fun of your Potions Master,”  he filled in for her.  She looked down, flushed 
again.  His hand, still hanging in the air in front of her face, finally shifted, tucking his forefinger 
under her chin.  [I told you that speaking the truth aloud would leave us with more dignity than a 
lie.  I cannot say that I enjoy the hurtful comments of others, nor the names they may call me, both 
to my face and behind my back, but neither will I deny that I have cultivated the air of something 
as intimidating, frightening, and unsettling as a greasy-haired, black-winged bat of a bastard.  I 
will do whatever is required of me to maintain my many positions, as a professor of unruly, 
ungrateful students, as a spy among the enemy, as the head of House Slytherin, and as whatever 
else I must… 
 

[…Including raping my best and brightest student to save the rest of her sanctity and her life, 
however much I may have loathed myself for it.] 
 
Releasing her from his touch before she could react, he busied himself with putting the prism and 
the adimeresphere box away, working with neat, precise, careful movements.  As if he hadn’t just 
dredged up the moment that had started their unique association.  Hermione, shivering slightly 
under the weight of that absolute, truthful ruthlessness, busied herself with cleaning the slides and 
restoring the microscope to its assigned place.  It was a disturbing shiver; half of it came from 
unease at his ability to be so ruthless…and half of it came from being turned on by the thought of 
what that sheer level of determination could do.  Such as if he ever decided to focus all of his 
attention on her.  Somehow, Hermione didn’t think he had actually done that, quite yet.  He might 
have focused all of his sexual attention on her, but not the rest of his attention.  Not all of himself. 
 
I wonder what he’d be like if he ever truly fell in love with someone…  He’d probably hold 
everything back, if it wasn’t reciprocated,  she decided as he finished putting the last prism away.  
He knows instinctively how strong his passions are, how intense he could be.  How much that 
intensity and passion, allowed to pervade all the aspects of his life, could frighten someone.  And 
somehow, for all his carefully cultivated reputation, he wouldn’t want to hurt the woman he loved 
by stalking her, or subjecting her to his emotions if they weren’t reciprocated.  Or that he would 
be willing to expose those emotions unless he was absolutely certain they would be returned…  A 
stray thought made her smile wistfully.  I certainly can’t see his animal-guide as being as 
innocuous and passionless as a hedgehog.  Prickly, yes, but not innocuous… 
 
“Knut for your thought?”  Severus asked her, interrupting her train of thought.  “Or are you just 
going to stand there and think all night long?” 
 
“It’s not even worth that much, though I think it’s worth a small laugh,”  she dismissed honestly.  
“I was just thinking you’re too intense a man to have a hedgehog as your totem.  Prickly enough, 
but not harmless enough.” 
 
He quirked a brow again. 
 
“You’re a major predator, Severus Snape, like a wolf or a lion.  Hedgehogs aren’t exactly the most 
ferocious things one thinks of, when one thinks of predators and their prey.” 
 
He stared at her, making her wonder what he was thinking.  Until he shrugged slightly and agreed.  
“I don’t think I would care to transform into one.  I doubt I would care for the taste of slugs.” 
 
She eyed the corked bottle on the table between them.  “There’s really only one way to find out.  
We’ll have to sample the potion ourselves.” 
 
“Quite.” 
 
Neither moved to pick it up.  Neither shifted to open a drawer and find a measuring spoon.  
Neither fetched a goblet from one of the storage shelves. 
 
“…This is ridiculous,”  Severus finally muttered, shifting forward and picking up the cobalt-blue 
bottle.  “I refuse to be intimidated by maybes, and what-ifs, and bottled animal-lust.  Come.  We’ll 
try it in one of the spare bedrooms.” 
 

 61



“Why in one of the spare bedrooms?”  Hermione asked, striding after him as he headed for the 
door.  She pulled her wand out and flicked the tip, extinguishing the hanging oilpans illuminating 
the room. 
 
“If we do change into actual animals, I do not care to have my own chamber damaged.  One of us 
could change into a horse in the midst of our amorous activities, or a hippopotamus.” 
 
“And there would go the bedframe, under all that weight,”  she agreed dryly.  Then frowned at 
him, planting her hands on her houppeland-covered hips as they entered the living room.  “—Are 
you implying I’d change into a hippo?” 
 
 “I was rather hoping you’d say I was already hung like a horse.” 
 
He accompanied the drawled statement with a smile, the kind of slow, sly, arrogantly masculine 
smile that said without words, he was her lover.  Hermione almost tripped on the hem of her 
Transfigured robe.  That smile did things to her, deep inside.  Distracting her from even the most 
automatic task, like walking.  Or breathing.  It reminded her of the feel of his hands on her naked 
flesh, of the shuddering intimacy of his mouth between her thighs.  Of the pleasure of his body 
thrusting into hers.  The feel of their mutual ecstasy spiralling up out of control, feeding back on 
each other.  No, she couldn’t walk, and she couldn’t breathe. 
 
She didn’t know what her return expression did to Severus.  At least he was fairly sure she didn’t 
know; she stared at him too innocently, her experiences with men too recent still, to know.  That 
stunned, wide-eyed, honestly dazed look, tinged pink at the cheeks, lips parted for each softly 
panted breath—almost but not quite stricken with shock—heated and quickened his loins as surely 
as a proper Aqua Vigo potion could.  It was the kind of look a man could give to a woman when 
she was tasting her first throes of true arousal. 
 
It was the face she had worn when he had lain with her that first, unforced, drug-influenced time, 
back in the Shrieking Shack.  Not the part where he had ravished her virginity, or ordered her to 
fellate him, to prove to Voldemort she was under his control.  No, she had worn that look when he 
had made love to her for three hours long. 
 
He almost walked into the doorframe.  Severus reminded himself sternly to not get so bloody 
distracted.  Swerving to avoid the wall, he stepped in front of her and led the way to the first 
chamber, plainly decorated in whitewashed walls hung with old, faded tapestries and paintings of 
landscapes, a sturdy four-poster hung with fading green-velvet curtains and matching aged green 
velvet coverlet covering the bed and its pillows.  Like all of the bedchambers in the castle, it had 
its own magically chimneyed hearth.  Unlike most of the rooms in the castle, this one’s fireplace 
was unlit, if laid in preparation with wood and coal.  The air in the chamber was breath-frostingly 
cold, chilly enough to make the lungs ache if one breathed too deep 
 
Even as he reached for his wand, Hermione murmured,  “Incendio.” 
 
The logs cheerily caught fire, and the coal glowed.  Wandlessly.  Not to be outdone, Severus 
flicked his own wand, muttering a spell of his own to the air of the room.  “Calorotropicum!” 
 
The air in the room whirled and churned madly for a moment, whipping up the flames she had 
conjured.  When it settled, the air was quite warm in temperature, and scented with the perfumes 
of exotic flowers, spices, and rich, green-growing things.  A glance at his companion showed her 
brows had risen. 
 

“Amazing spell, Severus!  Where did you learn it?” 
 
“From Narcissus Malfoy.”  He hated bringing the Malfoys into the conversation, but she had 
asked, and the circumstances hadn’t been all that miserable.  “It was at a Yule Ball being given at 
Malfoy Manor shortly after their marriage.  Purebloods only, of course.  Narcissus had decided to 
decorate in a tropical theme, and I overheard her mention the tome containing the spells, which 
included a remarkable collection of potable brews.  The most popular of which held the peculiar 
name of Long Guy Land; it’s an alcoholic beverage that tastes almost but not quite completely 
unlike iced tea, and yet packs more punch than a tampered Bludger.  I asked to borrow it—the 
book,”  he clarified as Hermione glanced at him,  “—and she loaned it to me after the party.” 
 
“Did you say Long Guy Land iced tea?”  she repeated carefully, and at his wary nod, shook her 
head ruefully, smiling.  “Severus, it’s called Long Island Iced Tea,”  she ennunciated carefully, 
distinctly.  “And it’s a Muggle drink from America.  I don’t know what all’s in it, but my mother 
told me about it.  She tried one when she was attending a dentistry convention with my father, 
once, in the West End, London.  And yes, it’s got so much alcohol in it, for all it doesn’t taste like 
it, that you’ll definitely end up bloody-well smashed by the end of the night.  She certainly did; 
Father told me he had to carry her to their room all the way from the hotel’s pub, and pour her into 
bed, because she was giggling too hard to even stand.” 
 
Rather than take offense at being corrected—which he acknowledge silently he could have done—
Severus smiled slightly.  “Poor, proper, pureblooded Narcissus would be absolutely mortified to 
know she’d served a Muggle drink at a pureblood-only party.  If only I had the perfect opportunity 
to enlighten her.  Or rather, the most embarrassing opportunity.” 
 
“I knew you had a wicked streak in you.  Let’s not talk about Malfoys, Muggles, or alcoholic 
mixers, shall we?”  Hermione bargained, unbuttoning the front of her borrowed robe.  “We’ve got 
far better things to do, like shedding our clothes.  How long does that spell of yours last?  The air 
smells wonderfully tropical, but the heat in here is beastly, in all these layers.” 
 
“The heat portion will last half an hour at most on a night this cold, but the scents will last for 
about four hours.”  He was already unbuttoning his own garments.  “By the time the warmth 
fades, the fire should be capable of heating the chamber on its own.” 
 
“Good.”  Setting the fur-lined robe aside, Hermione stripped off her coat, waistcoat, and removed 
her shoes.  She was sweating by the time she started unwinding her school tie.  A scrap of white 
caught her eye, a handkerchief proffered by the man at her side.  “Thanks.  I hate sweating this 
much.” 
 
“I’ve never cared for fanciful language, for certain things.  All those fiction novels that say that a 
woman ‘glows’ instead of sweats sounded like a load of rubbish to me,”  he told her as she wiped 
her face.  “Sweat is natural, healthy, and a common ingredient in any number of potions, 
depending on what creature it’s collected from.” 
 
“I’ve always thought I looked rather too red and blotchy when I sweat for something as poetic as 
‘glowing’,”  she confessed, handing him the kerchief so that he could mop his own face.  
Removing her shirt, she dropped her skirt, then peeled her tights off her legs.  A sigh of pleasure 
escaped her as she started rubbing her legs.  “Oh, I sometimes just loathe tights.  They’re great for 
keeping my thighs from chafing as I walk around in a skirt, but when I get all sweaty in them, then 
they just itch maddeningly!” 
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Severus eyed her as he lowered the scrap of linen in his hands.  Bent almost double as she was, he 
had a wonderful view of her white cotton-clad arse, the straps of her bra, and the curves of her 
legs.  “Would you like me to rub them for you?” 
 
She looked up through the tumble of her curls.  The tone of his voice was matter-of-fact, 
controlled as usual, but the warmth in his eyes told her the offer was made with a more ulterior 
motive in mind than soothing her skin’s discomfort.  She straightened up slightly, deliberately 
flashing him a shot of her cleavage.  Hermione wished fervently for a moment that she’d known 
had the foresight to shop for prettier underthings than her plain, sturdy bra and plain, sensible 
knickers—something in lace and silk, perhaps a strapless bra and tiny panties, something she 
figured a man like him would secretly appreciate seeing on a girl.  But all she’d brought with her 
to school were sensible underthings, purchased with her mother in attendance.  And purchased at a 
time in her life when she hadn’t thought more than vaguely about sex, and desire, and the art and 
articles of seduction. 
 
But still, from the increase of heat in his eyes, she thought it gratifying that he was still 
appreciative of the view, regardless of the packaging.  Shaking off the image of him stroking those 
long, supple, callused fingers down and up her limbs, she focused on the task ahead of them. 
 
“As much as I would love to have you rub your hands anywhere you wanted on my body…I think 
we need to calm ourselves down.  Perhaps not even look at each other.  Then we should measure 
out a specific dose, the same for both of us, and drink it down, and then observe whatever 
happens.  From a cold start, so to speak.  But we should start out naked, just in case it’s a physical 
transformation, and just in case it takes place immediately upon swallowing the stuff.” 
 
“Right.”  His voice was a little rough, but he heeded her advice by turning around before finishing 
the removal of his clothes.  She stared at him for a moment longer, admiring the flex of his back as 
he stripped off his shirt, then turned her back and removed the last of her clothes.  He cleared his 
throat as she was still unhooking her bra.  “I forgot something to measure a dose with.  I’ll be right 
back.” 
 
The door opened and closed.  Hermione removed the last of her clothes, then busied herself with 
turning down the covers on the bed.  She was surprised by the color of the sheets, under the green 
coverlet, buttercream gold, soft with age, but not tattered or worn-out, yet.  It surprised her; he was 
in Slytherin, after all, and Slytherin’s House-colors were green and silver, not green and yellow.  
But it was a welcoming color, and she smoothed her hand over the linens, enjoying the contrast.  It 
was tempting to crawl onto the bed to wait for him, to pose and provoke, but trying to minimize 
pre-potion arousal really was a good idea, with an unknown aphrodesiac. 
 
Which reminds me,  Hermione thought, grabbing up the houppelande and pulling it on, covering 
her nakedness.  If I’m truly to do an extra-credit potions project, I’ll have to take notes on the 
effect of this new potion, from start to finish.  Not that I’m sure if I’ll be able to concentrate during 
it, but I should take notes before and after.  Padding out of the room, she met Severus at the door, 
coming back with a small measuring glass in his hand, clad only in his trousers.  He lifted a brow 
at her, and she smiled sheepishly. 
 
“I just realized I should be taking notes on the effects and such.  I need to get a notebook, and my 
quill and inkjar out of my bookbag.” 
 
Nodding, he stood aside to let her pass.  He waited for her, though he was shivering in the cold air 
of the hallway by the time she returned.  Together, they walked with her back into the guest 

bedroom.  Not that Severus had ever invited guests down here, but Albus had told him that it had 
been used as such in the past, and he hadn’t bothered to make any changes. 
 
They eyed each other for a moment after he closed the door to keep in the heat, then both 
shrugged and turned their backs, shedding the last of their clothes.  When he turned around again, 
she had opened the notebook on the top of the low bureau, and was scratching preliminary notes 
into it with her quill.  Looking up at him, she asked,  “So…what should we call this potion?” 
 
“We won’t know what to call it until we know exactly what its effects are,”  he reminded her 
dryly. 
 
She shook her head, her chestnut curls bouncing across her naked shoulders.  “No, I mean, 
Experiment A?  Or just Coppery Vigo?” 
 
“Coppery Vigo will suffice for now.”  Strange as it was—for he lusted after her—Severus found 
himself remarkably calm as they discussed the potion.  He lifted the measuring cup in one hand 
and the bottle in the other.  “The usual dose for Aqua Vigo is fifty millilitres.  Shall we try that 
amount as a starting point?” 
 
“How much is in the jar?”  Hermione asked, curious. 
 
He eyed it.  “About four hundred…four hundred forty millilitres.  The bottle holds five hundred, 
but when I filled it, I measured only four hundred forty-four millilitres.  We also used a little bit, 
testing the samples.  That’s still enough for at least four doses apiece, though we should vary the 
dosage to both lesser and greater amounts, in testing its properties.” 
 
“Fifty millilitres it is,”  she agreed, marking it down in the notebook.  “Shall you go first, or shall 
I?” 
 
“If anything goes wrong, I think I should be free of influence to act,”  Severus pointed out. 
 
“Very well.  Mark down your own observations,”  she told him, scratching the note in her tiny, 
neat handwriting that she would be the first to try it, and adding the time as taken from the clock 
on the mantle.  Taking the dose he handed her, she sniffed at the scent.  “It has a musky, kind 
of…meaty aroma.  But I can’t place it.  Whatever it is, it’s making my mouth water.” 
 
The corner of his mouth quirked slightly.  “Be wary, Hermione.  It has been my experience that 
the way a potion smells is not usually connected to the way it tastes.” 
 
“That’s been my experience as well,”  she retorted mildly.  A final sniff of the liquid, and she 
dipped her tongue into it.  And blinked. 
 
“Well?”  he prompted her. 
 
“It tastes…”  She dipped her tongue for a better taste, then tipped half the contents into her mouth, 
a puzzled, disbelieving expression creasing her brow.  She swished it around her tongue a few 
times, then tipped the rest of it down.  Then ran her finger along the sides and bottom of the cup, 
scraping up the last few drops. 
 
“Well?”  Severus prodded her again.  “I take it the flavor is not disagreeable?” 
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She shrugged, her expression increasingly befuddled as she licked her finger, then her lips.  “I 
don’t know how to explain it.  This taste like…it tastes like avocados dipped in maple syrup.  It 
tastes like a chili-chutney-cheese-fried-egg-sandwich.  It tastes like barbecue-flavored strips of 
dried squid.” 
 
He frowned at her.  “I don’t understand.  Are you tasting all of those flavors?”  
 
“No…  It tastes like it should be wrong, just wrong.  All wrong.  But…it’s great!  Like dipping 
chicken taquitos into hot-and-sour soup.  Curry paste on a cinnamon roll.  I don’t know what the 
flavors are, and I know they should be all wrong, together…but I like it.”  She licked her lips 
again, tasting the lingering flavors on her tongue, then shrugged.  “It tastes meaty.  And sweet, and 
sour, and salty.  Musky.  Like biting into a cantaloupe, and discovering the center is filled with 
salmon pate’ instead of seeds—yes, like salmon and cantaloupe.  Or beef brisket stuffed with 
chocolate pudding.” 
 
His brows lifted briefly at that, but he accepted her word.  “Any physical effects?” 
 
“Yes.  My breasts are tingling.  Definitely tingling,”  she added, setting the glass down on the 
bureau so she could have both hands free to caress and pull lightly at her nipples.  Her fingers slid 
down over her stomach, caressing as they moved south.  She stooped a little, helping her fingers to 
play in the curls at the juncture of her thighs.  “I can feel the tingling in my pussy, now.  And in 
my arms, and legs, and it feels wonderful,”  she half-murmured, half-purred.  Her eyes narrowed 
to speculative slits as she studied him.  “I want to lick your skin clean, then nibble on your prick—
oh, god…it’s definitely an aphrodesiac!” 
 
Her gasp was accompanied by the sudden weakening of her legs from desire.  Dropping to her 
hands and knees, she felt the tingle start to burn under her skin, along her bones, her muscles, 
racing through her blood.  Searing through her pounding heart. 
 
“Oh, god—it burns!  Ahh…ohhhh…” 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
Author’s Note:  Warning, beast-sex and a smidgen of beastiality ahead.  If you’d rather 
not read about coupling animals, please skip to the next asterisk-marked section, or go 
on to the next chapter entirely.  You’re not missing much, really.  Just the scene with the 
rollerskating elephants.  ~Lotm 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
She couldn’t stop moving; the burning eased only when she twisted and writhed.  It demanded that 
her muscles move, and shift, bunch and twist.  She rolled onto her back with another gasp, feeling 
the change coming over her.  It wasn’t at all nauseating or painful, like the Polyjuice Potion had 
been…but she was abruptly alarmed to see her stretching, pawing arm sprouting fur.  She clawed 
at the carpet, twisting from her back to her belly, her tail lashing for balance.  Panting through 
parted jaws, Hermione stared up at Severus.  It was the least painful Transfiguration she had ever 
undergone…but it came with a price. 
 
Heat.  In heat, to be specific.  She was in heat, at the peak of her sexual readiness.  A feline wail 
escaped her, subsiding into a growl of frustration, her tail flicking back and forth.  Lunging up as 
Severus stared at her, she bounded toward him.  He flinched, reaching for his wand, which he’d 

set on the bureau, but Hermione didn’t attack him with claw and tooth.  Instead, she head-butted 
his thigh—she was a big cat, something plain golden-brown, short but thick-furred—and rubbed 
her side hard against his legs.  Winding around him, purring in a raspy rumble, she rubbed her 
other side across the front of his thighs again, then came back for a third time, this time not to rub, 
but to sniff at his genitals.  They smelled so good, she licked her lips and parted her jaws, wanting 
a taste of them. 
 
He scrambled back from her, climbing up onto the bureau with wide, alarmed eyes.  She’d only 
meant to lick him, to encourage him into growing hard enough to pound into her, to drive away 
the primal need burning through her body.  Clearly he must’ve thought something else when she’d 
bared her teeth. 
 
“…Hermione?  Are you—are you still in there?” 
 
She opened her mouth to speak, then closed it again when all that escaped was a soft snarl.  Wrong 
kind of vocal chords.  Utterly wrong mouth configuration.  Stretching her neck up, she touched her 
nose to his naked knee.  {Can you hear me?} 
 
[Yes, thank god,]  he muttered, gingerly dropping his hand to the top of her head, making her eyes 
half-close with pleasure as he tentatively petted her.  [Are you going to eat me?] 
 
{Only sexually,}  she replied, purring and flicking her tail.  Her tongue rasped across his knee in 
little kitten-licks.  It was growing harder and harder to think like a human, but she struggled as she 
licked.  He choked on a laugh, and his alarmed sub-thought let her know he hadn’t known he was 
ticklish.  {Stop laughing and get down here, Severus!  I’m in heat, and I get the impression if you 
make me chase you, I won’t be in the mood to play gently with you.} 
 
[You talk about being ‘in the mood’, but you’re not the one being asked to take on a puma for your 
bedpartner,]  he retorted.  [I’ve never been interested in bestiality, Hermione!] 
 
She head-butted him again, impatient.  {Then take the damned potion, and get in the mood!  Or 
find out what it’s like to be ravished by a sexually frustrated feline!} 
 
He eyed her as she pulled her head back, peering up at him with narrowed eyes, the tip of her tail 
twitching with a little impatience in its snap.  “What if I do turn into a hedgehog?  Or a bat?  I 
won’t be the right size…” 
 
She growled softly.  Pointedly, flicking her tail.  He swallowed, knowing she meant business, and 
picked up the bottle and the measuring glass.  Pouring himself the assigned dose, he capped the 
bottle, then stared at the contents.  She growled again.  He lifted the little cup, hesitated, then 
knocked it down.  And lowered his arm slowly, licking at his mouth with a puzzled look. 
 
“Great Merlin…you’re right!  It’s like sour cream and sugared almonds, or putting peanutbutter on 
a pizza.  It shouldn’t taste like this, and still taste good,”  he added, swirling out the last bit so he 
could lick it from his finger.  “Whatever flavor it is.  It’s very meaty, though; you’re right about 
that part, too.” 
 
She head-butted him, and he hastily set the cup down next to the bottle.  {Get off the bureau 
before you fall off, Sevy; the transformation plays ruddy hell with your sense of balance.  Come 
down here and play with your pussy!} 
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Her demand ended in a growling purr as he uncurled his legs, disrupting their communication 
before she could demand more. 
 
“I hear and ob…ohhh…sweet Merlin!”  He almost fell when he slid off the bureau, not expecting 
his legs to give way.  It was a good thing he had already set bottle and glass down, for he 
collapsed to the floor in the next moment, writhing and twisting, groaning as muscles formed and 
reformed, flowing under his skin, his erection bobbing and swaying prominently as he rolled 
almost sensually onto his back.  Darkness flowed up through his skin in fuzzy patches, spreading 
up and out into a short, thick, silky-soft black coat.  Body squirming, head twisted upside down, 
he flexed his paws and tail, stretched his body, and opened his eyes.  Black irises with blue-black 
pupils studied her.  His nostrils flared, scenting her arousal, and a rough, low sound escaped his 
throat. 
 
It wasn’t a language as humans knew and could understand them, but Hermione knew exactly 
what he was saying.  Exactly what he was communicating.  Exactly what he wanted, and what he 
was about to do to her. 
 
In heat.  You need.  I want.  A twist, and he flipped himself over onto his stomach, bunching his 
fore- and hind-legs under him.  Another growl escaped him, as his black tail flicked in the sharp, 
uncontrollable little snaps of a hungry hunter.  I chase.  Now. 
 
She narrowed her eyes, flicked the tip of her tail, then yawned.  Deliberately.  Only if worthy! 
 
He lunged, and she fled.  It wasn’t that she didn’t want him; it was that her response was 
hardwired into this partially Transfigured mountain-lion brain she now possessed.  Hunting and 
chasing were very much a part of the feline outlook on life.  As natural as breathing.  As necessary 
as breeding. 
 
He caught her, pouncing on her back; she whirled on him with a snarl, demanding that he prove 
himself worthy.  They tussled, she escaped, and he bounded after her again.  The chair he had set 
his clothes on was knocked over.  One of the tapestries on the wall snagged on a claw as he 
pounced on her again, knocking them into it in a tangling, snarling ball of overgrown fur.  She 
escaped and bounded onto the bed, and he caught her, landed on top of her.  Pinned her struggling 
body to the mattress.  The frame creaked ominously as they tussled for freedom, for dominance, 
but since neither was the mass of a horse, let alone a hippopotamus, the wooden frame thankfully 
held. 
 
He finally managed to pin her in place by biting the loose fur at the nape of her neck.  The tugging 
of the skin stimulated the glands that had been useful when cats were still kittens, flooding her 
body with soporific hormones as her tail twitched instinctively to one side.  They mingled with the 
hormones induced by her heat, holding her still long enough for him to position himself, and 
thrust. 
 
It was sharp, it was fast, it was burningly hot, and it was exactly what it was supposed to be:  
animalistic.  Incredibly animalistic.  Neither of them had anything more intelligent to think than 
sub-thought level at most, and those sub-thoughts were taken up almost entirely with the sheer 
mechanics of sex and pleasure, as much of it crammed into as short a span of time as possible. 
 
When it was over, she swatted at him, snarled at him, though it had been enjoyable for both of 
them.  It was simply her reaction to being caught and held…and maybe a little disappointment that 
it had been so quick.  He backed off to the foot of the bed, curled up, and licked himself clean, and 
with a soft growl, she did the same, enjoying the suppleness of her body, though not the tickly feel 

of fur on her tongue.  When she was done with that, she slumped onto her side, stretching a little.  
He uncurled himself and nosed at her hindquarters.  Sniffing to make sure she was still in the 
proper mood.  For a few moments, she wasn’t interested, but the heat soon washed through her 
blood again, and the whole mess started all over.  Save that this time, she didn’t fight back as 
much. 
 
It was still over too soon, but when it started again, she didn’t run, didn’t resist, though he still 
caught and held her by the nape as if she would.  And they both discovered that, though none of 
the copulations were very long, there were more than enough of them in quantity to make up for it. 
 
Sometime later, Hermione groaned as she felt her body shifting back to its original shape, 
disorienting and distracting her as he bit at her fur, mounting her once more.  Then gasped as his 
teeth dug in a little harder, trying to retain his grasp on the skin of her neck as her fur vanished and 
her flesh tightened, no longer the loose, graspable thing it was before.  He growled and shifted his 
grip, closing his teeth over the muscles between her neck and shoulder.  The slide of soft, silky, 
warm fur over her back distracted her as the last of her Transfigured animal-form vanished—and 
then he penetrated her.  Still an animal. Still wearing the fur and form of a sleek, black, New 
World panther. 
 
It was wrong.  It was all wrong…like maple syrup and avocados.  Wrong like honey and pickles.  
She gasped as the black cougar on her back pounded into her body.  Writhed with pleasure as he 
pinned her with his weight and his teeth.  Arousing her with the contrast of rough copulating and 
velvety fur.  
 
He climaxed with a feral growl, tightening his teeth until she screamed, undone by the 
combination of pleasure and pain and utterly wrong rightness.  He flooded her body…and started 
shifting back.  She groaned as his weight shifted, as the fur retracted and vanished.  His teeth 
shrank and released her shoulder, replaced by the unsteady pressure of a panting mouth applying 
apologetic kisses to her bruised flesh.  He hadn’t broken the skin, but it was a close thing, and they 
both knew it could have been worse. 
 
He was still buried inside her.  Still hard with need.  Severus groaned under the mixed weight of 
his shame and lust.  [God, Hermione…I’m sorry I’m having these thoughts.  I still feel like a beast, 
inside—I want to do it again, and again, and this isn’t right!] 
 
{It’s all wrong,}  she agreed soberly, though her body still throbbed with desire, requited and yet 
unfulfilled.  {It’s all wrong, like pickles and peanutbutter.  Like the way drinking pumpkin juice, 
instead of orange juice or apple juice, something Muggle-normal, should be all wrong…but it’s 
not, is it?  Not really…} 
 
[Hermione, we shagged like a pair of wild beasts.  As a pair of wild beasts,]  he pointed out dryly, 
shifting a little in response to her sub-thought that his weight was pressing in the wrong spot, 
making it hard for her to breathe.  [I shagged you as a wild beast, when you weren’t a fellow cat 
anymore…  I can see now why they post the warning not to draw blood in the Eromancy manuals, 
when trying to create Aqua Vigo.  I know…I know regrettably I’m deviant enough to have enjoyed 
this experiment…even that last bit, when you were human and I was…not.  I was even tempted to 
join you while you were an animal, and I was not…  God, I’m sick and perverted!] 
 
{Don’t you dare feel shame, Severus Snape,}  Hermione returned.  Now that he wasn’t pressing 
into her ribs the wrong way, she liked the feel of his body weighing down hers.  {If you have to, 
then I’ll have to, and I don’t want to be ashamed of something we both freely agreed to do.  I 
wanted to feel what it would be like for a human and a feline to have a go at each other.  To go at 
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it literally like animals.  In any combination.  Utterly, completely, totally wrong, by all the moral 
standards under which both of us were raised…} 
 
[…And yet so sweetly, seductively right,]  he agreed, licking her shoulder.  Then grimaced.  
[Though I could do without the cat hair on my tongue.] 
 
She giggled.  He smiled, then closed his eyes as her amusement transmuted itself into pleasure; he 
was still buried inside her, and in order to laugh with his weight pressing on her back, she had to 
tense her body.  Including the part he was occupying. 
 
[God, I’m going to shag myself raw, if I don’t get out of you, now…]  Eyes still closed, he pulled 
back.  The sensation was so stimulating, though, that his hips pushed him back inside of their own 
volition.  He tried to pull out all the way again, but she groaned and wriggled her hips, and like, 
well, like a cat pouncing on a mouse, he thrust back into her again.  They were in human form, 
yes, but the memories were still too strong.  As she arched her head up, he leaned down and bit her 
on the shoulder, making her gasp.  [I take it back,]  he panted mentally, pushing and pulling and 
shoving again.  [It seems I’m not going to get out of you until I’ve shagged you raw, you little 
succubus!] 
 
{Oh, god—Severus!}  She was practically climaxing from the gravelly, growly sound of his mind-
voice alone, though the pumping of his flesh inside hers was certainly helping.  {How…how long 
do you recommend we…ohhh, god, deeper…wait before experimenting…mmm, yes…a-again?} 
 
[…Merlin!]  He came with a shout at the thought, triggering her own pleasure.  Collapsing on her 
a second time, he panted.  They lay there, sated this time as he deflated and eventually slipped out 
of her flesh, until he finally regathered his wits and slid off her back.  […Nhh…at least an hour.  If 
it reacts at all like Aqua Vigo.] 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
Author’s Note:  Ha!  Made you look!  There aren’t any rollerskating elephants in this scene.  I 
might put one into a future chapter…or I might not.  Now you’ll have to read the rest of the story 
to see if I do—Muwahahahaha!!  And they call Voldemort a sadistic bastard!    ~Lotm 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
Craning her head, Hermione squinted at the clock.  {…Well, the potion lasted about an hour, give 
or take a few minutes, and accounting for the fact that we each drank it a few minutes apart.  So 
I’d say it’s still very much like Vigo, in that regards.  Same duration for the same dosage, and all 
that.} 
 
He considered that, cuddling close to her side and back.  [I think we’ll wait for another night to 
experiment again with the potion, just to be safe.] 
 
Disappointed, she sighed.  {Alright.  We also don’t know if we can replicate its creation reliably.  
This could be a one-shot accident.} 
 
[Quite.  Though I dare say it will be fun to try and make another batch.]  Severus closed his eyes, 
feeling the lassitude of repletion beginning to drag him down.  [Can you reach the covers?  I’m 
too bloody limp to—bother and damnation!] 
 

Hermione squirmed onto her side, peering at him as he struggled away from her, swinging out of 
the bed with a grunt as he summoned the energy to stand.  “—Severus?  What’s wrong?” 
 
“I left my wand on the bureau, all the bloody way across the bloody room.  Which is where you 
left yours—never leave your wand where you can’t get at it in a heartbeat, Hermione,”  he ordered 
her.  “I don’t sleep with it out of my reach.  Ever.  If the house-elves can get in here, someone else 
can, too, if they’re determined.  Others even less pleasant than your bloody friend.  Speaking of 
which, Albus said he would help me change the password soon, though he claimed he wouldn’t be 
free to help me change it until after Christmas,”  he added dourly, snatching the slender shaft from 
the top of the dressing cabinet.  Then frowned and picked up the other wand.  He lifted one 
slightly, twirling it a little in his fingers to look at all sides, then did the same to the other one.  
“This one looks exactly like mine…” 
 
“It’s virtually identical, according to Mr. Ollivander,”  Hermione confessed, sitting up so she 
could pull the covers up over her body.  The scent of the tropics, of cocoanuts and orchids, palms 
and afternoon rains still filled the room, but now it was warmed only by the fire beginning to burn 
low in the hearth.  “A foot’s worth of ebony, both lined with a section from the same dragon’s 
heartstring, both from the same branch of the same tree.” 
 
He frowned harder in thought, studying both wands.  “Your previous wand wasn’t ebony, was it?  
I can’t quite remember, but then I never bothered to actually look at it…” 
 
“No, it wasn’t.  And the core was hairs from a unicorn’s tail, not dragon’s heartstring.  He said I’d 
changed somehow, on the inside—Mr. Ollivander said that,”  she clarified as he glanced her way.  
“He said the kind of wand that used to recognize me wouldn’t even acknowledge me anymore.  It 
took him some time to find that one, but at least it works for me.  I’d have hated to be stuck using 
spell-o-tape to try and fix my broken wand just so I could use it for the rest of the school year.” 
 
“I remember; your friend, Mr. Weasley, was almost as horrid in my class as Mr. Longbottom 
could be.  Still…that should not have happened,”  Severus muttered, perplexed by the confession.  
“People don’t change that radically.  Or rather, not normally.” 
 
“I know,”  she admitted as he came back to the bed, carrying both wands.  While hers was still 
freshly polished from butt to tip, his had the patina of years of use around the gripping end, though 
he’d kept it cleaner than most wands she’d seen.  “Do you think it might have something to do 
with the Veritamoria?” 
 
He shook his head slowly, sinking onto the bed at her side.  “I don’t know.  This isn’t my original 
wand, either.  When I…when I broke away from the ranks of the Death Eaters…my wand stopped 
working for me.  Well, it didn’t stop entirely working,”  he amended, not quite glancing at her as 
he scooted under the covers, protecting himself against the slight chill in the room.  “It just slowly 
turned sluggish and not very responsive, over time.  I finally took it back to Ollivander’s to have it 
serviced, and after taking several measurements, he told me the fault wasn’t in my wand, but in 
me. 
 
“That’s when he gave me this one, and purchased back the other one, giving me a discount on the 
new wand.  I can understand why my first wand failed after a while; I truly changed inside, when I 
left the Death Eaters.  It was the hardest thing I’ve ever done for myself.  Even though I had to 
start pretending I was the same, I wasn’t.  But you haven’t changed—have you?” 
 
Hermione shrugged.  “I don’t feel any different…  The only thing that’s changed in my life is 
becoming lovers with you, but if that were reason enough for a change, Ollivander’s would be 

 66



swamped with wizards and witches who had lost their virginity, or ones falling into and out of 
love, changing sexual partners…” 
 
Severus tilted his head, studying the newer-looking shaft.  Handing her his wand, he lifted hers, 
then glanced at her for permission.  When she nodded, he raised it, swished, and flicked.  “Lodix 
rosaceae!” 
 
Roses popped out of nowhere, blanketting the bed in fragrant, colorful blooms the size of 
widespread hands. 
 
“Amazing,”  he murmured, staring at the wand.  “Almost the exact same responsiveness as my 
own.”  He glanced over at her, and nodded his head.  “Try my own.” 
 
Shrugging, she lifted it, swished, and flicked his wand at the roses.  “Sericustola!” 
 
The blossoms rippled and flowed together, forming a mottled, rose-patterned, silk evening gown. 
 
Shrugging again, she handed it back.  “Yours feels exactly like my own, in my hand.  If you 
hadn’t had yours long enough to dull the shine on the handle, I probably wouldn’t have been able 
to tell them apart.” 
 
“That might come in handy someday,”  he mused thoughtfully,  “if one of us loses their wand, and 
needs to borrow the other for a battle, or some other urgent cause, before they can purchase 
another one.  Keep it close to you…Hermione,”  he cautioned her, smothering a yawn behind his 
hand.  Sinking back onto the bed, he tucked his under the feather-stuffed pillow supporting his 
head.  “I’d move us to my bedroom, but it’s warm in here at the moment…and I’m enjoying the 
lingering scents in the air.” 
 
“So am I.”  Hermione tucked her wand on the dresser, then settled down next to him.  Cuddling 
close enough to touch as he drew the covers up over both of their shoulders, she asked,  [Have you 
ever been to the tropics?] 
 
[This spell is the closest I’ve ever been, unfortunately.  I’ve never been the sort who got invited on 
tropical vacations, and going alone never really appealed to me.  Not when I’d still be alone, once 
I got there.] 
 
{I once got the opportunity to go to Disney World in Florida, America.  It’s a Muggle amusement 
park,}  she explained at his sub-thought inquiry.  {Loads of fun if you’re still a kid, though there 
are plenty of things to do and see to amuse the adults.  There were tons of palm trees, the weather 
was hot and muggy, we wore shorts all the time…but the air didn’t smell nearly this good.  Lots of 
fast food scents, and not nearly enough in the way of flowers.  This makes me think more of a 
deserted island than some theme park.   Thank you for casting it.} 
 
He hmmmed sleepily.  Hermione smiled and turned just a little further into his arms, kissing his 
cheek. 
 
{…Sleep well, Severus.} 
 
His eyes opened to slits.  [Will you still be here, when I wake up?] 
 

{It depends on how long we’ll sleep,}  she sighed regretfully.  {I’ll need to return to the dorm in a 
few hours.  Thankfully, I’m a light sleeper, so I can set a sort of internal alarm clock.  It’s not very 
accurate, but I can wake up within half an hour or so of my targetted time.} 
 
[A handy trait.  I usually sleep lightly, and suffer often from insomnia, but sometimes I sleep very 
heavily.  All the beds and bedchambers in this suite are warded against intruders who mean to do 
me harm, in case I cannot awaken in time.] 
 
{I’m sorry you’ve had to live on the edge, having to be cautious of everything and everyone, all 
the time.} 
  
He smiled slightly, and leaned close enough to kiss the tip of her nose.  [I’m grateful I can sleep 
safely in your arms.] 
 
{—You trust me?  I don’t know why that surprises me, but it does,}  she added, the thought 
slipping out of her with Veritamoria-greased honesty.  {Um, I didn’t mean to offend, there…  It’s 
just that you’ve always struck me as a distrusting sort…oh, bloody hell.  Blast and botheration—I 
agree with what you said the other day,}  she added, feeling her skin flushing hot with 
embarrassment.  {Save that I’m beginning to think that stoning, lynching, and burning is too good 
for her.} 
 
He rolled his eyes, then closed them.  [You are a perverse creature, Hermione Granger.  I wonder 
if I will ever understand you.] 
 
{I meant the aunt who gave you the Veritamoria,}  she clarified. 
 
[I know whom you meant.  I meant…nevermind what I meant.  It’s not important.  I just have to 
remind myself sometimes that you aren’t the girl I used to ignore.  And sometimes I have to remind 
myself that it’s alright to admire the woman you are now—and you’re quite right.  We’ll have to 
add the traditional tarring and feathering of the charred remains of her corpse to the list.] 
 
{We’ll have to start writing this list down.  Shall I bring an extra scroll on…oh, wait, we can’t 
meet, Wednesday.  That’s Christmas.  Should we meet Christmas Eve, or Monday?} 
 
[Christmas Eve, if you can get everyone to settle down, early enough.  If not, afterwards.  
Goodnight, Hermione.] 
 
Sighing, she returned the salute.  {Good night, Severus.  Sweet dreams.} 
 
[With you in my arms, I believe they actually will be,]  he muttered dryly.  Then winced.  [Damned 
Veritamoria…damned great-aunt…] 
 
She chuckled and squeezed him in sympathy, before pillowing her head on his shoulder. 
 
Chapter XV. 
 
“Oy!  ‘Mione!  Prezzies!” 
 
Prying open one eye, Hermione Granger grunted at the sight of a red-haired Weasley in her dorm-
room.  Letting her eyelid drift shut, she buried her face a little deeper into her feather pillow.  
Ginny bounced onto the edge of her bed without shame or repentance. 
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“Wake up, ‘Mione!  It’s Christmas Day!  Mum sent you another sweater, you know.  It’s blue,”  
she added, unwrapping a Chocolate Frog and popping it in her mouth.  She spoke around the 
chocolate as Hermione pulled her pillow over her head.  “Same as mine, but a different shade.  
Mine’s a light blue.  You got royal blue.” 
 
Hermione lifted her pillow just enough to slit her eyes at her boistrous friend.  “How’d you know 
it was blue?” 
 
“’Cause I was there when she picked out the yarn last summer, and I was there when she selected 
who would get what.  We all get a different color.  Poor Ron’s stuck with a hideous shade of 
orangy-brown.  Burnt brick, or something.  Harry’s is green and gold.  Charlie’s is puce, or 
mauve, or some color like that—Mum’s upset with him over something he’s volunteered to do for 
the Order, but I don’t know what it is, and they can’t tell anyone what they’re up to or even talk 
about it, so she’s getting even by making him wear purply-pink.” 
 
“Ginny, your brother Charlie would look good in a tutu.  I don’t think purply-pink will diminish 
his Weasley charm one whit.”  With that pithy observation, she let her pillow fall back over her 
head. 
 
Ginny kicked her heels, swinging as they dangled over the side of the bed.  “Funny, that; you think 
there’s such a thing as Weasley charm, and yet you broke up with my brother.” 
 
Hermione hadn’t known that Ginny knew.  She held still a moment, then cautiously asked from 
under the pillow,  “Do you mind?  That we broke up, I mean?” 
 
“Nahh.  Ron ‘splained it to me.  He wasn’t too happy about it, but he wasn’t earth-shattered.  I 
think you’re right,”  she stated with the conviction of a Weasley who had arrived at The Truth.  
Hermione peered out from under the edge of the pillow, seeing too much of her brother in the 
youngest Weasley’s expression to endure this early in the morning, and let the pillow cover her 
face again.  Ginny continued, unperturbed.  “I think having a boyfriend at this point would be too 
distracting for you.  ‘Specially someone who you’ll expect to fight alongside you…and maybe get 
hurt.  ‘Specially if you get distracted—have you gone back to sleep?” 
 
Since she accompanied the question with the lifting of the pillow, Hermione squinted at the 
intrusion of morning light.  “No, but I’m trying to; mind putting that back, please?” 
 
“Don’t you want to get up and get into your prezzies?” 
 
Hermione didn’t want to move.  Last night, she and Severus had worked at creating Aqua Vigo.  
Which meant  they had really worked at it; only the most vigorous coupling between a witch and a 
wizard was capable of creating the eromantic brew.  And it had to be done, as the Muggle world 
liked to say,  “organically”.  Without the assistance of any other aphrodesiac-brew.  Ever the over-
achiever, Hermione had challenged her professor to help her create not only an Aqua Vigo, but the 
Vigo Animorpha, as they’d temporarily named the coppery brew.  In a separate bout of 
lovemaking. 
 
They hadn’t succeeded with the second brew, but Hermione guessed that was probably due to 
lassitude leftover from the previous one.  Vigo was nicknamed the ‘invigorating aphrodesiac’ 
because it required vigorous activity to create.  Not that they hadn’t tried their best, though.  Even 
with the aid of a healing draught to eradicate the tooth-and-nail marks that had drawn blood from 
both of their bodies in the second session, there was a reason why she was sleeping with her legs 
carefully spaced apart.  It was the most comfortable position she could find for her sore muscles. 

“Hermione?”  Ginny quizzed her.  “’Mione,”  she nudged, giving her friend an impatient look.  
“Wake up!  Breakfast’s in twenty minutes.  Open your prezzies; I want to see what you got!” 
 
There was nothing more pesky than a Weasley who wanted to do something, Hermione 
unfortunately knew all too well.  Grunting, she rolled over, letting the bedcovers slip down.  
Ginny’s eyes widened as she saw Hermione’s state of dress.  Or rather, lack thereof. 
 
“Merlin, ‘Mione!  When did you start sleeping all starkers?” 
 
Hermione couldn’t exactly reply with the truth.  She’d started sleeping nude the night Severus had 
taken her to his bed.  Before that night, she’d always slept in pajamas, or a nightie, something to 
cover her body.  On that night, she’d discovered the sensual joy of sleeping naked…and the joy of 
sleeping skin-on-skin with her Veritamoria lover, sharing their thoughts and their dreams literally 
as they’d slept.  It was an experience she couldn’t explain, and an experience she couldn’t deny.  
Smothering a yawn behind one hand, she shrugged. 
 
“I just tried it one night, and it was kind of fun, so I’ve done it a couple times since then.  I mean, 
no one’s in my dorm-room over the holidays,”  she pointed out.  “It’s not as if I’ll upset Parvati, or 
Lavender, or the other girls.  I mean, who would I shock, really?  Crookshanks?  He’s a cat.  He 
doesn’t care if I’m stark naked or dressed in seventeen different layers.” 
 
“You have a point.  So, are you going to open your prezzies?” 
 
Rolling her eyes, Hermione sighed.  “If it’ll get you to go away, then yes.  Hand me my robe, 
there.  It’s too cold to sit up without something on my shoulders.” 
 
“Yeah, I kinda noticed your ‘high beams’ were on,”  Ginny teased her.  Hermione looked down at 
her breasts and blushed, quickly covering up the nipples that had puckered from the cold by 
crossing her arms.  The youngest Weasley leaned over and picked up the red dressing gown 
draped over the foot of her bed.  When she leaned the other way, offering the fuzzy dressing gown 
to her friend, she frowned.  “Oy—where’d you get those bruises from?” 
 
“…What bruises?”  Hermione asked, bemused. 
 
“The ones on your breasts.  Kinda looks like someone reached up and honked you one, like they 
were a rubber-balled Muggle horn.  Dad’s got one, says he got it off a really old Muggle car.  He 
likes honking it on holidays to wake everyone up,”  Ginny added in an aside.  “So, where’d you 
get ‘em?” 
 
“I don’t know—Crookshanks, probably,”  she lied without compunction, slipping her arms into 
the sleeves of the robe.  “He likes to climb on top of me while I’m lying down, and he’s several 
kilos.  That’s enough weight to leave all sorts of bruises with each step.” 
 
Which was true enough, though the bruises Ginny refered to came not from her cat, but from her 
lover.    The healing potion had closed and sealed the bites and scratches from their pseudo-
animalistic coupling, but some of the bruises had lingered in that perverse way when a potion 
sometimes didn’t quite heal everything evenly.  Such as when a particular brew was going stale.  
I’ll have to let Severus know that batch is beginning to lose its efficacy… 
 
Her gaze fell on the packages at the foot of her bed, placed on her trunk.  Or rather, at the largest, 
plainly-wrapped package, thin, and long, and broad.  A bow had been stuck to one corner, but that 
was the only fancy part.  It contrasted dully against the colorfully wrapped gifts that had been owl-
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delivered by her friends and family in time for the holidays, stored no doubt by the house-elves 
until the proper day. 
 
“—Earth to ‘Mione,”  Ginny teased the older girl, waving her hand in front of Hermione’s face the 
older girl wondered how she was going to sneak such a large object out of her room.  “You’ve got 
less than fifteen minutes to get up and ready for breakfast, now.  That’s not enough time to open 
more than one or two prezzies.” 
 
“That’s not enough time to open any prezzies,”  Hermione retorted, pushing back the covers and 
sliding out of bed.  “Off you go, Gin; I’ve got to get dressed, and since you’re already up and 
decent, you need to go do your Prefect duties down in the common room.” 
 
“Alright,”  the youngest Weasley sighed, if a bit dramatically.  “I’ll go—but only if you promise 
to let me see what you got.” 
 
“Off with you!”  Hermione ordered, shooing the younger woman out of her dorm-room, smiling.  
Her humor faded as the redhead left.  There was something she had to know, something she’d 
done, but she couldn’t let Ginny know she’d done it.  She especially couldn’t let the other girl 
know if she received a reciprocation. 
 
Dressing quickly, she made her way down to the common room, where she chivvied the others 
down to the Great Hall for breakfast, as was her duty as Head Girl.  There were few enough of 
students and faculty in residence that Dumbledore had, once again, decreed they should all sit at 
the same table for meals during the holidays, and this morning they were sitting at the Ravenclaw 
table.  There were enough in residence that they had separated themselves into groups:  Slytherin 
at the entrance end of the table, then Ravenclaw, the teachers and other staff members in the 
middle, Gryffindor, and Hufflepuff at the far end, near the abandoned Head Table.  They barely fit 
onto the one table, and there was some elbow-bumping between the various groups, but on the 
whole it was jollier than spacing out a handful or so to each table. 
 
Hermione oversaw the settling of her House-mates on either side of the table in their spot, then 
had to walk all the way round to the far side to find a seat, since the near side was now too 
crowded to join.  By coincidence, or maybe the arrangement of Fate—or simply the unease of her 
fellow students—the only spot left wide enough for her was right next to Professor Snape.  The 
next-nearest body on the other side of the gap was Tia, the fourth-year Gryffindor, and she was 
doing her best to edge closer to Ginny, who was trading good-natured insults with her brother 
about the burnt-brick color of his Christmas sweater. 
 
Slipping into place on the bench, glad she was free during the holidays to wear blue-jeans and a 
long-sleeved jumper—red, leftover from last year’s Weasley gift—Hermione settled between the 
two without a qualm.  It helped that both she and Severus were wearing layers of clothes, 
preventing their flesh from touching.  It didn’t help that she wanted to touch her skin to his.  She 
thought for a moment about slipping off her trainers and playing a bit of footsie with him…but 
she’d pulled on her tights under her dungarees, and she couldn’t slip those off without also 
removing her blue-jeans. 
 
Finally, she nudged him with her elbow and nodded down the table when he glanced at her with a 
look of chilly inquiry.  “Would you please pass the pepper-mill, Professor?” 
 
He reached past his plate, lifting the wooden cylinder from where it rested next to a festive bit of 
greenery formed of evergreen boughs, holly sprigs, and red-plaid ribbons.  The seating was too 
tight for him to shift it into his left hand to pass to her, since she was seated on his left; had he 

done so, it probably would’ve added another bruise to her breasts via his elbow.  She had to reach 
for it with the opposite hand as well, her left one, but that helped her intent. 
 
Clasping her fingers over his as she lifted the condiment from his hand, she quietly sent,  {Merry 
Christmas, Severus.} 
 
[You already wished me that last night,]  he reminded her.  They’d ended so late, the clock on the 
mantel had tolled three in the morning when she’d finished dressing and picked up a hefty pinch 
of the Floo powder in his sitting room.  The connection severed as she pulled the pepper-mill free.  
He watched out of the corner of his eye as she ground out a little pepper on her eggs, then took the 
mill back when she held it out to him again, intending to replace in its spot by the bit of ribbon-
bound greenery.  [Merry Christmas to you, too.  Again.] 
 
Their hands parted again, the touch this time more fleeting than before.  She did her best to ignore 
him after that, though there was a portion of her mind—about twenty-five, thirty percent—devoted 
to registering her awareness of his warmth at her side, the shifting of his muscles as he ate his 
breakfast, drank his nasty-smelling coffee, and responded with grunts or a few desultory words 
when asked a question.  The rest of her attention she gave to her friends, though that meant talking 
over a couple of shorter Gryffindor heads when she wanted to speak to Harry and Ron. 
 
She wanted to tell him what she’d done, but Hermione wasn’t quite sure how to go about it.  The 
idea had sprung out of a combination of one of their conversations together, and an opportunity 
that had presented itself in that last trip to Hogsmeade, when she’d been chaperoning the other 
students along with the four teachers.  The advertisement had been posted in the Three 
Broomsticks, when she’d stopped in to have a butterbeer, and had paused briefly to read the 
notices.  “Gerry Jesso, Portrait-Painter, Wizard-Photographer; Have a Portrait painted or a 
Photo snapped for the Family, for the Holidays!  Live Sittings by Appointment Only; Portraits 
also painted from Photos supplied, or taken by Gerry Jesso, Wizard-Photographer  (Knock on 
Room 4, Three Broomsticks, Hogsmeade).” 
 
She’d been struck by inspiration.  Hermione had been sent her Christmas money, and had 
convinced Professor Mistral to accompany her upstairs, since it wasn’t proper for a student to go 
upstairs at the Three Broomsticks, nevermind a young woman still in school.  The Illusions Master 
had been intrigued by the idea of turning a photo into a painting, and had been quite willing to 
accompany her upstairs.  Gerry Jesso, a white-haired artiste-wizard in his mid-sixties, had flirted 
with Professor Mistral, much to the older woman’s flustered pleasure; he was delighted to have 
customers, and more than willing to comply with their requests.  In the end, the two women had 
spent a good half-hour being fussed over by the artiste, as he had styled himself with little flicks of 
his oil-paint stained fingers. 
 
The two had been sufficiently distracted by their courting efforts that Hermione’s request, two 
different photos, one of which was meant to be turned into a painting and the other to be printed 
several times so she could hand them out to friends and family, passed almost without comment.  
Professor Mistral did wonder out loud as Hermione insisted on a very specific pose for the other 
photograph, the one to be turned into a painting.  But Hermione had simply insisted that it was 
what she wanted, and not being too eager to turn away a customer just because of an unusual 
request, Jesso had complied, snapping the photographs in the requested formats and promising 
pre-Christmas delivery to the school. 
 
The packet of wizard-photographs, of herself smiling and waving with a large-windowed view of 
Hogsmeade dusted rather picturesquely in snow behind her, had arrived a few days before.  Those 
had been slipped into all the presents she had arranged to be delivered by house-elf to her friends, 
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and by owl to her family.  But  it was the other packet, the painting and its photograph, that waited 
upstairs, waiting for her to wrack her brains and come up with a way to deliver it without being 
noticed. 
 
Or at least, that had been her intent earlier.  Now, though, sitting elbow-to-hip with Severus, 
Hermione’s stomach was a mass of moths and butterflies.  Or maybe the sensation was more like a 
mass of those winged, snitch-like keys that Harry, Ron and she had faced at the end of their very 
first year in this place, on their way to protect the Sorceror’s Stone.  Glittery with hope, buzzing 
with fear. 
 
It was the hope that she’d chosen correctly in selecting her present, and the fear that he’d reject it 
on not just one, but several grounds.  That he didn’t dare have anything of hers in his possession, 
in his life, in case the Death Eaters managed to get into his quarters and search for something 
incriminating.  That he simply didn’t care for any portraits, however cleverly done.  That he 
wouldn’t care to have a reminder of her or their association in his life, after their bout with 
Voldemort and Veritamoria was done.  That they weren’t in that sort of relationship, where one 
could buy presents for the other without causing offense or presuming too much. 
 
That she was, indeed presuming too much. 
 
Suddenly, her breakfast didn’t taste so appealing anymore.  Setting down her fork, she tucked her 
hands into her lap, uncomfortable with what she had done.  Maybe I shouldn’t give him the 
portrait.  Maybe I should put it into storage for a while.  Save it for…oh, I can’t save it for 
Valentine’s Day; that’s way too blatantly romantic.  Maybe for a birthday?  Only I haven’t a clue 
when his birthday might be.  End of term?  The death of the Basilisk-Snogging Bastard?  No,  she 
thought wistfully,  that one I’d find a more discreet painter, and strip myself nude.  That’d be a 
much more thrilling hurrah of a present than the one I picked out for him.  If only I knew I made 
the right choice… 
 
A hand slipped into her lap from her right.  Warm, callused from years of wielding pestles and 
cleavers and various other tools, it slid over her denim-clad thigh, finding her clasped hands with 
only a brief search.  His mindvoice did not match the dry, acerbic answer he was giving to 
Madame Hooch about Slytherin’s chances against Gryffindor in the next Quidditch match; like his 
fingers, it was warm, and it wrapped around her gently.  [Are you alright Hermione?  You seem to 
have gone off your breakfast.] 
 
{I’ve, um…well, I’ve bought you a Christmas present.  But I wasn’t sure if it was an appropriate 
one to give to you, or even if you’d like it.  Not that I’d give it to you in public,}  she added 
quickly.  {It’s just something I thought you might actually like…but now I’m not so sure about 
that.} 
 
Not one whit of his expression, not one dark, damp hair on his uncombed head—freshly washed, 
but still containing that gleam that suggested greasiness—changed.  But she felt the arching of one 
of his black brows, a strong sub-thought of bemusement.  [A present, for me?  I didn’t think you 
would consider giving me one.] 
 
His mental tone and accompanying sub-thoughts were surprised, and a little touched, and a touch 
concerned.  Hermione resisted the urge to shrug her shoulders, settling for a sub-thoughtted one.  
{I saw it, I thought about it, and decided practically on the spot that I should do it.  But I realize 
it’s a danger for you to have anything personal from me in your possession.  Perhaps you’d also 
think me foolishly sentimental for wanting to give you something for Christmas, but…  Anyway, 
it’s also a bit large; I’m not sure how I would get it out of my dorm-room where it was delivered.} 

Those warm, long, strong fingers tightened slightly over hers.  [ Hermione…it’s perfectly normal 
for a young woman to feel sentimental towards her first lover.  I’m flattered, really I am.  And yet 
you’re right about being cautious where our association is concerned.  I’m also disconcerted by 
the sub-thought of yours that this ‘present’ is as broad as the top of one of the lab-tables in my 
classroom.  What did you get for me?—No, don’t answer that,]  he corrected himself, a touch of 
wry warmth easing her discomfort and embarrassment.  [Why don’t you Transfigure the present 
into something small, and bring it with you the next time you visit my quarters?  Depending on 
what it is, I could either store it, Transfigured or otherwise, or you could take it back and keep it 
safe for me.  Minerva constantly praises you, saying you’re top in her Advanced Transfigurations 
classes.] 
 
Some of her tension faded.  {You’re right; I was thinking all scatter-brained.  I’ll Transfigure it 
and carry it to you as something hopefully less conspicuous than a great, ruddy package.}  she 
self-mocked.   A sigh escaped her, physically and mentally.  {But, when?  We forgot to set a time 
for our next meeting.  Should we meet on Saturday?} 
 
[Tomorrow night; we need not wait until the weekend.  You’ll be busy with your friends and your 
celebrations in Gryffindor, and I’ll be keeping an eye on Slytherin, tonight.] 
 
{…Agreed.  I think my appetite’s come back,}  she added, covering his fingers briefly between her 
own for a squeeze of gratitude. 
 
[Good.  I don’t want you wasting away on me.] 
 
Their hands parted.  Picking up her fork, Hermione enjoyed the rest of her breakfast. 
 
Beside her, Severus briefly shifted his gaze to the cheerfully dressed woman at his side, having 
carefully looked elsewhere during the length of their hand-held conversation.  When he finally slid 
his gaze away—having stared slightly longer than he’d planned—he met the Headmaster’s watery 
blue look.  Seated across the table from him and a few bodies down, Dumbledore gave his Potions 
Master an apprising look.  Severus returned it with a bland, not quite supercilious stare of his own.  
The man had approved of their association, after all, though thanks to the blasted Potter boy, they 
weren’t keeping the secret of their involvement as closely guarded as they could have. 
 
 Albus didn’t challenge that stare.  He merely looked at Severus for a few seconds more, then 
blinked and shifted his gaze away.  Severus lifted his coffee mug, though he set it down after a sip.  
Once the dark brown brew had cooled, it had lost most of its appeal. 
 
What did that woman get me?  he wondered.  More importantly…what could I get for her, between 
today and tomorrow night? 
 
A trip to Hogsmeade was a possibility, though there wasn’t bound to be much in the way of 
quality presents in the post-holiday rush of returns and exchanges.  He felt uncomfortable at not 
having gotten anything for her.  Not because she was forcing him to reciprocate; that wasn’t it at 
all.  Her sub-thoughts had been free of expectations of a gift-exchange.  She’d just picked out 
something she’d imagined he might like, though uncertainty and doubt had apparently crept in 
between the hour of purchase and the day of giving. 
 
If he gave her anything, it would be a pleasant surprise for her, he was certain of that.  Anything at 
all.  She’d make an effort to like it, even if it didn’t actually suit her tastes, because that was 
simply the kind of girl she was.  Yet, because of the Veritamoria, he’d know it if it wasn’t a truly 
wonderful gift.  He would have to wrack his brain for whatever scraps he knew about her, just to 
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successfully pick something that would generate genuine pleasure within her.  Pleasure he could 
share, whenever they touched. 
 
Severus did not want to be inadequate in this area.  He didn’t even question himself why this was 
now so important; he would simply pick the perfect bloody present for her, between now and 
tomorrow night.  The question was, what? 
 
Chapter XVI. 
 
He was waiting for her, in the classroom.  Once again, his face and hands floated over his desk in 
the light of only a few candles.  This time, however, he was not grading scrolls.  Instead, Severus’ 
dark head was bent over a thick tome, his graceful hands flicking slowly through the broad pages 
as he skimmed their mysterious contents.  As usual, his expression gave nothing away, save for a 
slight frown of concentration.  Whatever it was, he barely looked up to verify her presence before 
returning his gaze to the book. 
 
“Happy Boxing Day…Professor,”  Hermione told him as she approached.  She’d almost said,  
…Severus, remembering at the last moment the presence of the paintings in the room. 
 
“Hm, yes.  An absurd excuse for an holiday, if you ask me,”  he muttered, his concentration still 
focused on the book. 
 
“What are you reading?”  she inquired politely, shifting her book bag on her shoulder. 
 
“The Grimoire.  I received notice of its arrival this morning.  It was just as well; I had other 
business in Hogsmeade, so it was convenient to pick it up—I found something rather interesting,”  
he added, changing the subject as he shifted his hands.  The left one had a finger tucked between 
the sheets of beautifully calligraphed and illuminated vellum.  He flipped the sheets back to the 
page he had marked, and gestured for her to come around to his side of the desk.  “See if you can 
recognize this potion—I’m glad you bought the Amalgo translation, by the way.  I’ve found him 
to be much more precise in converting his measurements between regional standards than most 
translators ever bothered.  Bloody expensive to buy a first-print edition, though.” 
 
“Don’t I know it.  Buying Christmas presents on top of this tapped me out totally.  I won’t be able 
to afford to buy anything, not even a cockroach cluster at Zonko’s, until it’s time to leave in the 
summer,”  she joked.  She peered at the directions, skimmed through the notations, and raised both 
of her brows.  “…I can’t believe it!  It’s our experimental potion!” 
 
“And I think I know what went wrong, in our second attempt to recreate it,”  Severus told her, 
turning the page and underlining a passage further into the spell with one finger. 
 
…It is vitally important to feel the beastiality of the moment, to think as an animal, to abandon 
conscious, sentient thought for the animalistic needs of the moment… 
 
“Well, that probably explains why we didn’t manage to make anything at all, the second time.  I 
wasn’t thinking about that, so much as the end results,”  Hermione confessed. 
 
“I think we were also too tired from brewing the first one,”  he observed, closing the tome.  “We 
were successful with the first one, but by the second attempt, our efforts were no longer fresh.” 
 
“You’re probably right.  Shall we go study the rest of the book elsewhere?”  Hermione offered.  
They were both hedging around certain topics, but then there were portraits in the classroom.  He 

nodded, rising from the table and passing the book to her.  Leading the way into the storeroom, he 
fetched a bottle from the edge of the sink, this time a clear vial with reddish contents, and poured 
both of them a dose.  The flavor was cherry with strong overtones of parsley.  With pinches of 
Floo powder in hand, they returned to the classroom.  Hermione started to step up to the hearth, 
but he blocked her gently with a black-clad forearm. 
 
“The password has changed.”  At her inquiring look, he slid his arm down her body until the backs 
of their hands briefly touched.  [It’s now Sanctum Hermium.  And you will note on the floor that I 
have marked runes to block out anyone wearing an Invisibility Cloak.  Just in case one or both of 
your friends try to be idiots again.] 
 
Before she could analyze his sub-thoughts, he removed his hand and stepped forward, muttered 
the words, and threw the pinch in his fingers onto the hearthstones, vanishing in a swirl of 
emerald-green flame.  
 
Sanctum Hermium?  she wondered.  He’s renamed his Floo connection after me?  Marvelling at 
the idea of such a private man doing such a…well, such a not-private thing, Hermione braced 
herself with a deep breath and followed him to his rooms. 
 
To her surprise, there were signs of the holidays in his sitting room when she emerged from the 
heath.  There hadn’t been any, before.  Now there were garlands of evergreens along the mantles, 
bound with crimson ribbons and tinsel-strips of silver and gold.  It wasn’t bright and cheery; the 
colors were too dark, the decorations sparse compared to the rest of the castle, but it did make the 
room more festive.  Severus still looked very much like his name, severe and brooding in his black 
robes, frock-coat, trousers, and faint, pensive frown.  But the coffee table was covered in a long, 
bulky, silver-wrapped package fastened with green and red bows, and a small, round table had 
been set up by the night-darkened windows, draped in white lace laid over a dark red tablecloth, 
and two padded chairs had been placed on opposite sides. 
 
A diminutive, garishly colored figure was easing a tray of fancy biscuits onto the surface of the 
little table, which had apparently been set for a high tea for two.  Turning around, Dobby spotted 
her and beamed a broad smile.  “Miss Granger!  Dobby is wearing his presents!  These are the 
nicest, brightest socks Dobby has ever owned!” 
 
He lifted his hands.  On the left one, he’d managed to cram a rainbow-striped toe-sock, though 
he’d had to poke his fingers through the tip of each individual toe, since his fingers were so long 
and thin.  The horizontal stripes made her head ache as she tried to follow the movement of his left 
hand, but not as bad as his right hand.  She’d bought the rainbow pair for him, though the house-
elf insisted on wearing them one at a time.  The other sock, too, was a toe sock, fitted onto his 
hand, but it had been knitted out of fluorescent fruit-like colors, vertically striped.  Ron had bought 
it.  Harry had bought Dobby toe-socks with happy-faces on them…and sure enough, they were on 
his feet.  Or at least one was; the other foot wore an argyle sock in purple and gold.  It was easier 
to look at his feet; her eyes watered when she looked at his hands. 
 
“That’s…very nice, Dobby.  They look wonderful on you.” 
 
He beamed a second time, then hurried back through the left-hand door, presumably towards the 
kitchen.  Severus cleared his throat, somewhat uncomfortably, and gestured at the chairs.  “I 
thought you might enjoy a nice tea, before we exchanged presents.” 
 
“Oh.  Yes, that would be nice,”  she agreed, moving up to the table.  She unfastened her robe at a 
gesture from him, allowing him to take it and set it aside along with his own.  “I, um, wasn’t 
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expecting you to get me a present; you didn’t have to put yourself out to any trouble.  I didn’t want 
to make you uncomfortable or anything.  I just…give presents to my friends.” 
 
“I know.” 
 
The quiet assurance in his voice sent a strange chill down her skin, raising goose-spots.  It wasn’t 
exactly an uncomfortable feeling, but it increased slightly as he came back and assisted her into 
her seat, playing gentleman to her lady.  Settling himself across from her, he looked toward the 
door as Dobby came back, carrying another tray, this one filled with tea things.  Rather than 
waiting for Dobby to do the serving, he took the two tiny teapots, the steaming kettle, the trivet to 
rest it upon, and so forth from the broad tray. 
 
“…Thank you, Dobby, that will be all.” 
 
“Thank you, Master Snape,”  the house-elf replied with another grin, looking down at his solid-
toed argyle sock.  “Dobby almost looks Scottish in Master Snape’s lovely present…” 
 
He vanished with that peculiar, fading pop of house-elves.  Just in time, too.  Hermione’s face had 
reddened alarmingly from the sheer effort of holding in her gales of laughter.  She groped across 
the table, her fingers finding and clutching at Severus’ hand…and shared the absurd mental image 
of Dobby clad in a kilt… 
 
…In a tartan made from the interweaving of all of his socks. 
 
Both of them lost it. 
 
It was a good thing Dobby had gone; Hermione might have given up on the liberation of house-
elves from their slavery to their wizarding households, focusing instead on simply trying to 
improve their living conditions and the way they were treated—much more attainable and thust 
more realistic goals for the young woman she had become.  But bursting out, laughing in his face, 
would have hurt the creature’s feelings. 
 
As it was, she wasn’t the only one red-face and gasping for breath, by the time their howls were 
done echoing off the walls and all but rattling the frosted, diamond-paned windows.  Worse, every 
time she so much as glanced at Severus, both of them started laughing again.  Finally, they wound 
down enough to master themselves, though both were grinning like silly fools at each other. 
 
Still chuckling, Snape opened several of the many, tiny drawers in the tea-caddy perched on one 
edge of the table, selecting pinches of oolong, green, and various herbal tea-components.  As she 
watched, fascinated, he lifted them to his long, hooked nose for a discerning sniff before either 
returning it to its cubby, or settling a little smidgen of this and a heftier pinch of that into each of 
two small tea-strainers already on the table.  Hermione busied herself with preparing the teapots 
with a little swirl of hot water, pre-warming each one.  She looked up inquiringly as he lifted one 
of the strainers, holding it out to her. 
 
“Do you approve?” 
 
Leaning forward slightly, she sniffed at the combination of herbs.  “Mm, minty.  What’s in it?” 
 
“Primarily oolong, which stimulates the senses, and helps one keep one’s figure—not that you 
need it, but it’s good for the health of young women, too—a pinch of green to keep the heart 
healthy and the blood-sugar stable, some creme de menthe leaves to sweeten it, a little strawberry-

leaf to clear the mind, a bit of orange-curl for tartness, and a bit of peppermint to aid the 
digestion.” 
 
“Sounds smashing.  What’s in yours?”  she asked, curious, as he slotted the strainer into the top of 
her tea-pot, letting her pour the hot water so the contents could steep. 
 
“Mostly green tea-leaves for a healthy heart, a touch of oolong for stimulation—Albus is 
constantly admonishing me to eat more, as does Poppy, so I do not believe I need worry about my 
figure,”  he teased dryly,  “—some peppermint for digestion, lime curls for tartness and to help 
keep my sinuses clear, and raspberry leaf for relaxation.” 
 
“I keep forgetting that tea is often a potion in and of itself,”  Hermione murmured, pouring hot 
water over his own strainer of leaves.  “I thought you’d be more interested in creating the perfect 
coffee-brew.” 
 
He arched a brow at that.  “My dear Hermione, for all that I prefer its stimulative properties in the 
morning, there is little that is truly complicated about fixing a cup of coffee.  Grind the beans, 
percolate them in some boiling water, and pour out the brew.  That’s all you need to do.  Tea is 
much more of an artform.” 
 
“What about espresso machines?  Or capuccinos?”  she inquired.  “Or…or double-tall, double-
shot, skinny mochaccinos?” 
 
His brow furrowed.  “What are you blathering about, Hermione?” 
 
“It’s something the Americans do with their coffee.  I saw this shop while in Highgate, a couple 
summers ago,”  she told him.  “They had this huge list of terminology on the walls, with 
pronunciation guides and suggested serving combinations.  Father wanted to try an espresso-
something-or-other, and while he tried that, I tried the tea they were serving.”  Her nose wrinkled 
in distaste at the memory.  “It was this horrid, baggy stuff, pre-sweetened and practically 
powdered.  I wouldn’t have wished it on anyone…save maybe Professor Trelawney.  And only 
that much because the tea-leaves, being powdered, were utterly useless for tasseomancy.” 
 
He smirked.  “You could always send her a belated Christmas present.” 
 
She mock-scowled at him, though it was spoiled by a wry smile.  “What kind of an example is 
that, a Hogwarts teacher trying to convince a student of his to play such an awful prank on a 
fellow professor?” 
 
“Never fear; Albus insists on protecting her, so she’s quite safe from harm…though I can’t say the 
same for her students.  Or rather, for her predictions about her students.” 
 
“Do you know why the Headmaster protects her?”  Hermione asked, curious. 
 
He shook his head.  “No one knows.  He’s adamant about it, though.  He doesn’t even let her leave 
the school grounds during the holiday and summer breaks, unless it’s to go to her family’s home, 
under escort.” 
 
“Well, I’m sure Professor Dumbledore holds any number of secrets, things that cause him to do 
strange deeds,”  she murmured, rescuing the strainers so that she could pour the tea.  “Sometimes 
he’s seemed quite dotty…but he’s really rather brilliant, isn’t he?” 
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“Quite.  Scone, and jam or clotted cream?”  Severus asked her.  “Or would you like a biscuit to 
start with?” 
 
“One of those chocolate-dipped biscuits, please—the ones on your lower left, as you look at the 
plate.  And…that round white one, there.  That one looks appetizing.” 
 
“It’s lime and white-chocolate flavored.  They’re a particular favorite of mine,”  he confessed, 
filling a small tea plate for her, before filling one for himself.  He exchanged the plate for a filled 
cup and saucer she poured from his teapot, and for a moment there was nothing but the normal 
sort of conversation one had while sharing out the bits and pieces of a marvelous high tea with a 
friend. 
 
Lifting her tea cup, Hermione inhaled the pleasant mix of aromas, then sipped at the still-steaming 
beverage.  “Mm, perfect.  How did you know I liked mint?” 
 
“I simply picked what I thought smelled like you,”  he added, tapping the tip of his nose as she 
blushed a little.  “The nose, once properly trained, never lies.  It’s one of the most important tools 
a Potions Master can use.  That’s why you’ll never see me doing something as foul and disgusting 
as smoking a pipe, unlike some of the other teachers.  It ruins one’s sense of smell.  And taste, 
which is also vital.” 
 
“I’m glad you don’t smoke.  I don’t think I could ever stand kissing someone who did that,”  
Hermione returned firmly.  She lifted the lime-biscuit and bit into it, and hummed with pleasure.  
“…Oh, this is good!  Where did you get these biscuits?” 
 
“Honeydukes, in Hogsmeade.  They’re Muggle treats, actually, so they were a special order, but 
there had been a small stash of them laid aside for Albus, since he adores sweets of all kind, 
whether wizarding or Muggle.  I convinced them I was buying the package as a present for the 
Headmaster.”  At her questioning look, he shrugged defensively.  “I had Dobby wrap up a few of 
them to take to the Headmaster once he was finished here, so it wasn’t entirely a lie.” 
 
“I’m glad.  Professor Dumbledore is a really nice man, and a smashingly good wizard.” 
 
For a moment, Severus almost said that Albus was the only wizard that Voldemort feared.  He got 
as far as opening his mouth to speak, but decided to refrain.  Bringing up the Serpentine Slime was 
probably not the best way to enjoy a pleasant tea.  Instead, he offered her a small plate of Turkish 
Delight—wizard’s Turkish Delight, which were round little blobs that spun slowly but steadily in 
place, coated in confectioner’s sugar and filled with fruity, nutty sweetness. 
 
She accepted two pieces, then set them on her plate and stared at nothing for a moment.  Her 
mouth twitched up at the corners.  Lifting her head, she dared to ask,  “Would you ever do 
something for me?  Something…I don’t know…horribly funny?” 
 
He stared back at her, unsure of her meaning.  “I am not a horribly funny man, Hermione.  What 
could I possibly do to amuse you that much?” 
 
“Erm…eat a Canary Cream?” 
 
She winced a little as she asked it, for his face had hardened.  Hermione opened her mouth to 
apologize, but his anger shifted.  It sort of melted away to the edges of his face, replaced by a 
shrewd, unnerving sort of speculation that she didn’t trust. 
 

Severus stared at her, enjoying the way the daring little witch paled under his hard, quelling 
regard, no doubt regretting opening her lovely little mouth.  He’d make her regret asking that 
question, for she knew he’d hated the trick Hyacinth had played on him.  Just as soon as he 
thought of how.   A wicked idea crossed his mind a moment later, and it was all he could do to 
keep from smiling.  He waited until she picked up her saucer and cup, clearly needing a sip of the 
hot liquid to calm her nerves. 
 
“Miss Granger,”  he finally growled, watching her jump slightly at the cold formality of his words, 
sloshing a little of her tea into her saucer  “are you implying that you wish to not only share a 
carnal experience with a mountain lion, but with a ruddy, great, yellow budgie?” 
 
Chapter XVII. 
 
She choked on her tea.  The cup and saucer rattled as she hastily set them down, snatching up her 
napkin so she could dab at her mouth.  Severus chuckled, enjoying her discomfiture.  When she 
glared at him, he added to it, deliberately. 
 
“…I knew long ago that I was somewhat perverted, but I didn’t realize you could ever surpass 
me.” 
 
She choked again.  He endured her glares with a smug smile, until her light brown eyes narrowed.  
Her retaliation was swift as she wiped her mouth a second time.  “In that case, I’ll send an owl 
straight to Ron’s brothers in the morning.  We can have a whole box of them delivered here by the 
weekend.  If not even sooner.” 
 
“A whole box?”  Severus challenged her, lifting his cup to his lips.  “However will you pay for the 
postage, let alone the contents?  I thought you said you had no more pocket money ‘til the end of 
the school-year.” 
 
“Oh, I’m quite sure the twins would be willing to send the whole box for free, and pay for the 
postage themselves,”  she purred, closing in for the kill.  And pounced as he swallowed.  
“Provided I sent them back…pictures.” 
 
Tea spewed from his lips, thankfully mostly back into his teacup.  Severus coughed for several 
seconds, clattering the cup and its saucer onto the table as he groped for his napkin just as she had 
done.  Lowering the napkin again, he pinched the bridge of his nose for a moment, then glared at 
her.    “—That piece of nefarious plotting, Hermione Granger, is worthy of a Slytherin!” 
 
She stared at him.  “Was that a compliment, or an insult?” 
 
Unable to stop the wry smile from spreading across his face, he shook his head, daring to make a 
joke about a topic that had been too sore to even acknowledge only a week or two before.  “Are 
you sure you’re in the right House?” 
 
“I’ll have you know it took great courage to ask you to eat a Canary Cream,”  she retorted.  
“Especially as I don’t fancy having the school’s entire supply of brooms extracted from my 
posterior.” 
 
“That reminds me,”  Severus said, changing the subject.  “It has occurred to me that the Slimy 
Blowhard we’ll be visiting at some point this holiday will probably expect, erm…well, a 
‘performance’ involving your fundament.” 
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“I beg your pardon?”  Hermione asked, confused by the odd term. 
 
“Your fundament.” 
 
“My…what?”  She still wasn’t getting his meaning. 
 
“Your arse, Hermione.  He’ll probably expect me to bugger your arse in front of everyone.”  He 
wasn’t happy at having to say it aloud. 
 
“Oh.”  She wasn’t too happy at having to hear it.  Hermione sighed, picking up another biscuit 
from her plate.  “I suppose we’ll have to do something about that, then.  It is the only virginity I 
have left.” 
 
“I wouldn’t wish to deprive you of the choice of who to give that virginity to, save for the pressure 
of our circumstances,”  he murmured over his tea.  He sipped at it, giving her time to accustom 
herself to the thought.  “I could possibly avoid doing it this time around, but he’ll expect such a 
performance at some point along the way; I did, after all, free you from his clutches on the 
premise that I would ensure your utter sexual humiliation, as well as the hope for a betrayal of 
your best friend.” 
 
“Don’t remind me,”  she muttered back, some of her pleasure in the high tea vanishing. 
 
“It isn’t…entirely unpleasant, Hermione,”  Severus admitted quietly.  At her sharp, curious look, 
he shrugged.  She might as well know the truth, and she definitely would if he ever thought of it 
while they were touching.  Which he would, if and when they tried such a thing.  “It has been 
something of a tradition for Death Eaters to ‘try out’ prospective members, putting them through 
various gruelling tasks to prove their loyalties.”  His voice was dry, detatched, revealing what had 
happened in the past.  “In my case, Lucius Malfoy requested the right to induct me, and chose sex 
as one of the testing mediums.  At the time, I was still willing to do much to retain his friendship.  
He was not…unskilled in such matters.  He was also vain enough of his prowess to ensure I 
enjoyed most of it, most of the time.” 
 
Hermione knew she was staring, but she couldn’t quite help herself.  Licking her lips, she cleared 
her throat and spoke.  “Erm…I don’t know how delicate a topic this is for you—we’re not 
touching right now, and all—but I can’t help wonder what that, erm, feels like.  For a man.  For 
two men, together.  Intimately.  Who actually like each other, that is.” 
 
Severus studied her.  She was blushing, and clearly knew she was blushing, as well as stammering 
a little over the subject, but her curiosity was understandable.  For all they had been intimate for 
nearly a month now, and that they had done things that even he hadn’t experienced before now, he 
knew there were still many more things she had yet to experience.  Some of them would be as 
exotic as the Anima Vigo potion listed in the Grimoires of Vatsyanna, which they’d created by 
accident.  Some of them would be quite plain and ordinary by comparison. 
 
He realized he wanted to be the one to enlighten her to those things that he already knew but she 
did not.  He also wanted to be the one at her side as she explored territory that would be new for 
both of them.  The only problem was, how to do so?  There’s no way for her to know what it feels 
like for a man to make love to another man.  Unless… 
 
As the Potions Master, he’d always had a sneaking suspicion just what had happened to his supply 
of boomslang skin and bicorn horn, back when Hermione and her two terrorist friends had been in 
their second year.  In their fourth year, it had been proven that Mad-Eye Moody was in fact a 

former Death Eater in disguise who had needed the ingredients, but not their second-year.  
Boomslang skin was most useful in the Polyjuice Potion…and if he remember aright, Hermione 
had accidentally turned herself into a humanoid cat, in her second year.  Polyjuice wasn’t meant to 
be used to imitate the physical form of non-humans.  But, there was no way to say her two 
constant companions hadn’t succeeded in their own endeavors with the noxious brew. 
 
If she did manage to successfully brew Polyjuice in her second year, I’ve been underestimating 
her intelligence all along,  he admitted to himself.  I can’t exactly punish her for it anymore, 
either, since I could ask her under the effects of Veritamoria, but I couldn’t use that level of 
intimacy to hurt her…but I suppose I can use the brew myself to give her a truly memorable 
experience.  Or rather, use the brew for her.  A thought occurred.  …Why shouldn’t I use the 
potion, myself?  I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be a woman, either as a woman 
with a man, or as two women together… 
 
Hermione had fallen uncomfortably silent when he said nothing, and was now focusing firmly on 
slathering a currant-studded scone with marmalade.  Severus made up for it, clearing his throat 
softly.  “I think, as one of your potions-experiments, that you should brew up a batch of Polyjuice 
Potion.” 
 
The butter-knife she was using to smear the marmalade clattered to the tabletop.  She muttered an 
apology, but the sudden paling and flushing of her cheeks told Severus all he needed to know. 
 
“It’s not as if you haven’t done it before,”  he added, and watched her face blush harder. 
 
“It was proven long ago that it was Barty Crouch, Junior who stole ingredients out of your 
cupboards,”  she stated stiffly, picking up the knife and carefully spreading a bit more orange 
marmalade across her scone. 
 
“I meant in your second year.  Don’t bother to deny it,”  he added mildly as she opened her mouth 
to do so.  “I won’t punish you for it, now.  Not so many years after the fact.  I’m actually pleased 
that you showed such promise as a student, so early.  I regret I was unable to mentor you as I 
should have done, both from personal difficulties with your associates, and through my position as 
a spy for Dumbledore, which required me to favor my own House disproportionately.  I do have 
one question:  however did you manage to turn yourself into a half-cat, and get stuck like that?” 
 
Hermione blushed again, setting down her scone.  She bit her lower lip, unsure how much to tell 
him.  A hand stretched across the table between them, as Severus offered his fingers to her.  
Inviting a full confession.  She hesitated a moment, then touched his skin, covering his upturned 
palm with her own.  {You really aren’t going to be mad?} 
 
[I meant it; I’m proud of you.  If you didn’t mess up the rest of the potion, that is,]  he amended 
dryly.  [What went wrong?] 
 
{Well, the three of us were trying to figure out if Draco Malfoy knew who the Heir to Slytherin 
was.  So I brewed the potion.  But it required a bit of the person you were to imitate.  Harry and 
Ron each got a bit of Crabbe and Goyle after I drugged a couple cakes for them, and during one 
of the duelling club meetings—I think the first one, if I remember right—I stole what I thought was 
one of Millicent Bulstrode’s black hairs while we were wrestling…only it turned out to be a hair 
from her pet cat.  Polyjuice isn’t meant to Transfigure a human into an animal.} 
 
[No, it’s not.  I thought it might have been something like that.  I take it the boys’ transformations 
succeeded?]  he inquired, managing to keep his rancor out of his thoughts, for her sake.  It was 
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sort of the same way he disengaged and buried certain parts of his brain when dealing with 
Voldemort, only harder. 
 
{They certainly did.  That was when we found out even Draco hadn’t a clue; that no one in 
Slytherin knew anything about who was opening the Chamber of Secrets, or what they were doing.  
The boys snuck into Slytherin’s House and got Draco to confess his ignorance, then had to run out 
of there when they started changing back.  As far as we know, Draco and his cronies never had a 
clue they’d been duped,}  Hermione added with a shrug.  {Crabbe and Goyle woke up, thought 
they’d just been the victims of a prank, and never said a word to anyone.  Draco never even 
noticed, and Harry, Ron and I were back to square one on the mystery.  But you know how it 
turned out; a spell-preserved memory of Voldemort’s young self was trying to possess poor Ginny, 
and nearly succeeded.  Thanks to Malfoy planting that diary on her when we were all buying our 
books back at the beginning of the term.} 
 
[That was a dangerous, courageous, clever thing you did.  If I could find a way to punish the three 
of you for doing it, I would…but you’ve proven yourselves utterly immune to the normal sorts of 
discipline available to Hogwarts staff,]  he told her dryly.  [Not even that disaster of utterly lost 
House points under that odious toad, Umbridge, stopped the three of you from doing whatever you 
thought you had to do.] 
 
{Yes, and Harry lost his godfather at the end of that year, the worst possible punishment for 
running off and breaking a bunch of rules}  Hermione agreed, her sub-thoughts colored with 
regret.  {But you know what happened the year after that.  In fact, I’d even say Harry got a little 
worse, in some ways,}  she mused, more to herself than to him.  {He said the oddest thing to me, 
the other week…} 
 
[…Let’s not talk about him, shall we?]  Severus dismissed, uncomfortable with the dichotomy 
between her fondness for the boy, and his own distaste. 
 
{Well, why don’t you tell me why I should brew up a batch of Polyjuice?}  Hermione inquired, 
permitting the change in subject.  She didn’t want to think too much about Harry while she was 
with him, and his comment that had started this whole subject was still on her mind. 
 
He looked down at their hands, their hands gently clasping each other about the wrist, his face-up 
and hers face-down.  [You wanted to know what it was like for a man to make love to another man.  
I think it would be an excellent auxilliary to your other extra-credit pursuits.  For that matter, it 
would give you an excellent perspective to be Transfigured into a man, and myself into a woman.  
Or both of us as women, if you like.  That’s one experience I myself haven’t tried…and I find 
myself intrigued by the snips and pieces I can sense from you whenever we make love, through the 
effects of the Veritamoria on our minds.] 
 
{Sharing thoughts isn’t the same as sharing flesh,}  she agreed, if with a thread of caution in one 
of her sub-thoughts.  {Who would we imitate?  I certainly don’t want to get stuck as a half-cat 
again.} 
 
Humor gleamed in his dark eyes as he looked up at her, his thumb caressing the soft skin of her 
wrist.  [If you want to be a cat, we still have some of the Anima Vigo left.] 
 
{Anima Vigo?  Is that what it’s called?  I forgot to look at the name of the potion, in the book.}  
Hermione asked, sidetracked for a moment.  He nodded, and she mulled over his offer.  {I think it 
would be interesting to see how it feels to be a man in the throes of passion.  To see how it would 
feel to…you know…} 

[Enjoy the delights of Sodom and Gomorrha?]  he supplied dryly.  [You may get a little blotchy 
when you blush, but it does suit you in a way.] 
 
{Urgh!  That was an awful compliment, Severus!  You seriously need some practice,}  Hermione 
protested, moving to tug her hand away.   He tightened his grip on her palm and wrist, though she 
didn’t really try to get away. 
 
[I’m a little rusty when it  comes to complimenting someone.  Suffice to say, you will brew the 
potion, and we will exchange our own hairs with each other,]  he told her.  His mouth twisted.  
[It’s almost a bit too Gilderoy Lockhart-ish, to make love to oneself, but with the Veritamoria 
between us, we really have no choice but to choose one another,]  Severus pointed out.  He 
frowned a moment later in memory.  [Weren’t you out of your otherwise quite sensible head for 
Lockheart, all those years ago?] 
 
{Please, I was barely twelve!}  she snorted mentally.  {Any attractive male figure would’ve done.  
You certainly qualified.} 
 
[I was never that attractive,]  he scoffed.  
 
{Don’t sell yourself so short.  If you did something about straightening out your teeth, combed 
your hair much more frequently to take out the snarls, maybe got your hair trimmed just a little, 
and used a charm against the accumulation of excess body-oils in your hair, you’d be the 
handsomest teacher in the whole school.} 
 
[I keep forgetting your parents were dentists,]  he muttered.  [Obessing about my teeth, really.  
Besides, that isn’t saying much, calling me the handsomest teacher in the school.  Even 
discounting Lockheart, I still don’t qualify.] 
 
{When I’ve brewed up that Polyjuice Potion, I will show you exactly what can be done with your 
body, Severus Snape—see if I don’t!}  she half-growled in his mind.  It was spoiled by the heavy 
sub-thought of laughter running underneath it.  {Besides, Professor Vector is the next-nearest 
thing to handsome in the school…if you don’t look too closely at his comb-over.} 
 
[Considering he’s shorter than me by five inches, I have no choice,]  Severus returned dryly.  And 
smiled as she laughed.  [This is going to be easier than I thought…] 
 
{—What will be easier?}  the woman holding his hand asked, curiosity sub-thoughted with 
lingering humor. 
 
[Giving you your present, sharing a high tea with you…even though it’s closer to a midnight 
snack, at this late hour.] 
 
{Well, let’s just hope you like my present.}  Picking up her teacup left-handed, Hermione sipped at 
the cooling brew. 
 
[You’re nervous.  What could be wrong with it?]  he asked her, tipping his head slightly in inquiry. 
 
{Just the possibility that I misjudged you, and blew something you said in passing out of 
proportion.} 
 
Her reply, sub-thoughts carefully repressed, made him frown softly.  [What could I have said that 
could be taken out of proportion?] 
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Setting down her teacup, Hermione freed her hand, intending to fetch her Transfigured gift.  Or 
tried to.  His hand latched tightly around her wrist, preventing her release.  The strength in those 
slender fingers skipped her heart in a shock of alarm, and something else.  Something strong.  She 
had no name for it, other than that it connected the odd fear of his strength in her wrist, an odd 
longing in her heart for something she couldn’t name, to an even odder sort of arousal down in her 
groin, forming a brief twist of lightning between the three spots.  And she wasn’t the only one to 
feel it; from his own unsettled gaze and the sub-thoughts in his mind, he had felt something 
similar to it, too.   
 
[I don’t know what that was,]  Severus whispered into her mind,  [but…I liked it.   Do you know 
what it reminded me of?] 
 
{No, what?} 
 
[The feelings I had when I chased you, as that cat.  I want…I almost can’t bring myself to say it…I 
want to chase you, and throw you down, and have my way with you, even as you struggle against 
me.  But…I don’t want to rape you.]  His sub-thoughts were now anguished.  [I want…I want…] 
 
{I want you to ravish me,}  Hermione confessed, herself.  Her mind-voice was equally hushed, as 
if they couldn’t even whisper this confession between them, not aloud.  The effect was magnifying 
that twist of lightning-like pleasure searing through her chest.  {I want to try to escape, but be 
overthrown, ravished, used for your pleasure, yet still able to find mine.} 
 
[Your pleasure is my pleasure, Hermione,]  Severus murmured, lifting her arm.  The table was 
small enough that neither of them had to lean over far for him to be able to press a kiss to the back 
of her hand.  His mouth pressed soft kisses down to her fingers.  To the spot between her 
forefinger and the middle one.  Where his tongue licked gently, deliberately at the soft web of 
flesh waiting at the base of her knuckles. 
 
The twisting in her body ignited its way down into her belly, until it forced her head back with a 
groan.  Memories swirled through her head, shared from her thoughts, echoed from his.  It was 
like an aftershock of pleasure, only this was the pleasure, the main event.  Hands on skin, lips and 
tongues, fingertips teasing, palms rubbing; slick, soft flesh enfolding that which was hot and hard 
in steady, rhythmic penetration.  A sudden thrust, hard and out of rhythm, and the lightning 
twisted harder, shone through her blood brighter, until she trembled on the cliff of her own, 
remembered desire. 
 
Dragged with her, Severus gasped as his loins throbbed.  He was remembering times when she’d 
pressed and rubbed her breasts against his chest unconsciously, too caught up in the desire raging 
through her to know what she was doing to him.  Remembered times when he would have 
willingly drowned himself in a flood of her moisture, suffocated in her desire, gorging himself on 
her sweet, hidden depths.  That moment when he reared over her, feeling her slick heat, the softly 
textured folds of her opening teasing at the head of his prick. The base lust of fucking her against 
her lab table.  The beastial pleasure of the Vigo potion, and the more tender lovemaking of their 
first time in this suite. 
 
He could feel himself thrusting into her, feel the moistness of her passage easing and teasing each 
plunge into her depths.  She could feel him enter her flesh, burrowing deep into her body, the 
hardness of his body pressing hers into the mattress, the thrashing of her head on a pillow.  They.  
Were.  Remembering. 
 

A cry escaped his throat as Severus felt his loins tighten, then pulse with wet warmth.  Hermione 
gasped and shuddered, unable to see because her eyes had simply rolled too far up into her head 
with the orgasm rippling through her body.  Their hands tightened, still locked together over the 
little table as he slumped forward and she slouched back.  Little aftershocks pulsed through their 
flesh, until their fingers finally relaxed enough to slip free of each other’s skin.  They still touched, 
but neither of them had the strength to cling left in their bones. 
 
[I didn’t know that was possible,]  Severus finally sighed.  [I knew we could have an aftershock 
right after the fact from the sheer memory of it…but two days after the last time we made love?] 
 
{Bloody hell,}  Hermione sighed back.  {Neither did I.} 
 
[You know, I’d be embarrassed about soiling my trousers, if you hadn’t dampened yours as well.] 
 
{You produced far more liquid than I did.} 
 
[Care to ‘drop trou’, and find out?]  he challenged her, some of his energy returning with the soft 
growl. 
 
She shifted her weight in the seat as she sat up again, and blushed.  {Ah, no…I think we’d come 
close, after all—god, I’m wet!  I think I’d only be wetter if some big, slobbery dog drooled all over 
me.  Like a St. Bernard, or a Newfoundland…} 
 
[Sorry, ‘Mione,]  he chuckled weakly.  [I only change into a big, black cat.] 
 
{That reminds me.  Did you ever become an Animorphmagus?}  Hermione asked, curiosity 
returning along with her own strength. 
 
[No.  I was good at Transfigurations, but never bothered to learn how to become an animal at 
will.] 
 
{That reminds me of something else,}  she mused.  {I have you in a talkative mood, so I might as 
well ask.} 
 
[That depends on what you would ask,]  he reminded her, studying her with dark, glitterig eyes. 
 
{Why do you persist in asking Dumbledore for the Defence Against Dark Arts position?  It’s been 
years since you first started asking, since I heard you were asking after it even before I came to 
this school, and he still hasn’t given it to you,}  she pointed out.  {You’re ruddy brilliant at 
Potions; half my teachers don’t have a third of your enthusiasm for their own disciplines.  Well, 
brilliant save for when you’re terrorizing most of your students.  Especially Neville Longbottom,}  
she added dryly as his sub-thought started to rise into a protest about Harry.  {A lot of the mistakes 
he ended up making all the way through fifth-year were simply out of sheer fright of being around 
you.} 
 
He sighed and lifted his own teacup for a swallow, though he didn’t remove his hand from beneath 
hers. 
 
[Let’s not talk about Longbottom, shall we?  As for the Defence position…actually, I’ve always 
been in two minds about the post.  Voldemort has always wanted me to take it over, to mould and 
shape future Death Eaters from among the Slytherins, while downplaying and weakening the 
training of the other Houses’ students so that they’ll be easier to overthrow when they’re released 
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to the big, bad world out there.  I don’t want to strengthen his efforts in this manner.  Dumbledore 
knows this, of course, and that means he has refused to place me in the Defence post.  He claims 
I’m indispensible as the Potions Master, though anyone who can follow a recipe can be halfway 
decent,]  he dismissed. 
 
Hermione got the impression that he wasn’t comfortable with praising himself.  At least, not 
outside the classroom.  She still remembered that electrifying speech he’d made, her very first day 
in his class.  {And the second reason?} 
 
[Almost all of the professors selected for the post in the past ten years have been imbeciles, with 
rare exception.  For all I have just reason to loathe him, Remus Lupin was a good teacher, and for 
all he was a Death Eater in disguise, Barty Crouch Junior was an excellent professor while 
pretending to be Moody.  The current one, Frejne, seems to be doing fairly well, but only time will 
tell.] 
 
{And the worst of the lot was Umbridge.  I’d have picked Lockhart, save that while he couldn’t 
have cast a spell other than a Memory Charm to save his life, he did let us practice our magics.  
Umbridge deliberately tried to ruin our ability to protect ourselves, by banning all practice.  That 
was criminally, cruelly negligent.} 
 
[Quite.  Suffice to say,]  he stated, getting firmly back onto his original point,  [I feel guilty about 
letting the Defence position fall into semi-skilled and outright incompetent hands, whenever some 
new git is roped into the spot.  I know I’m good enough to take over the class permanently, but 
Dumbledore wants me to stay as the Potions Master, and neither of us want Voldemort to gain 
that much control here in Hogwarts.  So here I must stay.  I’m not terribly discontent.  
Longbottom-style students aside,]  he added wryly.  [Though at the rate they keep coming into the 
school, I’ll be knee-deep in them by the end of next year, and up to the thigh in five or six more.] 
 
{I wonder what it’ll be like—defeating Voldemort, being able to live a normal life, for all of us,}  
Hermione mused, as she considered the image of him still teaching at Hogwarts, half a decade 
down the road.  {Harry, Ron and I all plan to be Aurors, but I only want to do that until we’ve 
defeated the Gruesome Git and wiped out a decent amount of his Death Eaters.  After that…well, I 
think I’d love to be a teacher, here.  I’m really good at Transfigurations, but I can’t see 
McGonagall stepping down anytime soon.} 
 
[ Minerva still has some life in her yet,]  he agreed.  [But I don’t think it’ll be stepping down, so 
much as stepping up.  She’s the best candidate to be Headmistress after Dumbledore retires.  Of 
course, he might hang on forever and a day; for all we know, he has a keg of that Elixir of his 
partner Flamel’s stashed away somewhere.  That might explain why he’s still so spry at his age.  I 
wouldn’t mind some of that stashed away, myself.] 
 
{I’d only take the gift of a long life if it came with extended or restored youth,}  Hermione stated, 
shaking her head.  {If we can’t vanquish Voldemort soon, I can easily see this battle raging on into 
decades, and fighting a war is for the young, who’ll have a better chance to survive it.  I took up 
yoga two summers ago—which is where I first ran across references to Tantric magics—just so I 
could stay limber enough for all the adventures the boys and I have been having.  And I’m still 
young.} 
 
[I wouldn’t mind being younger again, either,]  Severus mused.  He withdrew his hand after a 
moment, quelling his sub-thoughts and removing contact between them.  Eyeing his teacup, he 
pulled out his wand and tapped the rim with a mutter, making the contents evaporate.  “Pour me a 
fresh cup, will you?  I need to clean myself up from our little shared memory.” 

“Would you rather I licked you clean?”  Hermione found herself offering, and blushed at his sharp 
look. 
 
A small smile played at the corner of his mouth.  “An intriguing offer, but I recall your distaste for 
the flavor.  There was a section in the Grimoire devoted to changing the flavor of one’s ejaculate, 
but I believe they have to be applied to the male before an orgasm, not afterwards.  Virilis 
Mundic.” 
 
His hair ruffled as the spell rippled over his body as he tapped his wand on his lap. 
 
“Should I clean myself up as well, then?” 
 
He gave her an amused look.  “The essence of a woman is far more palatable than that of a man, 
Hermione.  If you need…cleaning, I will be happy to oblige.” 
 
“Well, I wouldn’t say need,”  Hermione hedged, squirming a little in her seat as she thought of his 
enthusiasm for such things.  “Desire would be more the word for it.” 
 
“Shall we adjourn to the settee, then?  Or would you prefer the sheepskin?”  he inquired politely.  
As if his words had nothing to do with all the things that nose, those lips, and the tongue and teeth 
behind them wouldn’t do, which was visible in the gleam of his dark eyes.  “I don’t think I could 
make it all the way to a bed, before ravishing you senseless.” 
 
“…I think I’m going to have another aftershock, now,”  she muttered weakly.  And almost did, 
from the sound of his chuckle alone.  Masculine and confident of his effect on her.  It was the 
same silky sound that he used to growl at his students, only it was much, much sexier, and it 
connected itself to parts of her body that a hand, nevermind a mere voice, shouldn’t have been 
able to touch.  Not while she was still fully clothed.  Drat him.  I think I’m turning into Pavlov’s 
dog.  One throaty chuckle from him, and I’m drooling at the netherlips! 
 
“I do so enjoy that look on your face, Hermione,”  Severus murmured.  She’d gone back to the 
shocked-lust look of their first time together, a little bewildered, definitely befuddled, and 
innocently sexy.  Rising from the table, he moved around to her side, and courteously helped scoot 
her chair back so she could rise.  Offering his hand, he watched as she hesitated—no doubt to 
master her sub-thoughts—and enjoyed the tingle of desire he felt as her skin brushed against his.  
[Even if you had bought me nothing, this would have been the perfect Christmas present on its 
own.  Two or three hours of lapping between your legs…] 
 
{Oh, god…}  She staggered, and he caught her around the waist with his other arm. 
 
[Easy, my dear girl.  You’ll be more comfortable with the sheepskin to pad you from the floor.] 
 
If her gaze hadn’t fallen on the oblong, silver package on the coffee table, Hermione probably 
would have melted into a puddle of feminine lust.  As it was, she seized on the sight of it as a 
lifeline.  {Um, presents.  Yes, we’ve been forgetting to exchange presents—god, if he keeps this up, 
I’ll be a blithering idiot!  Stop chuckling at me!  God, I can’t feel my legs!} 
 
Severus laughed, and escorted her to the faded blue couch.  Some of his smile faded as they sat 
down.  [I hope you like it.  My present.] 
 
{I’m sure I will,}  she returned somewhat breathlessly, glad he was no longer focusing on her 
ravishment.  She started to pull her hand away, but he held onto it. 
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[I want to know—I’m nervous, but I want to know—what you think of my gift,]  he murmured.  [Let 
me see what you really think of it.] 
 
{Of course,}  she agreed, though his request made her equally nervous.  He released her hand so 
she could reach for the ribbons holding the long, rectangular package together.  Now was not the 
time to express doubts about his choice of gift.  She knew that if she had any reservations, it would 
probably hurt him.  Quelling her sub-thoughts as he lifted his fingers to the nape of her neck, she 
had another thought.  {You know, if you’re to keep me under your Occlumencied protection, we’re 
going to have to practice moving together while staying in constant physical contact.} 
 
[You’re quite right.  I hadn’t considered that aspect.  Voldemort will try to read your mind, 
however he can do it.  I should teach you Occlumency so that you can resist when we’re not in 
contact.] 
 
{Quite.}  Tugging on the ribbons, she carefully unbound the long present, then sought for the tape 
holding the folds of silvery paper in place. 
 
[What are you doing?]  he asked her as she started removing the paper carefully. 
 
{I’m trying to not tear it, that’s what I’m doing.} 
 
[It’s wrapping paper, Hermione.  It’s still recyclable even if it’s been turned into confetti.]  He 
leaned in close, whispering in her mind as he breathed on the tender shell of her ear.  [You know 
you want to tear into it.  You want to hear that silky rip as you shred the paper into a crumpled 
mess all over the sitting room floor.  You want to feel the texture of it rumpling under your hands, 
crackling in your ears…] 
 
{Oh, god, lust-puddle!} 
 
[—Lust-puddle?]  The term confused him. 
 
The image she sent him clarified matters.  Blushing, Hermione gripped the paper with desire-
weakened hands, and tore it open.  Then did it again, grabbing the paper in another place and 
ripping it apart.  {Oh, that is satisfying, isn’t it?} 
 
[Wanton destruction has its own seductive qualities,]  Severus murmured.  [It’s one of the reasons 
why being a Death Eater appeals to certain kinds of people.  Just imagine that the paper there is 
my clothes, and strip your gift naked.] 
 
{Mercy!}  Panting, she shredded the packaging, ignoring the present itself until she had ripped and 
yanked and torn everything she could.  {You’re ruddy brilliant at this seduction thing, aren’t 
you?} 
 
[Only with you.  But then you inspire me.  Pay attention to my gift,]  he directed her as she started 
to hunt down the sub-thoughts underlying the surface of his words.  [What do you think of it?] 
 
Brushing away a palm-sized piece of wrapping paper, Hermione studied the spine.  Her eyes 
widened.  {The Encyclopedia Magica?  You got me a set of the Encyclopedia Magica?!  My god—
this must have cost you a bloody fortune!  My parents couldn’t even afford to get me this!} 
 
[It’s second-hand, more than a dozen years out-of-date,]  he pointed out, enjoying both her 
astonishment and pleasure.  [And I bought it off a relative who was replacing it with a current 

edition.  He was willing to give me a discount, so it was a bargain.  Most of the entries should still 
be good enough for research purposes.] 
 
{It’s ruddy brilliant!}  Hermione praised him.  She turned and kissed him on the cheek, the kind 
of great, smacking kiss she would’ve given one of her friends.  {It’s the perfect gift, Severus!} 
 
She meant every fervent thought.  Warmth percolated through his chest, the pleasure of knowing 
he’d chosen right.  [I would’ve chosen it for myself, and it occurred to me that you and I aren’t all 
that different, academically.] 
 
{Quite right.  Mind if I keep it down here for now?}  she asked him, pleasing him with the 
suggestion.  Leaning forward, she trailed her fingertips over the gold-embossed spins, listing 
everything magical from the potion and spell uses of a’a, porous volcanic rock, to zymurgy, the art 
of fermentation.  {I can’t take it upstairs without inviting all sorts of questions as to who bought it 
for me, questions which we daren’t answer right now, and this way you can use it, too, for 
reference work.} 
 
[I would enjoy that.  So…what  did you get for me?] 
 
{Um…right.}  Quelling her thoughts firmly, she reached into her pocket and pulled out a small, 
silver-and-green wrapped present not much bigger than a ring-box.  {Tap it with your wand and 
say restoria,}  she directed him, handing it over.  {Don’t bother tugging on the ribbon; that’s just 
part of the Transfiguration.  And, erm, you might want to set it on the floor, on the other side of 
the coffee table.  It’ll come out rather large, when it’s done Transfiguring back.} 
 
[Right.  Do you want to know what I’ll think of your present, too?]  he asked, idly stroking the 
nape of her neck under her curls. 
 
{I’m not sure if I’m that brave,}  she quipped back, giving him a nervous smile. 
 
That arched one of his brows.  [Not that brave?  The girl who, in her very first year, told that 
whopping big lie about wanting to face down a troll all on her own?  The girl who snuck around 
corners with a mirror, wary of encountering a basilisk?  The girl who stole a hippogriff and 
helped a man wanted for murder to escape?  The girl who—] 
 
{Alright!  I’ll read your thoughts while you open it!}  Shooing him on, she waited as he lowered 
his hand from the back of her neck.  He pulled out his wand, then looked at her.  Expectantly.  
Right.  Lifting her own hand, she threaded her fingers through his hair, silky and soft now that it 
was clean.  {It really is the natural shine of your hair, isn’t it?} 
 
[No, a good portion of it is simply grease.  When I sweat, it’s even worse.] 
 
She didn’t bother to ask him why he didn’t take better care of his hair; his sub-thoughts let her 
know his persona as the cruel, sarcastic Potions Master needed physical accompaniment to 
underscore his reputation.  Raising his wand, he tapped the top of the green bow.  “Restoria.” 
 
“Ah—” 
 
Chapter XVIII. 
 
It was too late to remind him to set the package on the floor.  Hermione grabbed for it with both 
hands as the small, ring-sized box suddenly expanded into a coffee-table sized painting, 
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unTransfiguring itself.  Their hands met, his left and her right, clutching at the base of the painting 
where the box had once been, while her left hand and his right hand each stretched out quickly to 
catch an edge.  That position left them both staring into the color-daubed canvas as it wobbled, 
then righted in their grip. 
 
[A goddess…]  The thought escaped Severus before he could censure it.  And in truth, he was a 
little too stunned to censure it, or the thoughts that followed.  [Is that…you?  That goddess 
reclining in the garden?] 
 
{It was a fortuitous find, actually,}  Hermione confessed, relieved at his stunned appreciation.  {I 
saw an advert for a wizard-photographer and portraitist, and thought I’d get moving photographs 
for my family and friends.  When Professor Mistral and I examined his works in the room he’d 
rented, I saw this painting.  It was incomplete,}  she told him, nodding her head at the portion 
where her figure reclined.  {The landscape was done, but not the central figure, just the blocking 
for it.  Gerry Jesso—the painter—told me he’d had a client commission it, then drop the 
commission almost at the last minute.  I asked him how much it would cost to complete it with 
another figure, and the price was just barely within my budget.  So I got it. 
 
{He actually wanted to have me painted facing forward, but I remembered what you’d said about 
disliking having portraits staring at you all the time.  So I specified I had to be facing away—
reading a book, as you can see—but that my image could be allowed to face forward if someone 
ever conversed with it.  So then he had me Transfigure my outfit into whatever I wanted to match 
the flowers and everything, and I chose that,}  she nodded at the gossamer, Grecian-style drape of 
soft white and pale green silk.  Her image lifted its fingers from the volume, just visible beyond 
one winter-pale arm.  Those fingers fluttered briefly in greeting, then returned to the book and 
turned the page.  The garden surrounding her was rampant with wildflowers and rich, green lawn, 
and she lay propped on her side, her hair fixed up in a topknot cascading with chestnut curls that 
glowed reddish and golden and dark brown in the sunlight illuminating the scene.  [I positioned 
myself, and he snapped a color wizard-picture, so he could work from it after I had left.  It’s sort 
of Impressionistic but then I told him I didn’t mind a rush-job.  I was gratified at how quickly he 
got it done, actually.] 
 
[Impressionistic or not, you look like a young Aphrodite, taking time out of your duties as the 
Goddess of Love to have a quiet moment to yourself,]  Severus observed. 
 
She turned and smiled at him.  {Now, that’s a compliment that makes up for the other one!  You 
like it, then?} 
 
[I’m glad your face isn’t visible, and that very few people would know it’s you.  I wouldn’t be able 
to hang it on my wall, otherwise.] 
 
{That was the other reason why I chose the positioning I did.}  She wrinkled her nose at her 
quietly reading image.  {It doesn’t really look like me, does it?} 
 
[Not as you usually are, but as you could be.] 
 
{Flatterer.}  She blushed as she said it.  {Will you really hang it on your wall?} 
 
[In my bedchamber, over the mantel, I think.  It’s a very relaxing, peaceful image.  I might want to 
stare at it while I’m trying to fall asleep.  Or to masturb…damn.] 
 

His cheeks weren’t the only ones that flushed red at that Veritamoria-induced comment.  Still, it 
was amusing.  Hermione couldn’t help twitting him a little.  {So much for dignity, right?} 
 
That changed his embarrassment to humor.  Severus eased the painting to the floor with a mental 
chuckle.  His lips twisted as he tried to hide his smile, but even when their hands parted, she could 
tell he was still laughing inside.  Gesturing her up, he had her take one end of the painting while 
he took the other. Together, they carried it into the room at the end of the hall.  It didn’t take long 
for him to take down the painting that had been hung above the mantel, with its clock and a few 
other odds and ends.  Setting the forest-cloaked pond aside, he motioned Hermione back and lifted 
her portrait into place with his hands.. 
 
“Tell me when it’s level,”  he directed her, balancing it one-handed against the wall while he 
pulled out his wand. 
 
“A little more to the left—no, no; I meant shift it horizontally—yes, there.  Stop.  Um, now up a 
little on the lefthand corner…good.  No, wait, up a tiny smidgen on the right.” 
 
“This thing is heavy, Hermione,”  he warned her.  “Is it level yet?” 
 
“Just a hair more on the right—there.  Perfect!” 
 
“It had better be.  Zugeteil!”  A wash of silvery-blue sparks crackled over the painting, skittering 
around its edges and onto the back like electric spiders.  The young woman in the painting clapped 
her hand over her posterior, where Severus had tapped his wand.  He was still smiling when he 
turned around. 
 
Hermione narrowed her eyes at him.  “You deliberately rapped me on the arse!” 
 
“But it’s such a tempting target,”  he drawled.  The humor in his voice, his eyes, prevented her 
from staying mad at him.  “That was only a painting.  Imagine what I could with to the real thing.” 
 
“You’re a very naughty man, Severus Snape,”  she retorted.  His mock-threat did remind her of 
something else, though.  Sighing, she held out her hand.  “Come, we need to practice constant 
touching, and maybe rehearse what we’ll do when we’re summoned by the Snakey Slime.  I want 
to ensure our survival, and that means we’ll need to practice.  Lots.” 
 
“You’re right.  We should have worked on this earlier.  The Great Dread Lord,”  he drawled 
sardonically,  “wants an ‘entertainment’ for his Death Eaters.  A bloody floor-show.”  His lip 
curled up in disgust.  A sigh escaped him as he shook it off.  “Let’s just treat it as such, and 
choreograph in advance what we plan to do.  That should make it easier for both of us.” 
 
“I think I can do that,”  Hermione agreed, though her voice was hesitant.  She focused her mind on 
the challenge of it, rather than the impending humilition.  “We need to start first with the initial 
presentation.  Outfits.  Costumes.” 
 
“The very first thing to start with is a dose of Aqua Vigo for both of us,”  he corrected her.  “I can 
guarantee I won’t be able to perform without it, and I don’t want you to be traumatized by having 
to perform without some liquid courage of your own.” 
 
“Right.  I’ll appreciate that.  Okay.  We get the summons, we go visit Dumbledore to warn him, 
we take some Aqua Vigo, and change, and…erm, this is going to take us a bit of time.  How mad 
is he going to get, if we delay that much?”  Hermione asked. 
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Severus didn’t have to ask who ‘he’ was.  “He knows my situation in the school is precarious.  
First, I’ll have to maneuver things so that I’ll be able to have an hour or two away from the 
grounds, then I’ll have to ensure that you’ll be able to go missing for the same length of time.  
Normally he allows me an hour or so to arrange things before he grows impatient, and two hours 
before he is truly angry with me.  When he summons me by name, that is.  Because I’m constantly 
under Dumbledore’s watchful eye, I don’t have to attend the general assemblies.” 
 
“How does he summon you?”  Hermione asked, curious.  “I know it has something to do with the 
Mark.” 
 
“A touch of his wand to the Mark, and everyone feels a general burst of pain. That’s the general 
assembly,”  Severus told her.  “You’re supposed to disengage from whatever you’re doing at the 
time, find a moment of privacy, and Apparate by concentrating on the Mark.  It’s like the release 
of a rubber band; the Mark snaps you to an empty spot near wherever Voldemort happens to be 
standing.  For an individual summoning, he’ll touch someone’s Mark with his wand, and state 
their name.  Then, the agony is increased four-fold,”  he murmured,  “and usually remains until 
you obey.  With the general call, it will fade after a few minutes, but not when you’re specifically 
summoned.” 
 
Severus had lifted his arm, wrist turned up as if he could see the magical tattoo through the black 
wool of his sleeve. 
 
“Once you’re a Death Eater…you’re always a Death Eater.  I would never have been able to turn, 
if I hadn’t already mastered Occlumency before joining their ranks.  The biggest bloody mistake 
of my life…” 
 
Crossing the distance between them, Hermione placed her hand over his sleeve.  Covering the 
hidden Mark.  “Not an irreverisible one, as you’ve proven.  We’ll find a way to defeat him.  And a 
way to eradicate the Marks,”  she added.  A slight squeeze and she stepped back, eyeing his 
clothes.  “Will you be wearing that?  I mean, under your cloak and that mask?” 
 
He frowned in thought, then shook his head.  “Not if we’re to make it easy to maintain physical 
contact between us.  I…being covered from throat to wrist would limit our options for constant 
contact.” 
 
“Why do you wear such old-fashioned clothes, anyway?”  she inquired, studying him thoughtfully 
from head to toe.  “Not that it’s a bad look on you, or anything.” 
 
His brows lifted as if he had never considered the matter before, then he shrugged.  “Because I 
like the style.  It suits me.  And it’s not that old-fashioned, in the wizarding world.  When I have 
an assignation with a Muggle woman, I’ll wear Muggle clothes, but otherwise I wear this.” 
 
“An…assignation?”  she inquired carefully. 
 
His sallow cheeks flushed with discomfort.  “I have needs, Hermione, just like any other man.  I 
suppress them ruthlessly during the school year, and attend to them when I have a spare hour or 
two in the summer.” 
 
“I wasn’t complaining, or anything,”  she quickly clarified.  “Honest-to-Veritamoria, what you’ve 
done in your spare time in the past is your own business.  I was just wondering when you’d find 
the time, being so busy throughout the school year, stalking the halls and terrorizing 
misbehaving—and non-Slytherin—students,”  she dared to confess, smiling slightly. 

“Shall I take that as a compliment?”  he returned dryly. 
 
“Well, it does make you look rather stern and intimidating,”  Hermione confessed.  “So I suppose 
yes.” 
 
He looked down at his frock coat, smoothed the edges of one of the lapels with his hand, then 
stilled his fingers over the tiny buttons.  “That may have been partially the point, but there is 
another reason.  Every time I touch or fasten the buttons, I recite little warding charms in my 
mind.  The more buttons I have, the more charms I can recite.  They’re not much, nor very 
powerful, but every little bit helps.” 
 
“Ah.  That explains the buttons up past your elbows, on the sleeves.  And the ones around your 
ankles…” 
 
“And the ones at my trouser-fly, yes.  That, and I just don’t like Muggle zippers,”  he added dryly.  
“…It’s a male thing.” 
 
Her mouth twitched into a smile.  She tried to smother it, but he caught it and arched a brow at 
her.  Hermione grinned.  “Sorry—I just never thought I’d hear you say ‘it’s a male thing’.” 
 
“When you Polyjuice yourself into a replicate of me, I will take great delight in loaning you a pair 
of dungarees, sans boxers, and enjoy the wincing as your pubic hair gets caught in the teeth,”  he 
drawled.  He flicked his fingers at her, changing the subject.  “Strip.  We’ll start with a blank 
canvas, and see what we can come up with for a costume.” 
 
“You, too,”  she reminded him, pulling her newest, royal-blue sweater over her head.  The jumper 
was a little large, but Hermione didn’t mind; that meant on cold winter days she could wear a 
couple more layers underneath.  Like the turtleneck she wore underneath.  Though the chamber 
was warm from the fire crackling on the hearth, it did make her think about the setting of their 
upcoming ‘floor-show’, as he’d styled it.  “Severus, what kind of an environment, or venue, does 
he usually pick for your assemblies?” 
 
“Usually outdoor ones…  Yes, I see your point,”  he agreed without her having to explain 
anything further.  “It will be cold, wherever we emerge.  We should add warming-charms to the 
list.  Sometimes he does use indoor venues,”  Severus admitted as he worked on unfastening the 
long row of buttons fronting his coat,  “but it’s not predictable.  Houses are more dangerous than 
meadows and graveyard to be caught in, as there are fewer ways to see any Aurors coming, and 
too many ways for those Aurors to cast anti-Apparation charms successfully, by using the building 
itself to contain everyone.  Voldemort is like any rat; he prefers to leave as many paths to escape 
open as possible.” 
 
“What can we expect him to try to do to us, while we’re there?”  Hermione asked.  “I know he’ll 
want to try and read my mind for anything relating to Harry—like his ‘fear of rats’.  And he’ll 
expect a, erm, floor-show, as you put it so euphemistically.  Anything else?” 
 
“He may want to try a little Crucio, but I’ll do my best to explain that, linked as we are, it’s not a 
good idea to try.  I am, after all, a ‘loyal’ Death Eater,”  he remarked with a tight little smile.  A 
self-mocking smile, as he slid his coat off his shoulders.  “Disciplining a follower is one thing, but 
even someone as insane as the Basilisk Boy knows better than to inflict gratuitous amounts of 
harm on those he wants to continue serving him.” 
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“What sort of a ‘show’ do you think he’d want to see?”  she wondered, as she removed her shoes 
and started on her pants.  If she focused on the subject like it was a class assignment, she could 
handle it.  In theory, at least. 
 
“Not too much, I think.  Certainly not the full Master/servant routine the first time around,”  he 
mused.  “It really hasn’t been that long.  He’ll know you’ll need to be ‘broken’, bent to my will.  
Warped to the sexual tastes of a Death Eater.” 
 
“…He’ll expect you to bugger me, at some point,”  Hermione translated. 
 
Severus gazed at her, his dark eyes almost stygian.  His hands stilled for a moment on the buttons 
of his dark waistcoat.  “And worse.” 
 
She stared back.  Swallowed.  “…Worse?” 
 
Rather than answering, he strode to the door, dropping his waistcoat on a chair as he passed.  
Hermione debated, then followed him, wincing as she padded down the chilly hallway to the 
sitting room in her underthings.  He hadn’t gone far into the room, but had crouched at the base of 
the nearest bookcase.  His slender fingers trailed along the spines, then selected a thick, medium-
large paperback with a paper cover decorated in red and robin’s-egg blue, and a second, matching 
tome.  Straightening, he displayed both book covers.  One said Justine and Other Essays, the other 
simply read Juliette. 
 
The author of each book was boldly listed in red as,  Marquis de Sade. 
 
She blinked.  Severus lifted the books slightly, indicating them.  “Your assignment is to skim 
through these two volumes in the next five days.  Starting as soon as you leave here.  If you want 
to know what to expect, I strongly recommend the Juliette…though you may be tempted to use a 
Memory-Cleansing Charm to scrub the filth out of your brain, afterwards.  I will be kind; you need 
not read them word-for-word,”  he added, padding over to the small stable set near the door.  “de 
Sade had the unfortunate habit of writing long-winded discourses on the supposed nature of man, 
founded in false-logic, fallacious arguments of good versus evil.  Do not forget to take them with 
you when you leave, later tonight.  I suggest you keep them hidden from all others, ‘lest your 
friends consider you a sudden candidate for St. Mungo’s.” 
 
Leaving them there, he gestured for her to return to his bedchamber.  Hermione started toward the 
doorway, then swerved over to the tea-table by the windows.  Snagging a plate, she piled a few 
biscuits on it, then complied with his silent request.  He arched a brow at her, and snagged one of 
the remaining white chocolate and lime flavored biscuits as she passed, before following her down 
the hall. 
 
Chapter XIX. 
 
She was shivering by the time she got back into the bedroom.  Entering the room behind her, 
Severus murmured the tropical-air spell.  Wind rushed through the chamber, freshening and 
turning earthy, verdant, replacing the sooty, peaty smell of the hearthfire.  She shivered a little 
more as she set the plate on the bureau to remove her bra and knickers, then slowly relaxed as the 
heat in the air seeped into her muscles.  Removing his trousers, Severus started unbuttoning his 
plain black shirt.  Padding over to him, Hermione took his shirt, folding it and placing it on his 
waistcoat on the chair while he slid his matching black boxers off his hips. 
 

“When you dress in black,”  she sighed, shaking her head at the sight of his all-black ensemble, 
piled neatly on the chair,  “you really go all out, don’t you?” 
 
“I find everything matches more readily if you buy only black, grey, or white.  Unlike certain 
persons, I could grab garments out of my bureau drawers and wardrobe closet in the dark, and still 
be assured of a matching outfit,”  he drawled. 
 
“I sincerely hope you’re referring to Dobby,”  she muttered back.  “I, at least, try not to clash 
horridly whenever I dress in casuals.” 
 
“May I remind you that you are the one who imagined him in a tartan kilt made out of his own 
socks?”  he retorted dryly.  Hermione winced at the memory, and he smirked.  Holding out his 
hand, he gestured her closer with a flick of his fingers.  “Come here, woman.  While the warmth in 
the air lasts, we should practice moving about while touching each other.  Last time, we were 
lucky to get away as quickly as we did.  This time, we may not be so fortunate.” 
 
Padding over to him, Hermione reached up to meet his hand.  She tried lacing her fingers with his, 
but he shook his head, extracting his hand.  “What?  I’m trying to touch you.” 
 
“Interlaced fingers would be too intimate for a—forgive me—for a pureblood and his ‘pet’.  
Remember,”  he admonished her, holding out his arm again.  “You are a thing, to be used and 
discarded.  To be exploited, and destroyed.  To be humiliated and reviled—and taught to love 
every moment of it, to further your humiliation—until you are cast aside.” 
 
She hesitated, then pressed her hand against his.  Not grasping, not holding, not interlacing, just 
touching.  {…You don’t actually mean that, though, do you?} 
 
[None of it.  But Voldemort must think that I do.  Now, try to match my movements as I walk 
around the room.]  He stepped away, and she shifted to keep up with him.  Their wrists parted, 
lost contact, then bumped again as she caught up to him.  He continued to move, and she did well, 
until he shifted direction, losing contact.  It did not help that he was carefully, studiously thinking 
of nothing at all.  Not even where he was going. 
 
{Severus, can’t you let me see in your mind what you intend to do?}  Hermione snapped as she 
had to catch up to him and touch their arms together once more.  {It would make this easier!} 
 
[I could, but I’m trying to maintain the level of mental discipline necessary for resisting 
Voldemort’s Legilimency.  All of my attention and strength will have to be devoted to shielding 
both of our minds in a web of plausible half-lies.  I don’t think I could manage to direct you on top 
of all of that.  Not without him noticing it.  Or rather, noticing that you’re acting out of your own 
free will.] 
 
He shifted direction, and again they lost contact.  Frustrated, Hermione stepped back.  “…This 
isn’t working, Sev.  We need to do something else.  Something to make us attune ourselves to one 
another, or at least ease the way.  Do you have any music?  A music box, a melody charm…?” 
 
“I have a book of music.  Wait here,”  he directed her, before snagging a robe from his closet and 
padding back out into the cold air of the hall.  He came back after a few moments, bearing a large 
tome from one of his bookshelves, and a small bottle.  Setting both on top of the bureau, he 
opened the book, flipped through a few pages, then spread the pages flat and stated,  “Perform.” 
 

 81



The pages started to glow softly, and music emerged from the score-covered sheets.  A waltz 
started playing, a strange, beautiful, melancholy waltz Hermione had never heard before.  “What 
is that?” 
 
“The Labyrinth Waltz.  The book was another inheritance,”  he added, giving her information she 
didn’t absolutely need to know, but which he knew she wanted to know.  “It was strange, how 
many relatives ‘discovered’ me, after my father died.  Mostly the nicer ones on my mother’s side.” 
 
That made her frown, as she remembered something.  “Severus, you said you picked up the 
adimeresphere while on vacation in Italy, but then you said it had been kept in the Snape family 
vaults, and bequeathed to you.” 
 
“My father’s mother was Italian; it was her brother’s adimeresphere, before it became mine.  I 
picked it up while I was visiting my relatives near Torino, in the north part of the country.  And I 
have a German great-grandfather on my mother’s side, a Latvian uncle-in-law, and a Spanish 
great-great-grandmother, just to mention a few.  A number of purebloods in Britain have chosen to 
marry other purebloods from outside the country, to try to keep the bloodlines from stagnating.” 
 
“I suppose that makes sense,”  she allowed.  “Even Muggle geneticists know that inbreeding is 
always a danger, if you try to confine your reproductive efforts to a small, restricted section of the 
population.” 
 
“Quite.  Come, let us dance.  You do know how to waltz, don’t you?” 
 
“Of course; I learned it on my father’s feet,”  she admitted.  At his puzzled look, she smiled.  
“When I was a little girl, my father taught me how to dance by balancing me on the tops of his 
shoes and showing me all the steps and moves.  Later, I danced on my own feet, but that was how 
I first learned how to waltz.” 
 
“I learned how to dance at Hogwarts.  It was after our first Yule Ball.  Lucius saw I was terrible at 
it, and arranged for some Slytherin girls to give me lessons, so that I wouldn’t disgrace my 
pureblood ancestors with clumsy moves.”  Lifting one arm, he tucked the other behind his back, as 
poised-seeming as if he were still wearing all of his clothes instead of facing her with nothing but 
a faint smile hovering around his lips.  “Come.  Let us dance.” 
 
Dipping her head—no way was she going to curtsy without a stitch on—Hermione stepped up to 
him and crossed wrists.  {Ready when you are.} 
 
His head nodded slightly, and they started moving.  First in a simple box-step, covering the same 
patch of floor, then slowly beginning to turn more and more with each rhythmic step.  This time, 
he allowed her to see his intented turns and twists in his mind, slowly relegating them more and 
more to the sub-thought level.  [That’s it…anticipate my moves.  No, do not lead, girl!  The point 
of this exercise is to make you look subservient to my will.] 
 
{You keep suppressing your thoughts until I—come back here—until I have to start making 
choices for myself,}  she pointed out, exasperated as their wrists almost didn’t touch.  She shook 
her head after a few more moments, grateful the music came to a close.  Watching him return to 
the book and order it to play several more pieces, she shook her head again as he padded back to 
her.  “Severus, this isn’t going to work if you’re going to insist on being the one to lead, yet not 
actually leading me.” 
 

“What else do you recommend we do?”  he returned tartly.  “He’s not going to look favorably on 
either of us, if he sees you leading  me!  You are a Mudblood, and your place is licking his boots.  
This is a very dangerous game we’re playing, Hermione.  We have to get it right.” 
She knew he didn’t mean the insult he had used.  She cast about for some way to make it work.  
His prior comment made her shrug.  “What if it doesn’t look like I’m leading you?  What if I did 
the leading, but made it look subservient?” 
 
He shrugged.  “We can only try.” 
 
They touched wrists again, and started dancing.  It worked, somewhat. 
 
[Slouch your shoulders, more]  he directed her.  [Try to look more afraid of me.  Or at least less 
bold.  I’m sure you’ve seen Longbottom’s witless, slack-jawed face a few times in my Potions 
class, back when he was my student.  Try to imitate that, if you can…not too bad—no, don’t lead 
with your arm.  Lean with your arm.  Make it look like my limb is pulling your instead of the other 
way around, by pushing mine—gently—from behind…  This will definitely take more practice.] 
 
{Yes, but I think it will work,}  Hermione returned, still dancing with him.  {We need a mirror, 
though.  Neither of us can tell from an outside angle if it’s even somewhat convincing.} 
 
Breaking away, Severus fetched his wand from the top of the bureau, and Transfigured some of 
the faded tapestries into mirrors.  “That should do.  Shall we dance again?” 
 
Nodding, Hermione crossed wrists with him again.  They danced for a whole song with their eyes 
on whatever mirror-tapestry they could see, reflecting their two naked bodies back to them.  At 
first, they misstepped, but by the midpoint of the song they were following each other carefully, 
and Hermione even managed to look less and less like she was leading the direction of their dance, 
even though she was, for the most part.  When that song ended, Severus parted their right arms, 
and held up his other, his left one.  They danced for another song, again watching the mirrors, 
watching each ther, listening to the physical sub-thoughts flowing between them as each 
compensated for the other’s presence and intentions in the music 
 
When that song ended, he raised his right arm again, but gestured for her to keep her left arm 
active.  Sweat was beginning to form on their bodies as they danced some more; the waltzes ended 
and were replaced by minuets.  Instead of wrists, he placed his hand on her elbow, turning her in 
the figures of the dance.  Or rather, letting her do most of the turning and keeping his fingers on 
her skin.  First one hand, then the other, then a shift of his grip to her shoulder.  He didn’t leave it 
there, either; Severus started gliding his hand across her body, seemingly turning her this way and 
that with simple, stroking touches.  Their movements were choreographed by an almost sub-sub- 
level of thought, exchanged between the two of them.  She turned, he matched; he moved, she 
followed. 
 
The nature of their dance changed.  Hermione lifted her own hand to his body, using the backs her 
knuckles to lightly caress those body parts, his chest, his shoulders, his belly, that drifted into her 
reach.  Neither was actively thinking, only acting and reacting.  Both of his hands came up, 
touched and caressed as the book returned to playing the Labyrinth Waltz once more.  The 
melody, while melancholic, was also romantic, seductive, and it ended when she slipped her arms 
around his neck, when he glided his hands behind her back, their bodies touched, their lips met, 
their tongues embraced.  Or at least, that was when they stopped paying attention to it for a while. 
 
When he urged her up into his arms, she wrapped her legs around his waist, eliciting a kiss-
muffled groan.  His shaft rubbed at her flesh, making him thrust his hips reflexively.  Staggering 
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forward, he managed to push her back against one of the posts of his bed, and hitched her further 
up his sparsely haired chest.  As her arms clung to his shoulders and his lips clung to her mouth, 
he braced her body, positioned himself, and thrust into her waiting, wet heaven.  Her tight folds 
enclosed him, and though the carved bedpost was an uncomfortable lump at her back, she 
welcomed him as he plunged deeper with a second thrust, moaning into his mouth. 
 
Pain seared through his left forearm, parting their kiss with a mutual gasp. 
 
[—Goddamned, slug-buggering, fart-faced, shite-headed bastard!]  Severus snarled, as the agony 
in his arm stabbed through the rest of his body, slaying the mood and withering his erection.  [I’m 
going to kill him!  No—first I’m going to get Hagrid drunk and have him bugger the arse-wipe, 
then I’ll kill him.] 
 
Heart pounding with fear, Hermione managed to retort shakily,  {Get in the queue, Severus!  God, 
we’re so not ready—I don’t think I can do this!} 
 
Severus wanted to disengage from her panicked thoughts, and he did set her down, disengaging 
from her flesh, but he didn’t let go.  If he couldn’t get her to calm herself now at the mere shadow 
of her fears—their fears—they’d have far too much trouble when it came time for the show.  
[We’ve got to be able to think through the panic, Hermione,]  he reminded her firmly, closing his 
eyes as he cradled her against his naked frame.  [The damned throbbing in my arm isn’t going 
away.  It’s a specific summons.  If we were being called up for a performance, logic assumes I 
would feel the ‘general assembly’ twinge, first.  I think.  I don’t know what the bastard wants, 
tonight.  Merlin hex him, he might want his ‘floor-show’ right now…  We’ve got to think of a way 
out of this; panicking is counter-productive to our survival.] 
 
His firm effort at locking down his sub-thoughts of fear and frustration forced her to calm her own 
worries.  Or at least to suppress them.  It did give her the room to think, to glance over the smooth, 
sallow-pale skin of his shoulder at the clock on the mantel.  {It’s late…after midnight.  You…you 
can’t Apparate with me; if I were where I was supposed to be, I’d be up in Gryffindor Tower, fast 
asleep in my bed.} 
 
[You’re right.  And I don’t have the passwords for Gryffindor.  Smart thinking, Hermione,]  he 
praised, stroking his hand over her curls as he pressed her head to his shoulder.  Thanking her 
silently for being able to think well even under the weight of her fears. 
 
{Harry and Ron always said I’ve got a cool head under fire,}  she agreed.  He flinched a little at 
the mention of their names, but suppressed those sub-thoughts, too.  She squeezed his ribs.  {I 
wish you didn’t have to do this.  The more I think about you going and seeing him, the more 
scared I get, for your sake as much as mine.} 
 
[There is no danger waiting for me there that I have not faced before,]  he reminded her, and 
stepped back, parting their flesh.  He studied her, lips reddish and swollen from their kisses, 
nipples perked and begging to be kissed.  Her hair was more of a mess than his was, a mass of 
tangled curls tumbled about from the way he’d run his hands through it during their embrace.  She 
was a gorgeous, distracting mess.  He had to get her out of here, so he could settle his Death Eater 
persona into place.  “You’d better get dressed and go back to your House.” 
 
“I want to stay, to wait for your return,”  she demurred, light brown eyes revealing some of her 
lingering anxiety. 
 

“If you’re there by the time I Apparate, I can honestly say you’re locked in the Tower, at that 
moment.  The more truth is involved, the more readily I can lie.” 
 
“Right.  You’re right.”  Casting about, she started gathering up her clothes.  He did the same, both 
of them donning their garments in hasty silence.  Hermione started to pocket her wand, then 
remembered.  Tapping him on the back of his shoulder as he buttoned up his frock coat, she 
flicked her wand at his groin.  “Virilis mundic!” 
 
His hair ruffled as her spell cleansed him of all signs of their interrupted activities, freshening him 
from head to toe.  He gave her a quizzical look, and she returned it with a lopsided smile. 
 
“Snakes have an excellent sense of smell, you know, and he’s an undeniably snakey git.  If you go 
to him with my, er, juices still on your body,”  she added,  “he’ll know you were snogging me, 
today.  And may be able to tell just how recently.” 
 
“Thank you.”  Settling the collar of his coat, he tucked his wand up his sleeve, then fetched a 
cloak and a silvery object from his closet.  He paused, staring at her, his brow pinched in remorse, 
then firmed his expression.  “Off you go.  Don’t forget your books.  You’ve got a lot of reading 
ahead of you.” 
 
Nodding, Hermione padded out of his bedchamber.  In the sitting room, she snagged her cloak 
from the back of the couch, donned it for the cold walk back to her dorm-room, then tucked the 
two robin’s-egg coloured tomes underneath its black folds.  A last regretful look of her own, and 
she flung a pinch of power into the right-hand hearth.  “Potions!” 
 
Severus closed his eyes as she whirled away in a flash of green fire.  The throbbing in his arm 
reminded him that he had his own business to attend.  He deliberately made himself wait a few 
minutes for her to clear the classroom and the dungeons, then a few more for her to mount the 
ever-shifting staircases to Gryffindor Tower. 
 
It was possible that certain other spies in the school could be asked to question the portraits in the 
Potions room by the Dread Lord.  If they did so, that person could realize that she had been with 
Snape at approximately the hour that the Mark had flared.  But the paintings in his classroom 
contained no clocks or watches to tell their occupants what time it was.  Originally, he had 
arranged that so that he could chide his students and deduct House-points for ‘not paying 
attention’ whenever they glanced around in the vain search for a timepiece of some kind, just to 
see how much longer their classes would last. 
 
Severus took up a pinch of Floo and cast it onto the hearth, whirling into his classroom.  It was 
empty, dark, the candles having either burnt out or been extinguished by a passing house-elf.  
Igniting his wand, he strode through the room and out into the corridor.  His long-legged strides 
met nothing and no-one but sleepy portraits who muttered for him to extinguish his lumos spell.  
Ignoring them, he exited the castle, toned down the glow of his wand-tip, and made his way down 
to the back gate. 
 
A disturbing sound met his ears as he made his way past Hagrid’s hut.  The half-giant was 
moaning.  For a moment Severus worried that the great oaf was ill, probably from the bite of one 
of his hideous, dangerous ‘pets’, but underneath the groans was a rhythmic sound, a sort of meaty 
thumping.  Shaking that image out of his mind, the Potions Master hurried further down the trail. 
 
He nearly tripped, skidding on the icy, snow-dusted path when he heard a garbled shout coming 
from the hut.  It almost sounded like, “—‘Mione!”  Furious that the lumox would dare wank that 
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overgrown cricket-bat to the thought of his woman, Severus whirled, wand whipping out, a hex 
ready to hiss through his teeth as soon as he had the bearded bastard in sight.  But the second shout 
was a lot clearer, if more drawn-out in the ardor of the moment. 
 
“—Maxiime!  Oh my, oh me—God an’ Merlin’s little titties!  Come on, Li’l Norbert, shake a leg 
fer our sweet li’l Olympe!—Oh, yeh—MaxieMaxieMaxie—unhh!!” 
 
Grimacing in disgust, wincing at the remaining, gutteral noises coming from the snow-dusted 
cottage, Severus turned back down the path, tucking his wand away again.  It was almost a relief 
to step through the gated, don cloak and mask, and Apparate.  Dealing with Voldemort was almost 
a kinder torment to endure.  Too bad he couldn’t leave that particular memory behind—he’d 
suggested Hermione might need to use a Memory-Cleansing charm after reading the works of de 
Sade, but he could certainly use one right now! 
 
He emerged in the parlour of a house, surprising him.  Warily, Severus looked around, taking 
stock of the lack of fellow Death Eaters, save for the feckless Pettigrew, and Voldemort of course.  
Bowing to the Dread Lord as soon as he had his bearings, he approached, knelt before the winged 
chair containing the slit-nostriled blowhard, and kissed the hem of the bastard’s unworthy robes. 
 
“You Summoned me, Master?”  he asked through his silvery mask. 
 
“Yesss.  You did not bring the girl.”  It was a flat, displeased statement. 
 
“She was already in Gryffindor Tower when I felt the summons.  They do not give the password 
for Gryffindor to the head of House Slytherin.  My apologies for being unable to comply, my 
lord.” 
 
A brief pressure of Legilimency to prove the truth, and Voldemort released his mind.  “…You are 
forgiven, this time.  We Summoned you to ensure that you would be ready, when the time is right.  
The night before New Years’ Eve.  You will feel the general call, and half an hour after that, a 
summons specifically for you, Snape,”  Voldemort informed him.  “You will be prepared at that 
time, with the slut at your side, and ready to perform humiliations upon her person for Our 
amusement.” 
 
“I will have her prepared, Master.  Will the celebration be indoors, or outdoors?”  Severus 
inquired. 
 
“Why would you need to know?  It is enough that We will summon you.” 
 
“In order to provide proper entertainment, Dread Lord, I would like to know in advance if I should 
have a warming-charm ready.  It would be difficult to entertain your honored guests if the 
pertinent bits froze and fell off, halfway through.” 
 
A chuckle escaped the serpentine git.  “True.  We are pleased you have given this some thought.  
The entertainments will be…indoors.” 
 
“Thank you, Master.  I will be ready.  We are not celebrating on the very eve of the new year?”  
Severus inquired carefully, keeping his expression neutral despite the mask concealing his 
features. 
 

“No.  We have other plans for that night…and We are aware that the students at the school will 
also be occupied with their own activities, requiring your presence among them, including that of 
the Mudslut.” 
 
How Severus wanted to ask him what would happen the night after their little floor-show!  But it 
wasn’t in his persona as an unquestioningly loyal—emphasis on the unquestioning bit—servant 
and Death Eater to ask such a question.  If Voldemort needed him for whatever nefarious activity 
the basilisk-snogger had in mind, he’d Summon him.  Otherwise, Severus was meant to be left in 
the dark. 
 
“Thank you for your consideration, Master…and for the wonderful nickname.  Mudslut.  Very 
clever.”  That much was the truth; it was a clever nickname, however loathsome to his 
sensibilities.  “With your permission, I will use it on her.” 
 
“You have Our permission.  You have not been Our most useful spy,”  Voldemort informed him, a 
touch of censure darkening his tone.  “But…you have been valuable.  Make sure you do not 
squander Our very generous gift of the Mudslut.” 
 
Bowing his head, Severus acknowledged the compliment.  As he lifted his gaze again, he dared to 
ask,  “Is there anything…specific you wish to see, during the entertainment?” 
 
Voldemort considered the question.  His long, pallid fingers flexed on the arms of his chair.  “Are 
you certain others cannot participate without ruining the effects of this…spell?  Our own powers 
of Legilimency are superior to all attempts to conceal the truth, as you well know.  We can acquire 
information from her in other ways, and still find amusement in her humiliation.” 
 
“Only if you can get ahold of the girl,”  Severus countered smoothly, feeling the weight of the 
bastard’s mind pressing down against his.  “With Veritamoria, she is unable to refuse the 
imposition of my will; she will accompany me willingly, and not resist.  This presents an 
advantage over both Legilimency and veritaserum both; with Legilimency, she would try to fight, 
physically if nothing else.  With veritaserum, she would be in a drugged stupor, unresponsive.  
Neither is as entertaining as this. 
 
“Being one of her teachers, few will think it amiss if someone sees us leaving or returning 
together, or if they do have a question, it would be easy enough to lie and soothe away their 
curiosity.  To have your other Death Eaters snatch her again, simply for amusement, Dreaded One, 
would be to invite the Headmaster’s attentions in seeking to rescue her, and the imposition of 
stricter measures to guard her.” 
 
Breath hissed out of the resurrected man in the chair at the mere mention of his greatest magical 
rival.  Voldemort dug his fingers into the padded arms underneath his palms, then relaxed them 
again.  Severus bowed his head until the slimy git calmed down, and only then dared to continue. 
 
“That would cause unwarranted trouble and attention.  I know you will deal with the old fool in a 
time and place of your choosing, Master,”  Severus added, flattering the slit-nostriled blowhard 
seated before him.  His left knee was beginning to ache, pressed to the floor as it was; his right 
knee would not be far behind.  “But it would be easier to have her under my control than to have 
Dumbledore concerned for her whereabouts…and where Dumbledore is, the Aurors would not be 
far behind.  And after only one visit, they would do all that they could to keep the little Mudslut 
from being led before you again, whereas I can bring her to you whenever time and circumstance 
permits. 
 

 84



“These are the reasons why I chose Veritamoria, Master; there are many advantages to the brew, 
despite the discomfort of associating carnally with a filthy Mudblood, and the inability to truly 
humiliate her by passing her among your most loyal and worthy supporters.  Everyone at the 
school knows how faithful a friend Granger is to the Potter Prat…and no one would dream of her 
ever betraying him, however involuntarily.”  Letting a smirk curl his lip, he looked up at the slit-
nosed, pasty-faced git in the chair.  “Before the end of the school-year, I will have her trained to 
be the perfect pet, obedient to every possible humiliation delivered under the touch of my hand, 
and the secret instrument of the boy’s ultimate betrayal into your hands.  If no one else interferes 
with the spell.” 
 
“A pet.  A Mudslut pet.  We look forward to seeing it,”  Voldemort smirked back.  “You may go.  
Be ready one half-hour after the general Summons, in four more nights.” 
 
A flick of those fingers, and the blowhard dismissed him.  Severus lifted and kissed the odious 
slime’s robes with the lips of his mask, then backed himself out of the room.  Pettigrew, like a 
wary rat watching a snake and a cat discussing where to have dinner, had said nothing, and hadn’t 
even really moved during the interview.  But for one moment, just before he left, their eyes met.  
Severus kept his hard and dark as usual.  Peter’s eyes glinted, and his nose twitched.  Thirteen 
years as a rat had left their mark on the judas, but whereas the one of biblical legend had been paid 
in thirty silver coins, this one had been paid in a silver hand.  A hand that Severus had seen crush 
the skulls of those Death Eaters who had failed their master, as easily as a student could crush a 
cracker over a bowl of soup. 
 
As soon as he was out of view in the corridor, Severus Apparated back.  He always did his best to 
avoid Pettigrew, whether by glance or by conversation.  It was ironic at best that his own 
unthinking, overwhelming hatred had allowed the wormy little man to aid and assist Voldemort, 
and painful at worst.  If he hadn’t been so intent on capturing Sirius Black and loathing both him 
and Remus Lupin, he would’ve learned the truth that night.  One of many mistakes in his life, but 
every time he saw the ratty little man, it was like rubbing lime juice on a road-rash.  Saline 
solution in a wound. 
 
If, if, if!  Damn…  I really owe Hermione and the boys an apology for that foolish, prideful 
mistake. 
 
He was halfway up the path to Hagrid’s, cloak open to the chilly night, mask tucked into one of 
the deeper pockets of his robe, when it struck him what he had just thought of doing.  Apologizing.  
To the Potter Prat and his Weasel friend.  His next thought made him wince, for it cracked down 
instinctively on the heels of those unflattering labels. 
 
If she ever hears you thinking of calling them that—oh, dear Merlin…  The woman’s got 
me twisted in knots!  Just because you’ve been getting some smashingly good sex on a 
regular basis is no reason to lose your wits,  he castigated himself, stopping and 
scowling at the cold night air.  He spread his arms, demanding his thoughts to the cloudy 
sky overhead,  Am I or am I not the black-hearted bastard of Snogwarts?! 
 
It took him a moment to realize what he had silently demanded of the heavens.  A couple flakes of 
snow started to spiral down around him, as realization trickled into his awareness.  ‘Wincing’ 
wasn’t a good enough label for his reaction to that particular mis-thought.  ‘Cringing’ wasn’t 
dignified, but it came a lot closer to the hunching of his shoulders and the crawling of his flesh.  
Burying his face in his hands, Severus tried to make the Freudian slip go away.  It didn’t.  For all 
he wished it away, the world simply wouldn’t oblige. 

Snogwarts.  God!  Rubbing his face, he lifted his gaze to the path ahead of him.  The faint light 
that had seeped through the cracks of the overgrown gamekeeper’s hut had vanished during his 
brief interview with the Basilisk Buggerer.  Between the traces of white outlining the trampled, icy 
path and the clouds looming overhead, the glow of the castle’s lights in the distance was enough to 
see his way home.  Mounting the path, he reached the carved trestle, and glanced instinctively 
down at the cliffs overlooking the lake, though from this angle he couldn’t have seen the windows 
of his suite even if they hadn’t been enchanted to look like just another stretch of rugged rock.  He 
braced a hand on one of the gothic-arched posts.  I wish she was down there, still, waiting for 
me… 
 
He tried to convince himself that it was just for the sex.  The incredible, mind-blowing, body-
numbing, heart-pounding sex.  She was poison oak on his bared flesh, an itch that just refused to 
be satisfactorily scratched no matter how deeply he tried to gouge.  And like some perverted, 
plant-snogging masochist, he was forced to admit that he loved every maddening second of it.  
Liked every maddening minute of it! 
 
Dammit. 
 
Scowling at himself, Severus stalked across the rest of the trestle, ignoring the gentle swirl of 
more and more snow falling into the chasm below.  He strode into the castle, cloak swirling like 
batwings, hoping he could catch someone, anyone—even a Slytherin—out of their bed and in 
serious need of a detention spent cleaning moldy yak vomit out of some of his older storeroom 
vials. 
 
But, no; the world was not so kind. 
 
Typical. 
 
Chapter XX. 
 
Once again, at breakfast, Hermione found herself seated next to Snape.  This time, it was due to 
the carefully spaced gap between Harry and the Potions Master, on the less-crowded side of the 
table.  There were a couple other spots, since some of the Hufflepuffs had yet to make it to 
breakfast, but she wasn’t about to sit next to Ron on the other side of the table.  It was still too 
soon after they’d broken up, and she didn’t want to put temptation in his lap, because that might 
put his hand in hers.  The Veritamoria might not be that sensitive about such things, but with the 
results of Snape’s meeting last night with He Who Should Be Shot, Stoned, Lynched, Burned, and 
Spat Upon as yet undisclosed, Hermione wasn’t going to take any chances. 
 
There were two good reasons for squeezing in between the young man and the older one sitting 
carefully a foot-plus apart, anyway.  One was to literally provide a buffer between the two.  It was 
reasonable for a best friend of Harry’s to want to take the brunt of the dreaded Professor Snape’s 
wrath, should the younger male, say, accidentally squirt a bit of grapefruit in his direction or 
something.  The other reason was that it would once again provide her with the opportunity to 
have an utterly private conversation with the man at her side.  Presuming she could sneak her hand 
into his at some point.  She’d thought about slipping off her shoe and sock to play footsie with his 
calf, but she’d seen the way his socks rose halfway up his shins, during the process of disrobing; it 
would almost take less noticeable effort to simply lean close and mutter her inquiries out of the 
corner of her mouth, than to try and bare enough skin on the lower halves of their bodies for the 
Veritamoria to work. 
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Harry glanced her way as she stepped over the bench and squeezed her hips between the two 
males.  He leaned past slightly to look at Snape’s reaction, just as the older man craned his head 
with a frown of distaste for the Head Girl’s unabashed proximity.  A flick of his eyes, almost 
enough to be an exasperated roll, and he looked away from her again.  Without moving to make 
room for her.  Harry cleared his throat and scooted slightly to his left, but that ran him into Dean, 
who was squeezed up against Hoots, and that meant she still needed just a little bit more room to 
plop her backside onto the bench. 
 
Her elbow discreetly nudged Snape in the side.  “Budge over, will you?” 
 
He craned his head her way a second time.  She had aimed her gaze in Harry’s direction, to make 
it look like her words were intended for her friend, but it was  Snape whose ribs she had thumped.  
Harry hissed at her,  “—I can’t!  I don’t have any more room on that side!” 
 
At the same time, the Potions Master furrowed his brow in displeasure.  “Did you just tell me to 
‘budge over’, Miss Granger?”  he half-growled.  “I remind you, I am a professor of this school; I 
will not tolerate such cheek from you.  Ten points from Gryffindor.” 
 
She turned a mock-sweet smile on him, pinning him with her gaze.   She didn’t have to be 
touching his flesh to know he was trying to censure her for speaking to him in public, and yet she 
also knew he was enjoying the fact that he could take those points off of her with impunity.  
“Actually, Professor, I was telling Harry, here, to budge over.  But as we are on the subject, would 
you kindly scoot a little more to your right?  It seems I lack sufficient room to sit comfortably 
beside you, at the moment.” 
 
“If you want to sit somewhere and be comfortable, Miss Granger, I suggest you move elsewhere,”  
was his silky, sardonic reply. 
 
“But as I am already here, Professor, and as you have plenty of room to your right, it would be 
easier and more gentlemanly of you to share some of that spare room with me, now wouldn’t it?”  
God, she almost sounded as sickeningly sweet as Umbridge had. 
 
His eyes narrowed, and she got the impression, almost as strong as a sub-thought, that he wanted 
to protest he was no gentleman, despite the fact that faculty members really shouldn’t say such 
impolite things in front of other faculty members.  It did, however, get him to shift a tiny bit, 
maybe two inches at most, to his right.  Allowing her to sit more comfortably on the bench, if still 
wedged between the two of them. 
 
“Sitting between us probably wasn’t the wisest thing you could’ve chosen to do,”  Harry 
whispered, leaning close so he could aim his words at her ear. 
 
Hermione patted his arm soothingly, dismissively.  “If anyone is going to get killed, today, better 
me than you.  Besides, he’s a teacher.  He isn’t allowed to murder his students.  Pass the pumpkin 
juice, will you?” 
 
As Harry reached for the pitcher, she plucked her napkin from under her silverware and tucked it 
into her lap.  Encountering Severus’ hand as he slipped it over her leg. 
 
[I wouldn’t count on my not killing you, Miss Granger.  Whatever possessed you to sit down 
between us like that?]  he demanded quietly. 
 

He paused while she took her hand out of her lap long enough to pour herself some juice, and put 
some food on her plate.  Since she preferred to eat with her right hand, she tucked her left one 
under the table instead, twining her fingers with his in her lap.  It was a little awkward, but she 
didn’t have to strain to get her flesh within contact range. 
 
{Aside from the fact I’d rather not watch you trying to kill him over an accidental grapefruit 
squirting?}  she quipped back.  {How did your meeting go, last night?  What did the blowhard 
want?} 
 
[He’s set the time for our little floor-show number, four evenings from now.  The night before New 
Year’s Eve,]  he clarified.  [He’s got something planned for New Year’s Eve itself, but I don’t 
know what, other than that he’s hosting a party for his Death Eaters the night before, and we’re 
one of the starring attractions for the entertainment segment.] 
 
{Have you talked to Dumbledore, yet?}  she inquired, forking a mouthful of eggs. 
 
[This morning—]  He had to break off while she passed a plate of hash-fried potatoes down the 
table toward the last of the Hufflepuff arrivals.  She kept her hands above the table for a few 
moments, until he tapped her on the thigh. 
 
{Sorry,}  she apologized once their fingers touched again.  {I didn’t want anyone to think my hand 
was glued to my lap for some reason.} 
 
[Quite.  I maintained the fiction that we were going to be working on your extra-credit project off-
campus before the start of the new year.  Dumbledore told me he will have something prepared for 
you before we leave, Sunday evening,]  he stated, sipping from his coffee mug and doing his best 
to either glower at the more boistrous students at breakfast, and steadfastly ignore the ignomity of 
being squashed next to a Gryffindor like the end-sardine in a tin of them.  Or at least look like it.  
[Something about ensuring you lead a charmed life.  I would imagine he’s preparing some sort of 
protective charm or amulet for you to wear.  Knowing him—] 
 
Again, they had to part hands.  This time, Snape was the one who had to use his hands, as an owl 
swooped down and dropped a letter next to his plate.  Picking it up, he cracked open the seal, 
pulled out the folded sheet of vellum inside, and read it.  A wince pinched his brow, accompanied 
by a disgusted sigh as he tucked it back into the envelope and shifted to stuff it into the pocket that 
lay between Hermione and his side.  His hand returned to her lap in the process, questing and 
finding her fingertips.  He heard her sub-thoughted inquiry, and replied. 
 
[An invitation from my relatives on my father’s side for some sort of soiree, New Year’s Eve.  No 
doubt the creme of the pureblooded wizarding world will be there.  They think I have the time to 
spare on my hands to mingle and visit.  Nevermind that I have actual duties that night as the head 
of Slytherin, and a job I take seriously.] 
 
{My sympathies.  Y ou were saying?}  Hermione prompted him as he let his mutterings subside 
into tired, uncomplimentary sub-thoughts.  {Knowing Dumbledore…?} 
 
[Knowing him, he’ll make sure the charm is virtually undetectable until it’s activated.  He’s as 
subtle as Voldemort is not.  Thank god.  We need to practice,]  he stated, changing the subject.  
[Come to the classroom this evening after supper—and plan on coming each night until Sunday.]  
A slight glance in her direction as he lifted his mug of coffee for a sip, and he offered as he looked 
away again,  [Tell you what; get into a fight with me, and I’ll make it an official detention.  That 
way no one will think twice about your spending so much time with me.] 
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{For that much time, it had better be a ruddy good fight,}  Hermione shot back.  {What do you 
want to quarrel about?} 
 
[Good question.  Spill something on me,]  he prodded her.  [That should be good enough.  Or a 
good start, at any rate.] 
 
{Not without cause.  Make a sarcastic comment about Harry, and I’ll do it,]  she directed him. 
 
[Not without cause,]  he parroted back at her.  [Engage the prat in conversation.  Try to steer it so 
that I’ll have reason to be suitably snide.] 
 
{Hm…  Something about the upcoming Gryffindor versus Slytherin match?} 
 
[Quidditch.  How original.  I wonder how many fights have broken out at breakfasts all over the 
wizarding world, because of that?]  he drawled, before withdrawing his hand and answering an 
inquiry from Professor Flitwick.  The dimnutive instructor had arrived late and was taking up the 
space at Severus’ right side by charming a fat cushion into place so that he could actually sit at the 
table like a more normal-sized teacher. 
 
She almost laughed, at his dry rejoinder.  Biting the inside of her cheek, Hermione mastered her 
amusement and turned to her friend, who was slathering butter on a toast-triangle.  “So, Harry, are 
you going to be practicing at Quidditch, today?” 
 
“We’ve got the field reserved for tomorrow afternoon, actually,”  he reminded her. 
 
“Good.  I don’t want Draco and his new Firebolt grabbing the snitch in the next game.  Not unless 
our Chasers can whomp Slytherin with a four hundred point lead, first.” 
 
“Yeah,”  Ron chimed in from the other side of the table.  “It’d be like Viktor Krum and the World 
Cup in our fourth year, right, Harry?” 
 
“What’s got you all set off on Quidditch, Hermione?”  Harry asked her. 
 
“Er…I had a dream, last night,”  she improvised.  “There were, like, fives of these Snitches 
instead of the usual one, and you just kept catching them, one after another.  You were just doing a 
smashing job as a Seeker,”  she praised him.  “Scads better than Malfoy, even in his own dreams.” 
 
It didn’t seem to be working; while the conversation about Quidditch turned animated as the 
others joined in, it didn’t give Snape his opportunity to be snide.  Slipping his hand onto his lap, 
he waited a moment, then reached over and tapped her on the leg.  But rather than slipping her 
hand under the table so they could discuss a different strategy, she started arguing with a 
Hufflepuff further down the table, leaning forward as she reached for the pitcher of pumpkin juice 
and refilled her glass.  They got into a heated argument about Draco’s skills as a Seeker, and she 
hastily set down the pitcher beside her plate to argue her point. 
 
“—No, no, no!  Malfoy couldn’t see the snitch, even if he was wearing Harry’s glasses!  It’s been 
proven time and again that the platinum prat’s blinder than a bat!” 
 
The back of her hand, dashing about as she negated Slytherin’s chances in the game, slashed not 
only into her goblet of pumpkin juice, but into the half-full pitcher as well.  Dumping the lot 
across Snape’s plate, chest, and lap.  Pallid orange liquid soaked the front of his frock coat, 

flooding off the table onto his thighs.  The goblet, being lighter than the pitcher, tumbled free of 
the table and thumped into his lap, either directly on or at least dangerously close to his groin, for 
he flinched.  It bounced, flipping off his thigh, and cracked audibly on the flagstones underfoot in 
the abruptly silent Hall. 
 
She’d hoped to catch the pitcher and goblet both, but hadn’t held much faith she could aim such a 
wild-seeming swipe so bloody well.  It was a spectacular moment, one of those that didn’t even 
have to be caught in slow-motion to contain loads of horror.  Jumping to her feet, hands clamping 
over her mouth in dismay—and to hide the urge to smile—she stared wide-eyed down at the 
professor as he grimaced at the liquid soaking his clothes.  When she was sure she’d utterly 
squashed the urge to grin, let alone laugh, Hermione slid her hands from her lips and offered as 
kindly, sheepishly, apologetically as she could, 
 
“Well…at least you always wear black, so it’s not like it’ll stain…or…anything…” 
 
The fury in those stygian eyes as he shot a glare up at her would’ve burst her hair on fire, if he’d 
put so much as a tiny bit of magic behind it.  As it was, she actual felt she was withering under his 
furious gaze as he rose to his feet, towering over her by nearly half a foot. 
 
“I’m sorry, Professor Snape,”  she managed in a tiny voice before he could say anything.  And 
cringed as he loomed close, getting his face right in front of hers.  “I’m very, terribly sorry!” 
 
“Not as sorry as you will be,”  Severus growled softly, dangerously, as all of the students, from 
Hufflepuff to Slytherin at the far end, stayed absolutely quiet so they could hear every word, gazes 
riveted on the tableau the two of them made.  She flinched as he lunged a tiny bit closer to her, and 
he felt a thrill of satisfaction at her convincing display of fear.  He would have to make this up to 
her with points added for excellent acting, he was sure.  For the moment, however…  “Ten point 
from Gryffindor for the goblet.  Thirty points for the pitcher.” 
 
She flinched again.  She was still behind on earning the House points she’d lost for ‘snogging’ 
Ron in the niche behind the statue of Witch Hazel, and he knew it.  He’d seen the House tally in 
the entry hall, this morning.  He gave her a cold, tight, satisfied smile at her cringing. 
 
“I have fifty crates’ worth of bottles filled with moldering yak vomit, stored in the school’s attic.  
They will be waiting for you, in my classroom, at the end of the supper hour.  Detention, Miss 
Granger.  Tonight, tomorrow night, and however many other nights it takes you to scrub them 
sparklingly clean.” 
 
Turning, he stepped over the bench, boot crunching on one of the splinters of glass from the 
goblet, robes dripping yellowish-orange pumpkin juice.  Just as she started to relax, he whirled on 
her again.  She jumped, flinching again as he brought his hooked nose within a handspan of hers 
and hissed rather viciously, 
 
“—And bring your toothbrush!” 
 
Whirling in his soggy robes, flinging pallid droplets from the folds and hems, he stalked out of the 
Great Hall with as much dignity as he could retain. 
 
Hermione sagged where she stood, feeling her cheeks heat, then chill, as she flushed and paled.  
My toothbrush?  Merlin, the man’s positively sadistic!  She had to bite her inner cheek again to 
keep from smiling, turning it into a—hopefully—convincing wince as she slowly sat down again.  
All of the students started whispering among themselves, and the staff at the table exchanged 
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silent looks, brows lifting and breath sighing, careful to not comment themselves.  Conversation 
slowly resumed its normal volume, save that the few Slytherins at the far end of the table were 
poking their fingers in their mouths and making gagging noises as they glanced at her, then 
jiggling their fists in front their teeth and laughing at each other. 
 
“I am so dead…” 
 
“You shouldn’t have made that crack about his robes, ‘Mione,”  Ron told her, picking up a banana 
from the fruit basket and peeling it.  He waggled the fruit at her before biting into it.  “You know, 
sometimes you go too far.” 
 
“Oh, like that isn’t the cat calling the cauldron black!”  she snapped back, frowning at him as she 
felt her cheeks flushing again.  “Besides, it’s true.  Black doesn’t show stains like other colors!” 
 
“What was that bit about your toothbrush, I wonder?”  Harry murmured. 
 
“Oh, he’s just a sadistic ba—erm, person of illegitimate attitude,”  Hermione returned, lowering 
her voice as she realized Dumbledore, sitting across the table diagonally from her, was studying 
her.  “He’s probably going to make me scrub out all those bottles with it.  Yak vomit…moldy yak 
vomit. Urgh!” 
 
“Sorry, ‘Mione,”  Harry sympathized, patting her arm as she shuddered.  “But you brought this on 
yourself, you know.”  
 
She leaned in close, whispering in his ear.  “Harry…do you think you could slip out to Hogsmeade 
at some point today, you know, with your cloak, and buy me a new toothbrush?  I am so not going 
to want to brush my teeth with it, after my detention tonight, and after the holidays, I’m 
completely tapped for cash at the moment—I’ll pay you back, as soon as I can.” 
 
He studied her, his green eyes looking rather shrewd behind his glasses.  Leaning in, he whispered 
back,  “I’ve got a spare I can loan you.  If I didn’t know any better, ‘Mione…I’d think this was a 
pretense to get the two of you alone to work on a certain, secret project together.” 
 
“Yes, that would be nice,”  she muttered out loud, almost as if he had asked her something else, 
shifting her hand to pick up her goblet for a drink.  And winced, remembering it was lying in 
pieces on the floor.  Sighing roughly, she pulled out her wand, leaned over, and tapped the largest 
section.  “Poculum reparo.” 
 
Bits and pieces of cut-glass leapt back into place, sealing themselves under the flash of reddish-
white magic sizzling over its surface.   In just over a single second, the goblet lay on its side on the 
flagstones, whole and unharmed.  Gleaming as if it had never been touched by a drop of juice, let 
alone been the innocent victim of a horrid detention-earning. 
 
“Very nice Repair Charm, Miss Granger,”  Professor Flitwick praised her.  He met her gaze as she 
plucked the stemware from the floor, smiling wryly at her.  “I cannot condone your dousing a 
fellow staffmember, of course—not even by accident—but…ten points to Gryffindor for such a 
perfect restoration.” 
 
“Thank you, Professor,”  she replied, making sure she sounded suitably subdued. 
 
Chapter XXI. 
 

“You’re late, Miss Granger.”  Severus strode through the lab tables to meet her, looking impatient. 
“I had to fetch my toothbrush, Professor.”  Hermione stared at the stacks and stacks of crates 
before her, crowding the top of each lab table.  “Good God—I thought you were only joking about 
the yak vomit!” 
  
“I never joke about detentions.  Put this on,”  he ordered her, tossing an odd necklace at her.  
Catching it, Hermione studied the necklace.  The pendant was a spiral seashell, cut in half so that 
one side was rounded and whole, the other hollow and segmented.  It was strung on a braided cord 
of what looked like oxidized silver chain, black horse hair, and a dark-dyed leather thong. 
 
“What’s this for?”  she asked him, lifting the pendant. 
 
“Put it on, and follow my instructions,”  he ordered her.  When she frowned in puzzlement at him, 
he snatched it from her fingers and slung it around her neck, so that the hollow side rested against 
her chest.  He carefully did not touch her skin, in doing so.  “You’ll start with the bottles in this 
crate,”  he instructed her, thumping the nearest one with his fingertips before gesturing at the rest,  
“then work your way through the rest of the crates.  Don’t forget the second layer of bottles, 
either.  Clean each and every bottle with your toothbrush and the other cleaning supplies from the 
storage cupboard.  Each bottle needs to be perfectly clean before you can put it back into its slot in 
the crates.  You will work until I say you may stop, and if anyone comes in here and tries to 
engage you in conversation, you will tell them that you are forbidden to chat with them while you 
work. And if they offer to help you in any way, you are ordered to refuse…or I will find 
something even worse for you to do.  Now, get to work.” 
 
With that, he turned and stalked away.  Hermione stared after him, her fingers touching the 
smooth, almost abalone-like shell resting against the front of her robes.  I thought we had an 
assignation to work on? 
 
He busied himself with a set of books up at his desk, studiously ignoring her.  Sighing, Hermione 
trudged to the storeroom to fetch cleaning supplies.  By the time she was ready to start cleaning 
the first bottle, she looked up expectantly at him, but he continued to ignore her.  Frowning, she 
pried the cork out of the first bottle—and winced at the pungent, mildewy odor that oozed out of 
the half-pint sized vial.  Picking up her toothbrush, she hesitated, not quite able to bring herself to 
dip it in the cleaning solution and scrub out the greenish-yellow filth scum lining the bottle inside. 
 
As if he could sense her reluctance, he lifted his gaze from his books, pinning her with a get-to-
work glare from across the classroom.  Gritting her teeth, Hermione muttered a handle-
lengthening spell on the toothbrush so that it would reach all the way to the bottom, dipped it into 
the cleaning solvent, and poked the hygiene instrument down the neck of the bottle in her hand. 
 
Even with Quickenbee’s Magickally-Quik Cleaner, and a bit more in the way of Transfiguring to 
turn her toothbrush into a narrow bottle-brush with lots of bristles poking out all over its head, it 
took her several minutes to scrub off the filth, though the longer the Quik Cleaner sat, the easier it 
was. 
 
That made her think.  Borrowing a cauldron from the stacks at the back of the room, she combined 
the concentrated cleaner-paste with some water, heated it with her wand slightly to help the purple 
paste dissolve faster, and then pulled out all of the bottles from the crate, including the ones from 
the bottom layer.  The judicious use of a funnel helped pour a small dose into each jar; a swirl to 
coat the sides, and she set them down to soak and dissolve while she finished cleaning the first 
one.  That made the job go much faster. 
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Even so, it took her almost a full hour to scrub all of the bottles sparklingly clean.  Putting them 
back into the crate when the last one was clean and wand-dried, she hefted the wooden box and 
carried it to the side of the classroom, stacking it against the wall so that she would know which 
ones she had worked on and which ones remained.  Now that she had a process that worked fairly 
quickly, she knew things would go faster, and opened up the second crate, pulling out the bottles 
so she could mix up another batch of Quik-Cleaner solvent and pour it into each foetid-smelling 
jar. 
 
She was so focused on her task, smelly and time-consuming as it was, that she didn’t realize Snape 
had left his desk and joined her until she felt his fingers at the back of her shirt collar, unfastening 
the pendant.  He pressed a different bottle into her hand as she reached for the old, dried-out one 
that was next in the row.  A glance at the label showed the small brown phial very familiar indeed.  
Shaking out a dab, she smeared it across her forehead as he refastened the twist-on clasp of the 
odd necklace, holding it carefully at the level of her own throat next to her shoulder…and a 
phantom Hermione materialized as he did so, shifting the dangling shell into an angle as it 
resumed its position around her doppleganger’s throat.  The real one had to step quickly to the 
side, literally pushed out of the way as the illusion of herself took on substance as well as form. 
 
As she watched, amazed, the fake-Hermione picked up the funnel and slotted it into the next 
bottle, then ladled in a small amount of cleanser and swirled it around, before going on to the next 
one.  Taking over the literally odious task with a realisting-seeming grimace as she removed the 
next cork. 
 
Catching her hand, Severus pulled the Head Girl away from the table, tugging just long enough to 
get her to follow him.  With the caecuspiritu smeared on her forehead, the portraits couldn’t see 
her, true, but he still could.  She gasped softly as she realized that he was already seated at his 
desk, reading through his books.  Wearing a spiral seashell necklace on an odd, three-part braid of 
his own.  He’d already applied the unguent to his own skin, of course.  Leading her into the 
storeroom, he dosed both of them with a bit of contraceptive, then took a pinch of Floo powder 
and headed back out to the main hearth. 
 
Two flashes of flaming-bright green later, Hermione eyed him as she caught her balance on the 
burgundy carpet of his sitting room.  “Those necklaces are incredible!  Where did you get them?  
What do they do, exactly?” 
 
“Albus loaned them to me.  They’re called doppleshells, enchanted shells that create a copy of 
their wearers.  You perform a specific task, under specific instructions while wearing them, and 
when you take off the necklace and refasten it together, a doppleganger-spell takes over.  It has 
sight, smell, touch, and can speak and make sounds—though it literally has no taste to it, neither 
the salt of your sweat nor the sweet of your lips,”  he added, eyeing her mouth briefly,  “—and it 
can even respond to others and answer simple questions.  It will continue to work on all those 
crates, under the watchful eye of my own doppleshell-replacement, until we come back and 
replace them again with ourselves.  Thus anyone who looks in on us will see you serving a nasty, 
lengthy detention under my supervision.  The Headmaster thought it would be more appropriate 
for us to seem like we’re still there, rather than have such mysterious disappearances all the time.” 
 
“He’s a very wise man.  But did you have to make me clean a whole crate, first?”  Hermione 
complained.  “I mean, you were the one to request that I splash something on you, so technically I 
was obeying the orders of a teacher, and therefore shouldn’t be punished.” 
 
“You knocked your goblet into my testicles, Hermy.  Call it revenge,”  he drawled, stripping off 
his outermost robe and throwing it over the back of the faded blue settee as she narrowed her eyes 

at the nickname.  “Which reminds me.  Forty points to Gryffindor for that marvelous job of 
following your instructor’s directions on starting a detention-earning quarrel.”  He smiled as he 
said it, enjoying the way she smiled back.  “What’s so amusing?” 
 
“I got ten more points from Professor Flitwick for repairing the goblet, after you left.” 
 
“Mm, yes; you are a rather talented witch.  Ah, and another twenty-five points to Gryffindor for 
flinching so deliciously, every time I threatened you,”  he added, amusement warming his dark 
eyes.  “I’ve never enjoyed the cringing of a student so much, before this morning.  Save for maybe 
torturing Longbottom with his own potions—I am not a nice man, Hermione,”  he added, just in 
case she was trying to hold some overly sweet idea of him in her mind.  “Do try to remember 
that.” 
 
“I know you’re not,”  she agreed calmly. 
 
His eyes narrowed in suspicion at her serene acceptance, but he merely nodded.  “Good.  The 
doppleshell also needed to go through the entire routine of clearing out a full crate, and the starting 
of the next one, before we could trust it to work competently on its own,”  he continued, 
explaining the pendant’s function.  “It can only do so much logical ad-libbing within the general 
confines of its instruction.  And I meant what I said.  You bruised my balls, young lady.  You have 
an apology to make, for that.  I might even make you clean another crate, tomorrow.” 
 
“Well, if you want me to make amends for whacking you in the nards, Sevy,”  she retorted, hands 
going to her hips,  “why don’t you just have me kiss ‘em and make ‘em feel better?” 
 
His brows lifted in surprise at the blunt, lascivious rejoinder.  Hermione eyed him steadily, her 
expression challenging as she arched one of her own brows.  He tipped his head slightly as he 
mulled it over, then shrugged, nodded, and began unfastening the buttons of his thigh-length coat.  
Pleased to see him so acquiescent, Hermione closed the space between them and dropped to her 
knees on the carpet, watching in breathless anticipation as he bared the placket of his trousers and 
started unbuttoning the fly. 
 
Her hands lifted to his thighs, gripping the muscles underneath the tailored wool to contain her 
eagerness as he pushed his boxers down and lifted himself out of the confines of the silky 
material.  Without waiting any further for permission, she leaned in close, inhaled his musky 
scent, and rubbed her face gently over his soft but hardening shaft and dark-haired sack.  Cheek, 
brow, forehead nose, even her chin was rubbed against the crinkly hairs and velvety-warm skin.  
His hands delved into her hair, gripping her head.  Not so much guiding her actions as 
encouraging them. 
 
{I love the feel of you,}  she shared with him, nuzzling his flesh and the finespun wool of his 
trousers.  {The contrast of soft flesh and scratchy wool, the scent of fabric and musky male…  The 
coolness of your clothes, and the warmth of your skin—and the feel of you in my mouth…}  
Suiting actions to words, she parted her lips and swallowed his flesh in gentle little nips.  A 
pleased moan escaped him as she licked the underside of his shaft; she moaned as well, feeling 
him swell and harden as he finished engorging. 
 
[I love it when you do that…  Rub your tongue as far down the underside towards the base as you 
can,]  he directed her.  [God, I’m surprised I can even think, with your hot mouth all over me!  
Deeper…I’m going to have to teach you to ‘swallow’ the head for deep-throating.] 
 
{I don’t know if I can do that without gagging.} 
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[We’ll work on it,]  he promised, breath hitching as she gently fondled his balls through the soft 
skin of his scrotum.  [There’s a…yessss…charm I’ve found very helpful for such moments…god, 
yes, like that…] 
 
That made her pause in her suckling and licking, looking up at him.  {You know how to deep-
throat a man?  Personally, or from having it done to you?} 
 
[…You’re ruining the mood, Hermione, reminding me about that.  Or more specifically, 
reminding me of Lascivious Lucius.  I’ll show you the proper techniques after you’ve brewed the 
Polyjuice Potion.  From both points of view,]  he promised her, nudging her with his hips.  [Now 
go back to apologizing and making amends.] 
 
She smiled and sucked again, bobbing her head under the watchful gaze of those slitted, dark eyes.  
She swirled her tongue around his glans, then swirled him around the interior of her mouth, 
guiding him with one hand on his shaft, the other still stroking his balls.  {Now I truly know what 
they meant by ‘orally fixated’.  I could do this for hours, if only my jaw-muscles wouldn’t give 
out.} 
 
He groaned at the mental imagery she painted.  [‘They’ who?] 
 
{The other girls.  I’m always nibbling on pencils and hair-curls, sugar-quills, fingertips…  I’ve 
been teased about it for years, now.  I don’t do it in class because I’m making an effort to pay 
attention and behave, but if I’m just reading a book or something, I don’t even realize when I’ve 
put something between my lips until I’ve nibbled it half to death—why don’t you sit down on the 
couch, prop the Grimoire on your belly, and let me have a good, long read?}  she teased him. 
 
The fingers splayed through her hair gripped her more firmly, guiding her head as he started 
thrusting his hips.  [I’m going to fuck your mouth now, Hermione,]  he told her, his surface thought 
remarkably calm, considering the roiling sexual hunger she could feel rising up through his sub-
thoughts, pumping his penis between her lips.  [I’m going to paint those luscious, rose-colored 
lips with the cream of my body, and splash it all over your sexy little breasts.  I just thought you 
should know, before I have my way with you.] 
 
One of his hands freed itself, fished his wand from out of his sleeve, and tapped her on the 
shoulder.  Her clothes instantly vanished, rendering her naked before her nearly fully-clothed 
Potions Master.  Hermione knew she’d find the missing garments neatly stacked somewhere 
nearby, as always, but it wasn’t fair.  {It’s not fair, that you’re naked and I’m not,}  she protested, 
stroking the base of his shaft with the ring of her thumb and first two fingers of her left hand while 
she tugged gently on his scrotum with the right.  {You have got to teach me that Disrobing 
Charm!} 
 
[You’ll have to earn the right to learn that charm—watch those teeth, you little witch!]  he ordered 
as she scraped him deliberately on his next withdrawl, albeit lightly. 
 
{What’s the matter, Sevy?  Afraid I’ll bite you before you can finish?}  she teased, ‘nipping’ with 
her teeth just hard enough to make him jump, but not enough to actually hurt.  He took the bait, or 
rather, the challenge. 
 
[—Y ou wish to play rough?  So be it.]  His wand swished as his hips stilled.  She caught a bare 
hint of his sub-thoughts, before he suppressed them.  “Accio paddle!” 
 

A door banged open in the distance, as did the one to the right of the room.  A paddle, much the 
size and shape of the kind used for ping-pong, flew into his outstretched hand.  Craning her head a 
little, Hermione eyed it warily.  It wasn’t reddish or greenish or whatever color such paddles 
normally were, being made of rubber and wood and plastic.  This paddle was all black, made from 
stiff, shiny-patent leather on one side, and plush, thick, short fur on the other.  That was all she had 
time to see, however; his wand swished and flicked as she sucked. 
 
“Alapat glutea!” 
 
The paddle flew out of his hand, whirling over her shoulder.  Hermione released his shaft from her 
mouth, turning her head to look.  His hand quickly fisted in her hair, forcing her to face him again, 
just as the paddle smacked with a painful sting against her left buttock. 
 
“—Ow!” 
 
“Suck it!”  Severus ordered her out loud, emphasizing the command mentally as the paddle 
smacked next into her left nethercheek.  [Suck my prick, you gorgeous little slut-witch.]  A flex of 
his hips rubbed his prick against her cheek, dampening it with her own saliva and a smear of his 
precum.  She quickly pursed her lips around the tip, teasing the tiny slit.  Then flinched forward, 
engulfing part of him as the paddle struck again.  Closing his eyes, he enjoyed the feel of her 
mouth sliding over his shaft.  [Mmm, yesss…  I think this could be a part of our floor-show; what 
do you think?] 
 
{I’m not—ow!—going to kneel naked in the snow, Severus!}  she warned him. 
 
[He said it’ll probably be indoors.]  He grunted with pleasure as another stinging slap propelled 
her forward, and positioned his wand near her cheek.  [Pull off and open up; I’m going to teach 
you how to deep throat, after all.] 
 
{Erm, I’d rather not—} 
 
A swish of his wand, and the paddle spanked her rapidly, several times in a row.  She flinched 
back, releasing him from the suction of her efforts with a moist pop.  A flick, and the stinging 
blows ceased.  With his left hand tangled in her hair, he could feel her discomfort, overlaid with a 
mixture of disbelief and resentment…and something more.  He hoped it was enjoyment, though it 
was not quite a sub-thought, yet. 
 
[Take my lead in this, Hermione,]  he ordered her, letting her know how serious he was.  [As 
pleasurable as this is, we must keep in mind that we’re trying to practice for a live performance in 
front of a group of sadists.  You will do as I say, or you will be punished.  And I should warn you, I 
am enjoying the second-hand feel of your stinging bum, knowing that I made it smart, and that I 
can turn it cherry-red with a flick of my wand.]  As she stared up at him, he smiled slightly.  […I 
told you I was perverted.] 
 
{…So am I,}  Hermione murmured, a little dismayed as she revealed that truth.  She stared up at 
him.  {I’m afraid it’s turning me on.} 
 
[That could simply be the result of receiving lustful sensations from me,]  he soothed her.  [You 
aren’t a pervert, Hermione; it’s not in your nature.  Nevermind my teasing you about your 
intentions regarding that Canary Cream.] 
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She slipped a hand between her thighs, closing her eyes.  {I’m dripping wet, Severus…  Can you 
really get dripping wet from second-hand sensations?}  Her light brown eyes opened, the light in 
them pleading as she looked up at him.  {Spank me.  Spank me, and make it pleasurable.  Please.  
Teach me to equate pain with pleasure in the next few days.  I think it’s the only way I’ll be able to 
face going back among those Death Eaters again.  Even with a gallon of liquid courage inside.} 
 
[Replace the pain with pleasure,]  he murmured as he cupped her chin with his wand-hand, 
remembering the plea she had made.  [That was what you desired, our first time together.  I tried 
my best to give it to you.] 
 
{I know.}  She bit her lip, then mentally blurted,  {Lecture me!  Berate me, belittle me, tell me 
what to do, order me about, command and control me—punish me, love me!} 
 
Desire flared between them at her words, at the sub-thoughts and yearnings accompanying those 
words.  And yet, though his body flexed forward, straining his prick towards her mouth, another 
part of him reined in his urges.  [Hermione…I don’t want you to make yourself into my slave.  For 
show, for pretend—alright, for bloody honesty’s sake, temporarily, occasionally, even when we’re 
not among Death Eaters…but not permanently.  Don’t—don’t try to make this a permanent 
Master/servant relationship!] 
 
He bit his own lip, quelling the rather disturbing sub-thoughts that wanted to accompany his 
warning.  He watched those beautiful light brown eyes close for a moment, then drift open.  The 
desire in their depths transfixed him. 
 
{No, not permanently.  I won’t be your slave permanently.}  she asserted firmly.  {When all of this 
is over, Severus Snape, I want you to be the slave at my feet,}  Hermione warned him fiercely.  
{Equal time, equal share.  I won’t ask it of you now, because I don’t think we’d be able to hide 
something that intense of a role-reversal from What’s His Ugly Face.  This is your turn to be in 
control; your time to be the one wielding the whip.  Not every time that we’re together.  But that’s 
what I want.  More and more, as I matured and became a young woman…every time you drawled 
and sneered in class, every time you demanded more of us than most of the class could give…I got 
wet.  I wanted…I wanted you to ravish me, long before the Death Eaters caught me.  You know 
I’m telling you the truth.} 
 
[Oh, god…]  A shudder of lust bowed his body, trembling through his limbs.  There was no lying, 
no denying, no hiding from the Veritamoria flowing between them, blending their thoughts, 
drugging the desire in their veins.  His hand clutched convulsively in her hair; he knew he was 
hurting her, but she accepted it, absorbed it, even enjoyed it in a way. 
 
She reached up and touched his prick, a feather-light caress that devastated him, but not nearly as 
much as when she confessed the rest.  {And ever since we became lovers…the hunger for you has 
only grown worse.  You talk of being perverted.  There’s a part of me, deep down inside, that 
wants to be abused by you, to try and anything and everything you want me to do.  To give my all 
to please such a demanding teacher, such an overwhelming authority-figure.  You talk of 
fantasies.  You’re one of mine…Professor Snape.} 
 
The respectful, student-to-teacher tone of her thought, the icing on the cake of her desire, arched 
his back with a gasp.  Ejaculation was almost spontaneous, without any other warning.  Her 
fingers clutched at him, directing the spurting stream onto her naked breasts as she gasped with 
her own, lesser orgasm, feeling the intensity of his pleasure as if it were her own.  Feeding it back 
to him. 
 

His hand shifted from her hair to her shoulder, pulling her close.  [Suck it!  Suck it clean, and suck 
it hard once more, or you’ll have detention for a month!] 
 
A feverish moan escaped her in the second it took her to corral his dribbling prick and suck it into 
her mouth.  Severus grunted and jerked again, feeling another orgasm wringing up out of his 
testicles as she sucked her way to an ‘Exceptional’-level grade.  Pushing her head back by the jaw, 
he aimed his wand at her mouth as soon as he pulled free. 
 
“Oscitrudim!” 
 
Hermione gasped, feeling the largest, numb-tingling yawn of her life building in her throat.  He 
fisted her hair and jerked her forward, thrusting past her lips, skimming her tongue, and popping 
right through the muscles at the back of her mouth.  Severus growled at the sensation, pumping 
between her hastily timed breaths, demanding mentally that she suck and swallow and tongue him 
with each deep thrust.  Warning her that if she wasn’t careful, she could choke when he came.  
Squirming her hand into his trousers, into his boxers, she pressed on his perineum just in time.  
Allowing him a climax, but not an ejaculation.  A tight, dry climax that wrung its way through his 
muscles. 
 
Pulling out of her mouth—and her throat—with a groan of protest from her, Severus bowed his 
body over hers, hand braced again on her shoulder, breathing heavily.  It took him a few moments 
to gather his wits, for it helped and yet didn’t help that she reached up to grip his turgid shaft.  
Straightening, he nudged both of her hands off his body, including the one that had burrowed 
between his legs.  A mutter of the perineum-charm and he sighed, relaxing somewhat.  Now he 
wouldn’t cum again until he released the spell, which meant he could focus on other things.  Such 
as her own pleasure. 
 
A glance down enflamed his blood; Hermione was tracing patterns in the sticky white fluid 
coating her breasts from his previous excitement.  Well, she was doing so with one hand, her left 
hand; the right one had delved down between her own thighs.  He watched, mesmerized, as she 
rubbed his semen over one nipple, coating it.  It took him a moment to remember how to breathe, 
then another moment to remember his own name.  Regathering his wits, Severus straightened a 
little more, releasing her shoulder and looking sternly down the length of his hooked nose at her. 
 
“Did I give you permission to play with yourself, Miss Granger?” 
 
To his satisfaction, she shuddered under his silky growl, but withdrew her hands obediently.  That 
obedience was a turn-on.  Severus narrowed his eyes, studying her speculatively.  Gauging his 
own increased arousal as she complied.  Maybe there was something to this illicit teacher/student 
fantasy; something he didn’t have to feel guilty over, since it was consentual, and at her request—
he’d quibble with his conscience later... 
 
“Lift your breasts with your hands.  Come, Miss Granger!  We haven’t got all class!” 
 
Sliding her palms up her damp skin, she cupped the soft mounds, lifting them slightly.  He’d 
called them small, earlier, but they weren’t.  They filled her hands to overflowing.  Reaching out, 
he caressed her cheek, sharing her sub-thought of how warm and aching her breasts felt, and how 
stimulating his commands were, growled like that.  Severus studied her for a moment, blood 
throbbing through his loins, feeling the electricity of her desire twisting low in her belly, then 
gestured with his wand-hand. 
 
Smack. 
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She gasped, as the forgotten, hovering paddle applied itself smartly to her backside, obeying his 
silent command.  He stooped over as she moaned with each successive whack, trailing his 
fingertip down her throat to the slope of one breast; one of the darker, more perverse—or perhaps 
perverted—liked the sight of her kneeling at his feet.  Enjoyed the way she licked her lips and 
lifted her breast a little higher with her hand, bringing her nipple into contact with his fingernail.  
The strength of desire in her sub-thought was strong enough, he could almost feel the stimulating 
scratch himself. 
 
It  wasn’t easy to breathe, stiffer than his wand and stooped over, sharing her pleasure.  
Straightening, he wondered why they were still on the burgundy carpet in front of the right-hand 
fireplace, and not somewhere more comfortable.  Such as on the couch.  Turning away as the 
paddle continued to smack, sometimes on alternative nethercheeks, sometimes on the same one a 
couple times in a row, he moved to the settee, centered himsef on it, and sat with a flourish of his 
robes.  Just in case she was watching—if she had a fantasy about him, it probably included his bat-
like robes.  Every once in a while, some witless girl fancied herself in love with him; the 
denouments of those confessions, usually at the end of their seventh year, was always 
uncomfortable and utterly embarrassing.  But this girl, this young woman, wasn’t witless.  Her 
intelligence was a turn-on for him, as was her almost Slytherin ambition to be the best in each of 
her classes. 
 
“Crawl over here, Miss Granger,”  he ordered her in an almost bored tone.  He was rather pleased 
with the effect; he wasn’t bored in the least.  If he admitted he was a pervert, then he had to admit 
that part of his fucking-fantasy of the other week had been so stimulating simply because he’d 
taken her while standing at her usual station in his classroom.  He was going to have a hard time 
keeping his thoughts strictly on his greasy-bastard persona, when the new term started.  Indeed, it 
took him a moment to realise she still hadn’t moved, save to squirm under the whacking patent 
leather attacking her bum.  “I said crawl!” 
 
Dropping to all fours, Hermione crawled to her professor.  Her body jumped and twitched each 
time that damned paddle landed on her reddened backside.  But between slaps, she did her best to 
crawl like the puma she’d been, under the effects of the Anima Vigo potion they’d made.  She 
spotted her clothes as she did so, neatly folded and tucked under the coffee table, which still bore 
her Christmas present of the multi-volumed Encyclopedia Magica.  There was no need for 
clothing right now, though, and as her bottom smarted from yet another rapping of the patent-
leather paddle, she rubbed herself cat-like against his wool-clad legs. 
 
His hand reached down to stroke her hair, treating her much like a cat.  [You look like a pet.] 
 
{Yes, a teacher’s pet…} 
 
Severus smirked; he didn’t think she’d meant to share that thought.  He sat back and patted his lap.  
“Up, kitty.  Climb into my lap, my little pussy.  Come be your teacher’s pet.” 
 
Her skin blazed with heat, but she was too turned-on to feel embarrassed for long.  Crawling up 
onto the couch, she let him position herself so that she was crouched over his lap, her head to his 
left and her rump to his right.  A gesture of his wand stopped the paddle, making her moan with 
relief.  Until his hand caressed her flaming nethercheeks, tickling the stinging, burning skin. 
 
[So hot…so red…so stimulated.  What shall I do with my puss, hm?  Shall I stroke it?]  His 
fingertips moved, ghosting along the seam of her netherlips.  Hermione gasped and squirmed, 
bowing her upper torso so that her nipples brushed against the wool of his trousers.  He smirked 
again, delighted at this new twist in their mutual fantasy.  [Shall I pet it?] 

Her breath escaped her in a rough imitation of a purr, as his finger glided between her slick folds 
and rubbed against her clitoris.  {Mmm…meeaowwr…} 
 
He chuckled softly and stroked his other hand over her hair, her shoulders, her back, ribs and 
breasts.  [You are so incredibly damp.  I can see you’ve managed to conjure quite a lot of your 
own personal ‘brew’.  You just might get a passing grade, at this rate.] 
 
Eyes opening to slits, she twisted her head, looking up at him.  {I want to feel you inside me.  I 
want to feel you ‘stroking’ your pussy…cat.} 
 
There was no doubt in her sub-thought what she wanted.  The pornographic thought was 
practically a surface-level demand. 
 
[I want that, too—but not yet.]  It took effort to remember that this wasn’t just about fantastic, 
mind-blowing  sex.  He had a specific goal in mind for this evening.  [Remember, you are mine to 
play with, mine to direct, mine to use as I see fit.  And I choose…to bugger you.] 
 
Her eyes widened, worried.  {…I’m not sure if I’m ready for that.} 
 
[You will do as I say.]  His mind-voice brooked no argument in its tone. 
 
She quickly shook her head, still writhing under the languid caresses of his hands.  {I’m not 
questioning your command—well, yes, I am, a little…  I’m saying I think I, er, would need a, 
erm…cleaning-charm of some sort, first.} 
 
[…Oh.]  For a moment, his hands stilled.  He stroked one dangling breast, tugging on the nipple, 
and twisted the finger that had delved between her nether lips.  [Your vaginal virginity was mine.  
Your anal virginity will be mine, soon.  A pity I couldn’t take your oral virginity, too.] 
 
{Actually…you did.} 
 
He stopped.  Blinked at her.  Gaped, actually.  [Great Merlin!  I…  That was your first blow-job?] 
 
His surprise sort of spoiled the mood.  Hermione twisted onto her side, resting her ribs against his 
lap.  His still-hard erection rubbed against her breast in that position, stimulating both of them, but 
it was reasonably comfortable for looking into his eyes.  {Yes, it was.  Do you have a problem with 
that?} 
 
For a moment, all he could do was sputter, mentally and vocally.  […Well, yes, actually.  And, no.  
I, er…your first?  Are you certain?  You sucked me like a bloody pro!] 
 
{You have been my first in all things, save for kissing, and a little clothes-on petting,}  she 
confessed, unsure why he was so upset, and not sure she liked it.  She narrowed her eyes slightly, 
warily.  {Do you have a problem with that?} 
 
[Well, no, but…well…I shouldn’t be your sole experience in sex, Hermione!]  he protested, 
frowning at her.  And quickly tried to bury the sub-thought that followed on the heels of that, 
before it could burst into a Veritamoria-cursed truth. 
 
Too late.  Her eyes narrowed even further.  {…Would you care to repeat that sub-thought out 
loud, Severus Snape?} 
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[Erm…no.]  He tried to disengage, but she reached up, touching his jawline with her hand.  
Adding the touch of her fingers against his chin to the touch of her breast against his masculinity. 
 
She wasn’t about to let this one go.  Hermione had no idea what was making her grip this one 
topic so fiercely, but she could not let it go.  {You lied.  You want yourself to be my sole 
experience in sex.  I heard your sub-thoughts, Severus!} 
 
[Well, the Veritamoria could technically reveal an ephemeral, temporary idea as a truth…]  he 
tried to offer as an excuse.  She quickly shifted, hauling herself upright by a hand hooked around 
his neck, shifting her legs so that she straddled his lap.  A tilt of her hips, a shuffling of her knees 
to widen her stance, and his prick rubbed against her femininity.  Her hot, slick, sopping-wet 
femininity, which coated the head like hot marmalade as she glided herself against his shaft.  [Oh, 
god…] 
 
Her thighs flexed, and she sank onto him. Surrounding him.  Enveloping him.  A groan dragged its 
way out of his throat, his head tipping back to thump on the curved, padded back of the couch.  
Hermione stared at him, daring him to look away as his eyes started to drift shut under the 
sensations of their bodies mating.  She was angry, though whether it was at him or with him, over 
their situation or the danger they were in, the way he’d been forced into her body and her life, the 
regrets of how it should have been…she didn’t know.  So she glared at him, seizing on his sub-
thoughted, mental slip.  Throttling it.  {Just try to deny it.  Try it!} 
 
A pause to concentrate, her head briefly bowed in effort, and her inner muscles clamped around 
him.  Severus gasped, thrusting up into the sudden, velvety-slick tightening of the warmth 
engulfing his manhood, like hidden fingers constricting softly at the base of his shaft.  His hands 
clutched at her hips, dragging her down, forcing her body all the way to the base of him.  A minor 
orgasm spasmed through his nerves, but release was refused.  [The perineum-charm—I need to—] 
 
Hermione grabbed his wrists as he clutched after the wand he’d dropped on the sofa cushions, 
forcing them to his sides.  She shoved them next to his hips, and pinned them with her knees.  
{You aren’t going to cum until you admit the truth!} 
 
Another pause to carefully concentrate, head bowed and eyes closed, and he gasped again, 
bucking into her squeezing flesh.  A minor orgasm trembled through him.  Tormenting him with 
the need for more.  [Ungh!  Where in Merlin’s name did you learn to do that?!] 
 
She lifted her gaze, smiling smugly.  {A book, of course.  Admit the truth…Severus.}  She timed 
his name with another squeeze of her body…and shivered into an orgasm of her own as he thrust 
his resulting pleasure back into her through the Veritamoria linking them.  {You wanted to be my 
first for everything…}  Squeeze.  {You’re glad you’re my first for everything.}  Squeeze.  {You 
want to be my only lover—for everything!  Admit it!} 
 
Squeeze. 
 
[Ah, God—YES!]  His hands wrenched free of the weight of her knees, grabbing her hips once 
again so he could pull her down onto him.  His hips bucked, thrusting up into her, pounding as his 
back arched and his legs stiffened.  And with each pound, a possessive shout, and a clutching of 
his fingers into her flesh.  [You.  Are.  Mine!  Mine mine mine mine mine mine MINE!  Ah, 
goddess, ‘Mione—let me cum!!] 
 

His needing was her longing was his delirum was her lusting.  It wasn’t easy, grabbing the wand 
from the cushions as she bounced over his body, but she managed to snatch it up and shout,  
“Finite Incantatum!” 
 
Something thumped onto the floor behind them, the formerly hovering paddle, but it was nearly 
drowned out in the groan that escaped him.  The tortured, heavenly sound pressaged a back-
stiffening, toe-crunching, throbbing ejaculation.  Graphic, possessive thoughts escaped with each 
jetting burst of his semen, each image overwhelmingly strong but too quick and fleeting to give 
any definitive impressions.  Clutching, tying, chaining, binding, marking her with his mouth, his 
teeth, his hands, his seed.  Holding her hand, holding her waist, holding her up to his mouth, 
hearing her cries of ecstasy—real and fleeting—and knowing that he was the one making her cum.  
Selfish, controlling, possessive, jealous, keeping her away from everyone else, hoarding her all to 
himself, his treasure, his beauty, his intelligent, special, precious Hermione. 
 
He wanted to hold her, protect her, guard her, be with her.  He needed her, in that moment, with a 
strength of emotion that would not be denied. 
 
It was too intense.  His passions overwhelmed her, flooded her, swamped her…drowned her.  It 
was simply too much; she clung to him, shuddered around him, buried her face in the curve of his 
throat, weeping, even sobbing, but not sure why.  Even after the storm of their desire subsided, the 
storm of emotion still raged within her, his feelings tussling and rolling in a struggle with her own, 
though that storm, too, eventually faded.  Eventually. 
 
Chapter XXII. 
 
It took Severus, petting and kissing and caressing her as his passions ebbed, murmuring nothings 
that were almost sweet into her hair, some time to realize she was crying.  But once he did, it only 
took him a single moment to realize why.  His passion—Veritamoria be damned, his emotions—
had frightened her with their overpowering intensity.  Distressed, he immediately closed off that 
part of him.  Tightened the bolts, battened the hatches.  Sealed away the intensity of his feelings.  
Not completely; this was a breach in his defenses that he could not seal against her.  A lock to 
which the young woman in his arms had somehow gained the key.  Like Bluebeard’s final wife, 
she’d apparently been frightened by what she’d seen in the room that was forbidden to be opened.  
Unlike Bluebeard, though, he wasn’t about to sever her head and stack her corpse among the rest. 
 
Disciplining his mind, Severus blocked off every thought and sub-thought he could that might 
possibly distress her, focusing strictly on the ones he hoped she wouldn’t mind.  Such as the need 
to comfort her, to soothe away her tears.  Occlumencied lies wouldn’t work; only ignoring the 
problem and carefully not thinking of it would.  He was just grateful he had come to his senses 
long before she did. 
 
Slowly, she roused from her stupor.  {Severus…} 
 
[I’m sorry, Hermione…  I didn’t mean to frighten you.  It won’t happen again,]  he promised as 
she sniffed and rubbed her cheek against his still-clothed shoulder.  She clung to him, straddling 
him, his body still embedded in hers, for all he was soft enough that he should have slipped free. 
 
She sniffed, and lifted a hand to rub at the tears that had done their best to soak into the tight-spun 
wool of his coat.  {…I’m alright.} 
 
It was something of a relief to know that she was, indeed, alright now.  Calm in mind and body.  [I 
will never do that again.  I promise.] 
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Frowning, Hermione shifted to lift her head and ask him what he meant, but the sight of his coat 
stopped her.  A lopsided smile quirked up the corner of her mouth at what she saw smeared down 
his front.  {Your wardrobe has certainly taken a beating from me, today…} 
 
Severus lifted a brow, peering down his chest.  [What?] 
 
{I’ve smeared the semen on my breasts all over your frock-coat,}  she explained lightly.  Then 
brushed at his shoulder as she sat upright a little more.  {Not to mention tears.  I don’t think 
saltwater is very good for wool.} 
 
[Better your tears than some mismanaged potion.  But better no tears at all,]  he added, lifting her 
chin with the edge of his hand.  He leaned in to kiss her, but caught the edge of her thought as she 
stared at him.  Releasing her chin, he touched his cheek and found it damp.  [Merlin, don’t tell me 
I cried…] 
 
Lifting her hand, Hermione touched the side of her head, where his lips had rested in the aftermath 
of their venture.  Her curls were decidedly damp.  Lowering her arm, she touched his cheek, and 
the tracks of moisture that lingered there.  {Dignity feeling a little bruised?} 
 
[A lot.]  It was a disgruntled thought. 
 
{Poor, sour Snape.}  She kissed the hooked tip of his nose before he could protest the alliteration.  
{I won’t tell anyone, if you won’t.} 
 
[I’d appreciate it.]  Glancing down at his chest again, he sighed, focusing on one solvable problem 
at a time.  [We both need a bath.  And we might as well cleanse your fundament while we’re at it.  
If you’re still willing to…to gift me with your sole, remaining virginity, that is,]  he added 
carefully, not quite meeting her gaze. 
 
Hermione regarded him, her fingers gently stroking his sallow, age-hardened cheek.  {It’s yours.  
I’m glad I can give it freely, this time.} 
 
[I’m sorry I couldn’t think of a better way to save you.  I’m not sorry for all the pleasure we’ve 
shared, but I am sorry I took from you what wasn’t meant to be mine.] 
 
She kissed him again, gently, this time on the forehead.  That made his brow wrinkled a little in 
bemusement.  {Even if I had a Time-Turner, and the permisson of the Department of Mysteries, I 
don’t think I’d change anything.  You’re scads better than anyone else I could’ve imagined for my 
first lover.} 
 
There were several sub-thoughts that could have surfaced.  Severus chose to remind her,  [You’re 
not supposed to be having those sorts of imaginings for a teacher.] 
 
She snorted.  {I did warn you that I had a crush on you, once upon a time.  So have a lot of girls 
around the school, though most would never admit it, not even under threat of torture.  Your 
choice of public persona tends to intimidate a lot of people,  you know.} 
 
[For which I’m eternally grateful; it saves me having to deal with a lot of fools, otherwise.  Come; 
I have a fantasy about a shower with you to fulfil,]  he urged her, easing her off of him with a firm 
but gentle so he could stand.  He reached down to help her up, grasping her hand in his, and 
flinched at the sight of the bruises already mottling on her sides.  [Did I—?  Of course I did; who 
else?  Let me get you a healing draught for those contusions.] 

Drawing her off the settee, he picked up his robe and draped it around her shoulders.  Hermione 
tugged it closer against the faint chill in the air, while he strode for his laboratory.  She watched 
him go, wondering what had happened.  What had changed in her, and what had changed in him.  
Because, as he glanced one last time before disappearing into the hallway, she clearly heard him 
think, 
 
[…Bastard. Selfish, unworthy bastard!  Any harder, and you could’ve gouged your fingers right 
through her flesh!] 
 
Hermione stared after him.  …Severus?  Can you hear me?  Severus? 
 
[Get a grip on yourself,]  she heard him thinking harshly.  [First you frighten her to tears with the 
depths of your emotions, no doubt traumatizing her half to death judging from her sobs alone , 
and now you find you tried to crush her hipbones!  Stupid, bastard animal!] 
 
The thought faded out again as the emotional intensity backing it subsided.  Hermione stared at the 
doorway of the left-hand hall, marveling.  …I can hear his thoughts?  His strongest thoughts, 
when we’re not actually touching?  But…but that shouldn’t be possible! 
 
She wracked her mind for what she knew of their situation.  Veritamoria, as Severus had 
explained it to her, was designed to compel two lovers to endure each other’s thoughts.  It was 
supposed to ensure that those members of the Tantric congregation who paired themselves 
together for eromantic purposes would not neglect the emotional aspects of their relationships.  If 
the thoughts—the philosophies and priorities—of the man and the woman were incompatible, 
those very same thoughts would eventually drive them apart during intimacy, preventing them 
from continuing to interact sexually. 
 
So long as there isn’t emotional involvement on both sides,  she recalled,  we shouldn’t have any 
problems.  Or so he implied.  I think he also said, or thought, something along the lines of this link 
between us not being permanent, because of that incompatible-thought thing…  Hermione 
clutched his sleeveless professorial robe more closely to her body, stricken by her line of thinking.  
And yet, I haven’t sensed a single incompatible thought…well, that’s not true,  she amended, 
determined to be honest with herself.  We’ve quarrelled, in our thoughts.  Usually over the boys.  
But quarrelling doesn’t necessarily mean incompatible as a couple.  Doesn’t it? 
 
Logic dictates that if we’re incompatible in our thoughts, we’re incompatible as a couple.  By the 
same token, if we’re compatible in our thoughts…we’re compatible as a couple.  No, that line of 
thought isn’t helping,  she dismissed with a rough sigh.  That’s another worry, but it has nothing 
to do with this new ability.  Why can I now hear his thoughts when we’re not touching, but he 
cannot hear mine?  At least, I think I’m hearing his.  It’d be an odd thing to hallucinate, even 
given our current situation. 
 
Severus reappeared in the doorway.  At the sight of her, a thought speared from him to her, and 
she knew in an instant that it was either entirely her imagination, or he simply could not hear her 
own thoughts in turn, when they were separated by distance.  That idea was too…male, too 
primal, to be voiced more clearly than a sub-thought.  It was, however, followed by something that 
was comprehensible. 
 
[Merlin, she’s beautiful, naked in my robes.  But she’d be even more beautiful with my baby in her 
belly…]  A slight frown pinched his brow in the next instant, as she paled a little under the 
strength of that projected thought.  [God, you’re a primitive bastard!  Be civilized, you disgusting 
cretin!  She’s your student—that’s forbidden!  Even if she would want you for that, in the 
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proverbial million years.]  No, Hermione was fairly certain he didn’t know she could hear that 
thought.  Nor the next one, which was,  […Why is she staring at me like that?] 
 
Line-of-sight seemed to increase her ability to hear his thoughts.  This is going to make class-time 
interesting.  Wall it out, Hermione, if you can… 
 
She pictured a wall between them, something to mask the noises of his mind like a castle wall 
could ward off potential intruders.  It seemed to be working; his thoughts faded from her 
consciousness, dipping down into sub-thought level, then even quieter as he approached.  
Relieved, she quickly mastered her own thoughts.  Better to not let him know that she could now 
somehow read his mind.  She didn’t have to be a genius to know that sort of disadvantage would 
make him very uncomfortable around her; dealing with Severus Snape under the normal effects of 
Veritamoria was a pricklish situation already. 
 
Letting go even her sub-thoughted remnants on the topic, she focused her mind firmly on the 
rather small, pale blue bottle he was carrying over to her.  There would be time to think of other 
things later.  Disciplining her mind, she reached out for the bottle, brushing her fingers against his.  
{Such a small amount, for a healing potion.} 
 
[You’ll want to take only a single, tiny sip of this, just enough to moisten your mouth,]  he 
cautioned her calmly, as if those fierce thoughts hadn’t even hinted at crossing his mind only 
moments before.  [It’s not as if you’ve had an arm torn off, just…I’m sorry I injured you.] 
 
{I know you didn’t mean it.}  Uncapping the bottle, she carefully tipped a few drops onto her 
tongue.  It burned, encouraging her to tip the bottle upright, and when she moistened it with saliva 
to swallow it down, her whole mouth caught fire.  Hermione gasped as soon as she finished 
swallowing, rushing her breath in and out of her mouth to try and alleviate the sting.  “—Merlin!  
What’s the base ingredient in this thing, fire-whiskey?” 
 
He smiled slightly, taking the bottle and capping it again.  “No, just a concentrate of my own 
devising.  Half of this bottle is enough to cure the most mortal of wounds.”  The smile faded a 
little as he looked down at the vial in his fingers.  “I’m having trouble replicating the formula.  I 
had three of these vials, once.  This is the only one left.” 
 
“Then why waste it on me?”  she asked, licking her lips a little to help cool off the last of the 
burning sensation.  She shook her head, glancing down at her hips as the reddish, purpling marks 
faded quickly away.  “I wasn’t that badly injured; any healing potion would have done me some 
good.” 
 
“I made this three years ago.  I wanted to verify its continuing efficacy.  Every summer, I try to 
make it again.  Sometimes the results are the same, sometimes it’s stronger, though not quite this 
strong, and other times, the brew is utterly useless.  But I keep trying.”  Stooping, he set the bottle 
on the table next to the row of encyclopedia books.  “Sometimes I wonder what I’d do with myself 
if Albus ever lost his wits and agreed to make me the Defence teacher.  I’ve found over the years I 
like creating new potions.” 
 
“’I don’t expect you will really understand the beauty of the softly simmering cauldron’,”  
Hermione quoted softly, startling him into glancing sharply at her, then frowning in puzzlement as 
she continued,  “…with its shimmering fumes, the delicate power of liquids that creep through 
human veins, bewitching the mind, ensnaring the senses…’  I remember every word of the speech 
you gave us, that very first day.” 
 

He stared at her, surprised.  “Hermione, that was nearly seven years ago.  You remember every 
word I said?” 
 
“You said a number of things that stood out in my mind, that day.  Some were almost 
mesmerizing…and some were undeserved,”  she added dryly, sounding several years older than 
she should have been, her expression neutral.  “Even uncomplimentary.” 
 
Severus studied her.  He knew very well which words—and of whom—she spoke.  [God, I was a 
bastard to the poor boy, wasn’t I?…] 
 
Hermione blinked, but carefully kept her expression as neutral as before.  Her wall had lowered, 
lapsing without mental practice and experience to keep it in place.  The regret in his thought was 
strong enough to have breeched her walls; she didn’t stiffen them, though, not when a part of her 
was overly curious to hear more.  And more, she heard. 
 
[He didn’t deserve my hatred.  And she knows it.  She probably condemns me for it.  Get a grip on 
your thoughts, and give her some sort of an answer.  Change the subject or something.] 
 
Hermione shrugged and did it for him.  “But it’s in the past.  What’s been done cannot be undone.  
And now that I’ve come to know you better, I can see that you meant every word of your 
fascination with your profession.  Which is why your little speech stands out even more in my 
mind today.” 
 
“I’m flattered by your long memory.  And…”  He hesitated, and again she heard a thought she 
shouldn’t have, given they were not touching.  [If I apologize, she’ll think I’ve reversed my 
position on the boy.  I cannot bring myself to…  I can’t let go of all of my hate that easily.  Nor 
would she believe it of me.] 
 
She rescued him again.  “And it’s time for us to take that shower.  Tempis fugit, Severus,”  she 
added with a lopsided smile that was more grimace than anything.  “We’ve got two more nights, 
before we’ll have to be ready to give the floor-show of the ages.  Whether we want to, or not.” 
 
“Quite.”  [Thank Merlin, she’s not going to press the point…] 
 
Hermione carefully restored and buttressed her mental walls with more careful effort, gathering up 
her clothes and wand before following him as he led the way toward his bedchamber and the 
shower beyond.  This new ability was going to be harder to control than she’d thought. 
 
Chapter XXIII. 
 
“I’m a bit nervous about this, erm, anal intercourse thing,”  Hermione confessed a few minutes 
later.  Severus glanced at her as he finished stripping his clothes and setting them on the chair in 
his room, but she was keeping her mental walls high and firm, and carefully didn’t hear what he 
was thinking.  “I mean, you’ve had your hands and mouth and other pertinent bits on, in, or 
against just about every other body part I own, but this is a lot more intimate—hang on,”  she 
interrupted herself, altering the subject slightly as she scowled at him.  Or rather, scowled at his 
naked body, which he had made that way manually.  “Aren’t you supposed to be teaching me that 
clothes-stripping charm?” 
 
“It requires a great deal of mental concentration.  You must literally picture where you wish to put 
the garments being stripped away, and in what condition.  Not that I think you would be 
inadequate to the task, but we have more pressing matters to handle between now and the turn of 
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the new year than the art of sartorial shedding,”  he reminded her.  Stretching out his hand, he 
offered it to her.  “Come.  Semen tends to dry uncomfortably on the skin.  You’ll need a shower 
before we continue.” 
 
“Muliebris mundic,”  she muttered, tapping herself on the groin with her wand, fetched along with 
her clothes from under the coffee table. 
 
He arched a brow, at that.  “Did you not hear my desire earlier for taking a shower with you?” 
 
“Virilis mundic,”  she replied, tapping him gently as well.  “There.  We’re clean.  And if we don’t 
have time for the disrobing charm, we don’t have time for a shower.  Not between now and New 
Year’s.  Now what?” 
 
Giving her a quelling look, he pointed out,  “If you keep using that spell, Hermione, you’ll end up 
with hair as greasy as my own.” 
 
“Nice try,”  she smirked, lifting her free hand to her curls, which felt as soft and clean as if she’d 
just showered and dried her hair.  “But if it clears the oils from your locks, it clears it from my 
own.” 
 
“Only because you’re so bloody good with magic,”  he muttered.  A frown pinched his brow as he 
recalled something.  “Hermione…you won’t like this, but…Lord Voldemort has coined a 
nickname for you.  An unpleasant one.  Very unpleasant.  I think you might prefer to hear it now, 
where you have time and privacy to get used to it.  He’ll probably use it when I bring you before 
him.” 
 
“A nasty nickname from the Bastard Who Wouldn’t Die?”  she asked him sardonically.  “I’m all 
a-quiver with anticipation.  So, what is it?” 
 
His mouth twisted.  “Mudslut.” 
 
Hermione frowned softly.  “Is that it?  All of it?”  At his nod, she shrugged, shaking her head.  
“That’s not as bad as I feared.  I mean, I do have Draco Malfoy to thank for getting me 
accustomed to being called ‘Mudblood’ all these years.  And, as far as Moldy-mort is to know, I 
am your little ‘slut’, as well as someone who was born to a pair of completely Muggle parents, 
making me a Mudblood as well.” 
 
“You’re truly not bothered by the name?”  Severus asked her, a perplexed frown pinching his 
brow. 
 
“Oh, I’m bothered by it,”  she admitted with a shrug.  “But I’m not bothered by it, as in all hot and 
bothered.  It’s just a name.  A label.  And it’s not even one that defines who I really am.” 
 
He tipped his head, examining her thoughtfully.  “And who are you?  In this instance.” 
 
“Setting all modesty aside, a damn fine witch,”  she asserted, hands on her naked hips.  “Better 
than most of them, saving only my lack of years and concommittent experience.” 
 
A laugh caught him off guard, choking Severus as he instinctively sought to muffle it into a cough.  
At the suspicious narrowing of her eyes, he quickly raised his hand to ward off her thoughts.  
“Forgive me, Hermione, but you stand there, stark-raving naked, and speak of setting modesty 
aside?” 

She studied him as he hid another laugh behind his hand, smothering it and the amused smile that 
accompanied it.  A blush heated her cheeks, but she didn’t alter her stance in any way.  Her spine 
even straightened a little, lifting her breasts deliberately.  “Yes, and it’s all your fault.” 
 
Confusion pinched his brow.  Removing his hand from his mouth, he stared at her.  “Whatever do 
you mean?” 
 
“You’re the one who taught me to be proud of my body.  And to be comfortable with it.” 
 
He blushed, but held out his hand.  “You’re welcome.  Unfortunately, I’m about to teach you how 
to be uncomfortable with your body.  Even before I take you to bed.” 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
…A large, white-painted elephant suddenly coasts into view, wearing massive, 
rhinestone-studded inline skates strapped to each broad, flat, treetrunk-like foot.  
Draped over each rotund side is a banner, which can be read as it coasts around the 
edges of the room, swerving to avoid the bureau, bed and chair.  The banner says in 
bold, friendly lettering:  “Intermission:  Don’t Panic!” 
 
A second pachyderm—painted baby-blue and wearing gold inline skates—comes skating 
into view after it, and on its side-draped banner reads the following fine-print message 
from the Author:  “If you find somewhat-detailed descriptions of anal/rectal sex to be a 
bit squicky, please scroll down to the next grouping of asterisks denoting another 
Intermission Break, and kindly resume your reading from that point.  Alternately, you 
may move on directly to the next chapter entirely, though I should warn you that there’s 
a slight possibility of just maybe, perhaps missing a potentially vital plot point or two 
along the way.  Though I’m not guaranteeing anything other than the rollerskating 
elephants, of course.” 
 
A third elephant, painted black and wearing skarlet skat—er, scarlet skates—rolls after 
the other two, chasing them out of the bedroom.  Its banner reads,  “Thank you, and 
have a nice day!  ~ Lotm” 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
She lifted her brows, but slid her fingers against his, clasping them.  Parroting his words back to 
him, she asked,  {Whatever do you mean?} 
 
[You need to perform the Enema Charm,]  was his dry-voiced rejoinder.  [One which should 
properly be confined to the mediwizard profession, but which will be very useful for preparing for 
what we’re about to do.]  Tugging her to the bathroom door, he released her hand.  “Go in, sit 
down, and tap the heart of your lovely little rump with the following spell:  fundamundic.” 
 
“Fundamundic…  Why is it I never even heard of the mundic class of cleaning-charms until I 
made love to you?”  Hermione asked him, curious. 
 
“Because Finnegan favors teaching the purgara charms.  Professor Flitwick,”  he added at her 
puzzled frown. 
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“’Finnegan Flitwick’?”  Hermione asked, quirking one brow in bemusement.  “Does the 
Headmaster favor alliterative names, or is it all just a coincidence?”  At his inquisitive look, she 
expounded,  “Severus Snape, Hyacinth Hooch, Minerva McGonagall, Finnegan Flitwick, Poppy 
Pomfrey…” 
 
“Coincidence.  As far as I know,”  Severus found himself adding as a touch of doubt crept into 
him, creasing his brow.  He sighed, smoothing out the frown.  “I wouldn’t put it past the 
doddering old fool, however.” 
 
Hermione chuckled, though she quickly pulled her mouth down into a repressive frown.  “I 
thought we both agreed he’s an intelligent, wise, powerful and cunning wizard.” 
 
“That does not change the fact that he’s also occasionally one swish short of a spell.  Go on, into 
the lavatory with you,”  he ordered her as she chuckled.  It pleased him that she found his dry wit 
amusing; not everyone did.  Then again, he often expressed his sardonic side as outright sarcasm, 
as a part of his apparent persona.  “Go use the fundamundic charm.  You’ll definitely want to be 
sitting in the lavatory when you do,”  he added as she sighed and turned around.  “Just to be on the 
safe side…” 
 
A wary glance over her shoulder, and she shut the door between them.  Just because she was 
comfortable parading around in the starkers in front of her lover didn’t necessarily mean she was 
as yet comfortable attending to bodily functions in front of him.  Making sure the door was shut, 
Hermione padded over to the toilet. 
 
Outside in the bedroom, Severus opened the door to his chamber and lifted his wand.  “Accio 
lubricant.” 
 
It came winging through the air from his lab after several seconds.  Smacking into his hand just in 
time for him to hear Hermione scream.  It was not, thankfully, a scream of fear, terror, alarm or 
danger.  Unless it was a danger aimed at the one who had given her that particular charm.  She 
yelled a second, furious time, this one with something that passed for words, including what he 
thought might be the words  “kill” and  “Snape!” mixed in there somewhere.  Chuckling, amused 
at her predicament, he turned to ready the bed for their lovemaking. 
 
The door banged open several minutes later.  A very flushed Hermione glared through the 
candlelight, her brown eyes finding and piercing the man responsible for the indignity she had just 
suffered.  He was still smiling, standing next to the foot of the turned-down bed.  Smirking, even, 
as he gently twirled a rose he had conjured from one of the school’s greenhouses.  She stalked 
forward, murder evident in her dangerously bright eyes.  “Flowers are not going to get you out of 
this, Severus Snape!” 
 
“Shh,”  he soothed her, touching her lips with the soft petals of the rose, letting her inhale the 
flower’s heady perfume before trailing it down over her chin and throat.  “I haven’t asked you to 
do anything I haven’t suffered myself, already.” 
 
“Not recently, I’ll bet!”  she snapped, not yet ready to be mollified.  She inhaled sharply to blast 
him with what she thought of his amusement, but the blossom, and his gaze, had slid down her 
skin to her breasts.  And the black-haired bastard was rubbing the velvety-soft yet crisp rose petals 
against her nipple.  Stimulating it.  Stimulating her right out of her anger.  “Bastard…” 
 
It wasn’t as heated as she’d probably intended it.  In fact, Severus was fairly certain she didn’t 
mean for it to come out gentle, breathy, and half-moaned, as if it were an endearment.  Dipping his 

head, he bent down and shifted the rose aside, just long enough to lap at her aureola with his 
tongue.  He twirled the curved petals of the rose over her other nipple as he licked the first one.  
Her hands lifted, her fingers delving into his dark locks. 
 
{Oh, god, Severus…  I love your mouth on me.} 
 
[I love putting my mouth on you,]  he murmured back, switching places with the rose.  He trailed 
the petals down to her belly, followed it with his lips, then swept her off her feet with his arms, 
making her clutch giddily at his shoulders.  [Come,]  he told her, kissing her mouth gently.  [My 
bed is prepared for you.] 
 
It was only after he placed her on the sheet that she realized it had been sprinkled with more rose 
petals.  At her questioning look and accompanying sub-thought, he kissed her, sliding his warm 
frame against her soft curves. 
 
[You gift me with your last virginity, Hermione.  The other two were taken under less than ideal 
circumstances…  I wish to make up for that lapse.] 
 
And, with nothing in his thoughts or sub-thoughts but the desire to please her, to pleasure her, he 
set himself to arouse her with his mouth, his hands, his body, even his nose.  Each touch was so 
tender and sweet, it made both her body and heart ache.  He praised her beauty wordlessly, from 
her hairline to her toenails, caressing, stroking, kissing, even turning her over onto her belly to 
worship her from nape to soles.  Restoring her to her back, he kissed his way up the insides of her 
calves, her knees, her thighs, until his face nuzzled against her femininity. 
 
With a sigh, she parted her legs a little wider, making room for him so that he would be 
comfortable.  The first minor temblor of desire shivered through her a few moments later as he 
licked and lapped, tightening her nipples, trembling her thighs, and promising greater pleasure to 
come.  As always, his thoughts focused down even narrower, determined to nip and lave, nuzzle 
and kiss with nearly every ounce of his passion focused upon her.  Nearly every ounce of it, for 
there was no denying he was firmly in control of his every action. 
 
When she was writhing in a delirium of sensation, that was when she felt it.  A small, slick 
probing at her anus, just below the efforts of his tongue and lips.  When and where he’d managed 
to coat his fingers with the lubricant, she didn’t know, but the shock of feeling something probing 
the tight ring of muscles that was her fundament flung her eyes wide.  {What the—?} 
 
[Relax; you’ll enjoy it better,]  he coaxed her, nuzzling her with his nose, distracting her.  He knew 
she loved it when he did that, and didn’t have to see them to know that her eyes rolled up in bliss.  
He worked his middle finger in by another knuckle’s worth, and used the pad of his thumb to tease 
her other opening, penetrating it as well.  A swirl of his tongue, a slight pump of both digits, and 
she shivered.  [See?  You like it.] 
 
{I…  I…}  She’d never…  It was uncomfortably foreign! 
 
[But it’s not actually uncomfortable, is it?  It’s just unfamiliar and thus foreign.] 
 
{I don’t…know…  Oh, yes—yes!  Lick…}  Her breath escaped in a moaning sigh as he continued 
to do the things to her femininity that made her toes curl.  And as they curled, he started pumping 
his finger into her again, using the pleasure of the one activity to transfer a sense of pleasure in the 
other venture.  She stared to enjoy it, though her head twisted restlessly from side to side, a last 

 97



little bit of prudish denial, wearing away under the onslaught of the paradise he was bestowing on 
her body. 
 
[You do like that, don’t you?]  he murmured in her mind as she groaned.  Glad he could do so, 
since his mouth was quite busy.  His own moans mingled with hers, for she was sweet and musky 
and a brew he could drink forever and not grow weary of the taste.  But he wanted to enjoy all of 
her, to supplant some of his own less pleasant memories with better ones, and shifted the 
ministrations of his mouth further south, removing his fingers so that he could double her thighs 
back onto her ribs, lifting her pelvis. 
 
It tickled.  The little lapping touches of his tongue that should have been disgusting, applied where 
and how that they were, it tickled.  Unable to help herself, Hermione giggled and squirmed.  
{That—you shouldn’t—it tickles!  Urgh!  I can’t believe you’re doing that!} 
 
[Don’t worry; it doesn’t taste bad.  Y ou’re quite clean down here,]  he reassured her, answering 
her sub-thoughted uncertainty on that point.  [Not at all repulsive.  In fact…] 
 
He did something with his tongue, a squirming flicker, that sent her into peals of laughter, and 
while she was distracted, slipped a little more lubricant onto his fingers from the flip-topped 
bottle.  The flavorless oil coating his hand, he reinserted the middle one, twisting it a little. 
 
Hermione gasped, choking mid-laugh.  {Oh, god, I have to shite!  I thought I got rid of all of 
that!} 
 
“…Shh,”  he soothed her out loud, removing his mouth briefly.  He licked at her clit as he 
continued, making her shudder at the unannounced attack.  [You don’t really have to shite, 
‘Mione; it’s just the body thinking there’s something there.  The feeling is natural because there is 
something right there, but you won’t actually do anything, because it’s on the outside, not the 
inside.  Relax…  Concentrate on my nose—you’re a very strange woman, having sexual thoughts 
about my nose, and not by relation to the size of my penis…] 
 
That made her laugh again.  And gasp, as he inserted another finger, slipping the third one in 
alongside the second.  [Severus—I really don’t—} 
 
[Trust in me,]  he urged her.  [I will not harm you; I swear it.  Do you trust me, Hermione?] 
 
He stilled his movements, giving her a moment of respite in which to think.  She closed her eyes, 
shutting out her view of the green velvet canopy draped overhead.  The scents of rosepetals and 
Severus Snape—musky, warm, male—flooded her senses.  {Do I trust him?  …I do.  I trust you.} 
 
[Thank you.]  His own eyes closed, feeling a little humbled by her trust, Severus found her slick, 
warm core as much by masculine instinct as by anything else.  Her body relaxed with the 
admission of her trust, and though she tensed up with pleasure as he continued teasing and 
tormenting her with delicious sensations, she didn’t resist.  It wasn’t long before he could wriggle 
his fingers comfortably in the tight channel, and not much longer after that when he could slip his 
index finger in alongside the other two. 
 
{God, I still feel like I’m going to shite…but…it’s now one of those really satisfying ones—urgh!  I 
can’t believe I just thought that!}  Wincing at herself, disgusted and embarrassed, she laughed.  
Then moaned as he shifted on the bed, giving her femininity one last, thorough swipe with his 
tongue before shifting somewhat awkwardly up onto his knees.  The fingers of his right hand still 
flexing slowly into her fundament and out again.  His thumb reached up and stroked her clitoris in 

time with the pumping of those digits, the length of his hand bridging the distance readily enough.  
It combined with the arousal racing through his limbs, feeding back on her as he enjoyed giving 
her this pleasure  {Oh, god, yesss…} 
 
It wasn’t easy, annointing himself with the lubricant one-handed, but at least he was hard and 
ready.  More than hard and ready.  Too ready; Severus could feel himself trembling at the edge, 
aroused unbearably by the thought of what he was about to do.  It wasn’t easy gripping his wand 
with his left hand, either.  The perineum charm was necessary, though.  As soon as it was done, he 
cast the wand aside, uncaring if it was tangled among the covers and the rose petals, or even if if 
fell to the floor and rolled under the bed.  Just because he had the charm in place didn’t mean his 
urgency had diminished in any way.  Bracing himself over her with his left hand, he brought his 
shaft into alignment, removed his fingers, and positioned himself.  While the hole still gaped a 
little, he firmly pressed inside, shifting his right hand to the underside of her folded-up thigh to 
brace himself. 
 
Hermione’s breath caught; this wasn’t one, two, or even three squirming fingers.  This was one 
large, solid presence.  He lodged in her muscles, which had clamped around the head of his prick.  
She could feel two contradictory impulses:  her own, which was a distinct discomfort at the 
thickness invading her anus; and his heart-racing pleasure at feeling her muscles contracting 
tightly around his glans. 
 
[Oh, god, I’m going to cum!]  Teeth gritted, head pulled back, he jerked a little against her as the 
pleasure raced through him.  Dry, sterile, the pleasure receded a little, leaving him panting, yet 
randy.  [Oh, yesss…a little deeper, now…  Relax, ‘Mione, let me in; you’ll love this, I swear it.] 
 
Uncertain of his prediction, she reminded herself that she did trust him, and focused on relaxing 
her muscles, resisting the urge to lower her legs to the bed.  He slid a centimeter deeper, causing 
her to tighten up again.  The hand gripping her thigh released her leg, moving up to brush against 
her clitoris.  Hermione gasped and shook her head.  {No—I’m too sensitive—} 
 
[Trust me…]  A moment of playing, a little stroking, a bit  of tweaking—her body tightened itself 
with a keen of pleasure.  Jaw tight, breath frozen in his chest, Severus bore down, thumb caressing 
her in gentle circles, keeping her climax going.  Her eyes flew open in shock as he slid further in, 
meeting the burning darkness of his own as the thickest part of him pressed past the ring of 
muscles trying to squeeze him out.  [Sweet Merlin—what a tight little arse!  Oh, god, I’m being 
strangled in heaven!] 
 
In the midst of her daze of discomfort and desire, that last thought of his made Hermione laugh.  
The spasming of her muscles made him gasp, his eyes widening so far, she could see the whites all 
the way around his dark irises.  For one trembling moment, he hung by a single thread, braced 
over her on his knees and one palm, breathing heavily.  She knew he was on the verge of losing 
control.  Experimentally—with the same sort of morbid curiosity with which she’d faced many of 
her adventures over the years—Hermione tightened her inner muscles.  Wanting to know if she 
could make him lose control. 
 
The thread snapped.  With a groan, he jerked halfway out, then slammed back into place, balls-
deep.  It hurt; it stung worse than bubotuber pus, but at the same time, it felt like she was being 
strangled in heaven, because she was strangling him, tight with her pain, tight with his pleasure.  
He thrust three, four times, then managed to rein himself in, slowing his assault to a more gentle, 
less painful pace.  His shoulderlength hair dangling around his head in an unkempt curtain, air still 
heaving through his lungs, Severus narrowed his eyes.  [You little witch.  You deliberately tried to 
set me off, didn’t you?] 
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{It was an experiment,}  she defended herself, meeting his dark stare with a slight tilt of her chin. 
 
[I could’ve damaged you!]  Glaring at her, he thrust his point home literally, by pulling back and 
shoving in again, invoking a burning sensation in her body, even as he ignored the delicious 
tightness around him..  At her sharply sucked breath, he held himself still, not quite sunk to the 
balls.  [I felt your pain, Hermione.  Don’t try to deny it!] 
 
 The air in her lungs trickled out in a soft sigh.  She blinked twice and looked at him.  {And I felt 
your pleasure.  You can’t deny that, either.} 
 
[I’m not trying to deny it.  I’m trying to be kind and gentle, dammit!] 
 
{Your pleasure is my pleasure,}  Hermione pointed out.  {And…and I am feeling some pleasure of 
my own.  It’s…very different.  Kind of like, um…when you spank me—you like hearing that, don’t 
you?} 
 
Even shadowed by his hair, she could see him blushing.  [Damned Veritamoria.  Yes.  I admit 
there’s a sadistic part of me that wants to punish you.  And a perverted part that wants to see you 
writhing in pleasure from your punishments.  But this isn’t about punishment.  This is…this is 
about first-times, and being gentle, and the good kind of pleasure.  The clean kind.] 
 
She rolled her eyes.  {Severus, you’ve got your prick up my arse.  How ‘clean’ can we get?  
Speaking of which, I owe you, humongously, for that bloody Enema Charm!} 
 
He smirked at her, and pulled partway out, then pressed back in again, moving slowly, gently.  
[And yet the results are undeniably worth it.  Feel what I’m feeling,]  he invited, lowering his body 
so that part of his weight rested on her, so that his hair tickled her face and his lips touched her 
neck.  [It’s drier than your vagina, which can cause a chafing problem…but so tight, so 
constrictive.  And you’re right,]  he whispered into her mind, daring to be completely, utterly, 
embarrassingly honest.  [It is very much like taking the most satisfying shite of your life…over and 
over and over again.] 
 
Each thrust picked up a little in speed and intensity, but with that speed and intensity came an 
increase in the chafing effect.  Slowing down, he found the bottle of lubricant, flipped open the lid, 
and pulled almost all the way out.  Annointing his shaft, he slid his now well-greased penis into 
her body, watching her eyes widen. 
 
{It…it doesn’t hurt!  And I don’t quite feel like…like needing to use the lavatory as much, 
anymore.} 
 
[I’m going to pick up speed, now,]  he warned her, snapping the lid shut again before tossing the 
bottle aside.  His hips followed suit, his body tightening as the perineum charm kept him on the 
edge of the cliff without allowing him to dive over that edge. 
 
{Why didn’t you do this earlier?}  Hermione challenged him, her legs clinging to his waist, parts 
of her still tense from the sheer thought of what they were doing, but others beginning to relax and 
enjoy the ride.  {Just grease me like the proverbial pig, and give me a good, long poke?} 
 
Severus choked, almost losing the strength in the arms supporting much of his weight.  He had to 
pause and regather his attention so that he could resume thrusting rhythmically.  [Merlin’s Balls, 
woman!  Don’t make me laugh again, or I’ll probably injure you when I collapse.  Why didn’t I 
grease you properly?  Because you must be able to do this with the minimum of lubricant, in just a 

few more nights.  In fact, we’ll be doing this each time we meet, from now until New Year’s Eve.]  
He studied her face, light in the golden glow of the candles around the room.  [I’m glad you’re 
enjoying some of this, though.] 
 
{Mm, quite.  It does take some mental adjusting, getting used to it.  But…yes, it’s feeling very 
good, now…}  She closed her eyes, the better to savor the sensations, and jumped a little when he 
nipped the side of her throat.  And shuddered as, his weight resting half on her and half on one 
elbow and his knees, he squirmed his hand between them and played with the sentinel guarding 
her netherlips.  {Oh, God and Merlin, yes!  Oh, right there, right—lighter, not quite so hard; I’m 
very tender—no, no, more on the side—oh—oh—ohhh, yes!} 
 
Feeling his body jerking in little, charm-blocked sympathy-spasms, Severus rode her orgasms as 
he thrust into her fundament and rubbed at her flesh, keeping her going, keeping the pleasure 
rolling through her body even as he invaded her.  Though stars flashed at the edges of his vision 
from climaxing without cumming, he managed a coherent thought.  [You’re going to remember 
this moment for the rest of your life…as a great…pleasure!] 
 
She felt it, alright.  Dizzy with pleasure, muscles cramping from the tightness of release, Hermione 
shuddered as he groped for his wand and removed the charm holding him back.  His exclamations, 
mental and vocal, were joined by her groan as she enjoyed the pleasure of his release.  As he 
sagged over her, slumping his hot, sweaty chest against hers, belly to belly, his breath warm as it 
gusted against her neck, she wondered why she hadn’t felt any liquids being released. 
 
[…It’s body-temperature, ‘Mione,]  Severus muttered, his mind sluggish with repletion, but not 
diminished by much.  [You never really notice when I cum in your vagina, either, unless you feel 
the momentum of each jet being released…and the vagina has far more in the way of nerve-
endings than the rectum, internally.] 
 
{Save the lecture for when I can appreciate it more,}  she managed, letting her legs slump down 
from his waist.  Her hip hurt from the pressure of the position.  A groan escaped her as she tried to 
straighten out her legs without the joints hurting too much.  {Do you think we could try this next 
time while I’m on my hands and knees?  And mind giving me enough room to breathe, now?} 
 
[I think that can be arranged.]  Summoning some strength, he pulled out of her body with a damp 
little pop, making her jerk a little at the sensation.  A deep breath, and he shifted to the side, off 
her body.  Rolling onto his back, he collapsed there, eyes closed as he regained his strength. 
 
Hermione became aware again of the scent of roses, crushed under their bodies.  With a grunt of 
effort, she rolled over, draping her arm across his chest.  {Thank you, Sev.  That was…well, it was 
uncomfortable, embarrassing, mortifying, psychologically gross…and incredibly pleasurable.} 
 
[So, you had a good time, then,]  he murmured back, tilting his head a little so that his chin 
touched her forehead. 
 
{Oh, yeah.  Save that I feel like my bum has a gaping-wide hole in it, now.} 
 
[Your bum does have a gaping wide hole in it, now.]  His hand lifted at her sub-thoughted inquiry, 
the slightly oily wand gripped expertly in his fingers.  A flick, a swish, and the canopy resumed 
the form of a mirror.  Craning her head and twisting her upper body, Hermione peered at her 
backside.  Her nose wrinkled when she saw the truth of his words. 
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{Good god!  You could practically drive the Hogwarts’ Express through that gap!  For that 
matter, has my arse always been that big?} 
 
Severus chuckled at her mental demand, and once again she saw the carefree humor taking years 
off his age, at least according to his reflection.  His humor subsided into puzzlement, and she 
looked directly at him.  […You think humor makes me look younger?] 
 
{Yes, actually.}  No reason to deny it, and no way to, considering they were touching more or less 
from foot to head, aligned along their left sides, plus her arm across his chest and his arm around 
her head and shoulders. 
 
[I told you.  I’m old enough to be your father.] 
 
{Maybe, but that’s not entirely it,}  Hermione corrected him thoughtfully, studying his face in the 
candlelight.  {I think it’s also the fact that you’re weighed down by so many cares, you simply look 
older because of it.  You may laugh at other times, but it’s often a sardonic laughter.  Or sarcastic.  
Jaded, cynical—} 
 
[I get your point, Hermione,]  he retorted dryly.  [I am the man that I am, and that man happens to 
have good reason to be cynical.] 
 
{Perhaps.} 
 
[There’s no perhaps about it,]  he warned her.  [I am cynical, bitter, and quite sour.] 
 
{For now.  You once asked me if I were interested in taking you on as some sort of girlish-crush 
makeover case, meant to be remade in whatever fanciful, utterly farcical image I could dream up, 
or sub-thoughts to that effect,}  she reminded him.  {In truth, I didn’t see any reason to take you 
on as a ‘makeover project’, until now.} 
 
[Oh, dear god…]  he muttered, closing his eyes.  [Tell me you can’t be serious.] 
 
{Oh, but I am,}  she returned earnestly.  {And you can get those insulting sub-thoughts of 
saccharine delusions out of your head.  I simply mean you’ll clearly need help getting rid of the 
parts of your personality that you don’t really want, and don’t really need, once we tap-dance all 
over Voldemort’s ashes.} 
 
He cracked open an eye, then the other, frowning  at her.  [You’re serious—what’s saccharine?] 
 
{A horrid artificial Muggle sweetener.  As for turning you into a ‘project’, it’s not so much what 
I’ll do to do you, as what I could do for you, while you do it to yourself.  After all, you’ll need 
someone who really knows you; thanks to the Veritamoria, I know the real you, because you 
cannot hide your true self in my presence.  And you’ll need someone who’s not afraid of you.  I’m 
afraid I’ve lost my fear of you,}  she admitted candidly.  {You’re too smashingly good a lover for 
me to fear you.} 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
…Another wheel-bladed elephant comes rolling into view, blissfully ignored by the couple 
lounging, starkers and sweaty from sex, on the bed.  It is green, and its skates are purple.  The 
sign draped over its side reads,  “We now return you to your more normal-type snog-fest with 
your favorite characters, Hermione Snape and Severus Granger, in For Someone Special.” 

It is promptly followed by an orange elephant-calf on a pogo stick.  Between jounces—which are 
literally shaking the bedrock of the castle, given he’s bouncing through Snape’s bedchamber 
dozens of feet below the top of the cliff—its banner-drape can be read, revealing,  “The mixup in 
character names in the preceding pachydermic posting is the fault of the printer, and not the fault 
of the author.  Stupid mimeotramentum spell; probably shouldn’t have used the moldering yak 
vomit to make it, though it’s so hard to get it fresh, these days…” 
 
Which is in turn followed by an orange calf-elephant in a leotard and ballet slippers, its tutu made 
from a banner that swirls out and reads,  “All errors in this fanfiction are the work of Titivillus, a 
demon of medieval times who was responsible for recording people’s sins, and if he didn’t find 
enough sins to fill his quota for the day, he secretly caused people to make mistakes so that he’d 
look good for his boss.  For further reference, read Hogwarts:  A History, cross-referencing under 
‘The Testing-Essay Mistakes of 1685.  We now return you to your regularly scheduled snog-fest.  
~Lotm.” 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
His eyes closed again.  [My classes are going to be hell from now on, if you’re no longer terrified 
of me—to answer your sub-thought, Hermione, I’m usually perverse enough that I think I’m doing 
an excellent job only when the whole classroom is cowering in fear of me.] 
 
{I’ll save a couple cowerings just for you,}  she soothed him, patting his chest.  {Anyway, it also 
occurred to me that you would need someone courageous enough to stand up to you when you’re 
being an obstinate, pig-headed grindylow about certain things, such as your flaws versus your 
virtues.} 
 
[What virtues?]  Severus muttered. 
 
{Exactly,}  she retorted smugly.  {You refuse to admit most of the time that you have them.} 
 
[And you refuse to admit that you have your own flaws,]  he pointed out. 
 
{I know my flaws,}  she dismissed airily. 
 
[—Really?  List them,]  he challenged her, opening his lids so that he could stare at her. 
 
Hermione sighed roughly, and rose to the bait.  {I’m a bloody know-it-all.  I think my self-worth is 
based solely in my intellectual value to others.  I’m awfully naive at times, though I suppose that 
one could be cured by a bit more experience.  I’m almost ‘perky’ in cheerfulness, and yet I 
constantly play the Voice of Doom.  I adhere to the rules a little too much.  I—} 
 
[You?  Adhere to the rules?]  he scoffed lightly, though she could tell from his sub-thoughts that 
he wasn’t entirely serious.  Just mostly. 
 
{I told you before,}  she sighed.  {I’m usually the Voice of Reason in the boy’s escapades.  Or at 
least, I’ve tried very hard to be the conservative one.  Always calling the teachers by their proper 
titles, even when I don’t think they deserve my respect, always doing my homework ahead of time, 
plus that little bit extra…threatening to turn in Harry to Professor McGonagall when he’s trying 
to do something against the rules…  I really try too hard to please other people, too,}  she added, 
continuing to list her faults.  {I think too much about the consequences of my actions and the 
actions of those around me, I think everything can be learned from a book, I have virtually no 
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modesty when it comes to assessing my own intelligence versus those of my year-mates, I don’t 
know when to shut up—} 
 
[—Hermione?]  Severus interjected, catching her attention.  [Shut up.] 
 
{…That’s exactly what I mean.}  She smirked as she said it, surprising him.  And inviting him, via 
sub-thoughts, to smirk back at her.  He did, pleasing her.  {I’m glad you have a sense of humor.} 
 
[Most people wouldn’t agree with you; sarcasm isn’t considered true humor.] 
 
She snorted, closing her eyes.  {Only by the unsophisticated…} 
 
[Are you falling asleep?]  he prodded her mentally. 
 
{Mm-hmm.  You’re warm and your bed is comfortable.  Though I could seriously use a blanket 
over me.} 
 
[As much as I’d love to let you stay here, we both need to get dressed and return to the classroom, 
or our doppleshelled substitutes will continue supervising and cleaning all those crates, all night 
long.  And there’ll go your reason for being with me for the next couple of nights,]  he pointed out, 
sighing physically as well as mentally.  [I’d hate to waste such a beautiful performance as this 
morning’s fight.] 
 
That made her frown softly.  Pushing herself up a little, Hermione eyed him.  {Severus, why do 
you have fifty crates of bottles filled with moldering yak vomit?} 
 
[Because my predecessor liked teaching his students the mimeotramentum copying potion.  It was 
in the days before the xeroxicum spell was perfected, and the previous process was deemed too 
cumbersome to allow to continue.  Not to mention odiferous, and a hideous shade of magenta if 
the mixture was the slightest bit off.  When I took over the job, it was just after he fell to the Death 
Eaters late that summer, shortly before the start of the new school year. Voldemort seized on the 
opportunity his minions had made, and had me apply for the post.  I had no use for so much yak 
vomit, so I had the lot stuffed up in the attic, and promptly forgot about it.  I didn’t remember it 
until returning from my last trip to visit Lord Vomitous.] 
 
{Ah.  Thanks for the explanation—clever pun, too.  We’d better get up, then.} 
 
She was the first one out of the bed, and offered her hand to Severus.  Accepting it, he let her help 
pull him upright, against her body.  They embraced for a moment, enjoying the feel of warm skin 
against warm skin, soft lips against soft lips.  Releasing her mouth with another sigh, he looked at 
the mantel to gauge the time.  And arched a brow, surprised.  [It’s not as late as I’d feared.  You 
could probably spend another half-hour here, maybe even an hour.] 
 
{I think we should get dressed and read the Grimoire,} Hermione suggested. 
 
[We still have yet to pick out a suitable wardrobe,]  he reminded her. 
 
{Well, not the leather-straps thing; not this time around,}  she pointed out.  {It’s only been a few 
weeks; I haven’t been ‘broken’ that far.  Perhaps something more conservative, which you could 
‘force’ me to remove in a strip-tease?} 
 
[Good idea.  For myself…] 

{The more clothing you wear, the more you’ll look in charge,}  she offered.  {Strip off your upper 
clothes, bare your arms and chest, wear no undershorts, but keep on your trousers.  Unless 
someone requests or demands it of you.  I’ll go naked this first time, once I’ve been stripped.  
We’ll worry about fancier costumes another time.  This time around, it’s about humilation and 
being forced to do things I won’t like.} 
 
[You’re right; costume this time around isn’t as important as making a show of subduing you for 
their amusement.  The Grimoires of Vatsyanna it is.  Unless you’d rather snog?] 
 
She squeezed him.  {I would like that, yes, but I want to read the Grimoires, too.  For some 
reason, I keep getting distracted by other things, every time I’m down here with you…oh!  And I 
want to get started brewing that Polyjuice Potion.  The sooner we get that started, the sooner I 
can do a fundamundic on you, you…you Slytherin!  Not telling me what the bloody effects would 
be…} 
 
He smiled into her hair.  [A pity you’ll have to wait a whole month, for your revenge.] 
 
{I’ll make it worth the wait,}  she mock-growled. 
 
Chapter XXIV. 
 
[…This is perfect!] 
 
Hermione looked up from her cauldron with a soft frown.  Had he spoken aloud, or just thought 
strongly?  Glancing over her shoulder, she eyed Severus.  She was working on the Polyjuice 
Potion in one corner of his private lab, while he was over at another table, the Grimoire spread 
open on the cleared, age-scarred surface, perusing the spells. 
 
[Yes, this will be perfect for tomorrow night!  Except…would she even agree to something like 
this?] 
 
His lips weren’t moving.  He was thinking it.  He also looked up at the end of that thought, 
catching her staring at him.  Hermione struggled to keep her colouring normal, merely giving him 
a mildly inquiring look.  Lifting his hand, he beckoned to her, turning back a few pages. 
 
“Come here; I’ve found something.  I want your opinion on it.” 
 
Affecting a curious look, Hermione quickly enchanted her wand to keep stirring the contents of 
the pot.  Padding over—she had a Muggle torture device stoppering her bum that was making her 
walk a little awkwardly, in the effort to loosen her for tomorrow night—she joined him on his side 
of the table; his right hand came up to her back, and his left hand tapped the title of the spell, 
drawing her eyes.  Reciting it, Hermione frowned at the translated words.  “’Fabulesse, the 
Performance-Sharing Spell.’  What does that mean?” 
 
“Apparently, it’s a Tantric ritual designed to share the sexual enjoyment of a pair of their clergy 
with the rest of their congregation, during Eromantic religious activities.  I was thinking…it could 
enhance our performance tomorrow night, and ensure a positive reception from Voldemort.”  His 
fingers drifted up her spine, under the curtain of her waist-length curls, until his flesh brushed at 
the nape of her neck.  [I realize this could be uncomfortable for you, sharing your sexuality with 
all of his followers…] 
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{Isn’t it supposed to be uncomfortable for me?}  she returned dryly, leaning back into his hand for 
a moment.  Enjoying his touch.  Sighing, she spoke out loud.  “What exactly does the spell share?  
Because if it’s designed to share our thoughts with an audience, it’s far too dangerous to use 
among the Death Eaters.” 
 
He removed his hand, flipping the page and trailing his finger down the broad expanse of 
illustrated parchment.  “It says in this paragraph, here, that the sensations shared are purely 
physical ones, and not thoughts, nor emotions.  There is a variation for sharing emotions as well as 
physical sensations, but I agree it wouldn’t be advisable to try that particular one.  The question 
is…would you care to share with the others what you’ll be experiencing, tomorrow night?” 
 
“Will you?”  she countered, curious. 
 
The look he gave her was somewhat shuttered, not quite cold.  “It will not be the first time I 
have…performed for the amusement of others.” 
 
Hermione shifted her hand, covering his.  He almost flinched away, but didn’t, to her relief.  {I’m 
sorry for your suffering.} 
 
[It…  I wish I could say with honesty that it was in the past,]  he murmured back, glancing down at 
their hands.  [As I said, some of it was not unpleasant.  Much to my…emotional and mental 
discomfort.] 
 
{You are as brave as any Gryffindor I know, for admitting that,}  she praised him. 
 
He frowned at her, trying to quell the impact of her words.  [Are you still going on about that silly 
incident with the Sorting Hat?] 
 
She arched a brow at him, unquelled.  {Your sub-thoughts give you away, Severus.  I simply meant 
that I can tell how carefully you guard your emotions, and I can feel how much you’d rather not 
talk about it.} 
 
Severus studied her for a moment, then simply nodded and removed his hand from under hers.  
Dismissing the topic without another word.  “The ritual appears to be somewhat…complicated.  
We—I will first need to secure Voldemort’s permission to perform it.  And it…hmm.  Both our 
wands will be necessary, since this part, here, is performed at the same time for each partner,”  he 
added, flipping to the next page as they both scanned the instructions.  “That might make him 
balk, however.” 
 
“I think you should play ‘catch and release’ with me,”  Hermione mused thoughtfully.  At his 
inquiring look, she shrugged.  “Bring me there under your touch, your control, and then inform 
everyone else that, so long as you continue to touch me, I’m under your power, your control.  
Perhaps by ordering me to strip partway.  Then release me long enough for me to put on a 
convincing moment of terror at suddenly finding myself among all those Death Eaters, and when I 
whirl to run, or to attack, or whatever, all you’ll have to do is touch me, and I’ll go all passive and 
compliant again, and you can make me finish stripping, and then announce the entertainment 
planned.  Showing you have complete control over me, as if you’d Imperio’d me.” 
 
“That might work.  Save for one problem:  in that moment when you’re free of my touch, the 
Loathesome Lizard may attempt to use his Legilimency against you,”  he pointed out.  Then 
shrugged slightly, thoughtfully.  “It is possible, if we do it quickly enough and without any 

warning, he might not have the opportunity to pounce.  It would be very risky to do it that way, 
though.” 
 
“You know him better than I do, and what it would take for you to maintain a high standing of 
trustworthiness in his eyes,”  she returned.  “Would the potential returns be worth the risks?” 
 
He stayed silent, staring at the book without seeing it, evaluating those risks.  Finally, he sighed.  
“…Yes.  It would be worth the risks.  My instincts keep telling me he’s not as pleased with me as 
he pretends to be; I need something spectacular to earn more of his trust—make sure you practice 
those other false-memories I’ve given you; he’ll need to read them in your thoughts, tomorrow.  
Hopefully while I’m touching you.  It would have to be a quick ‘catch and release’, as you so 
poetically put it.  We’ll practice that in a little bit.  Isn’t it time for you to stir in another batch of 
ground beetlesnuff?” 
 
“Right.  Could you write out that spell, for me?”  Hermione asked as she hurried back to her 
cauldron and the slowly moving wand stirring the muck within it.  Or hurried as much as she 
comfortably could, with a plug up her arse.  “I’ll need to memorize it in my spare time, tomorrow 
morning.  Can I take this thing out, yet?  It’s deuced uncomfortable for walking.” 
 
He didn’t bother to ask her what she meant as he fetched writing supplies.  “Not yet.  Don’t forget 
to turn down the flame-spell on your cauldron as soon as that beetlesnuff has dissolved.” 
 
“I know; I have made this, before,”  she reminded him over her shoulder. 
 
“Yes, but you also turned yourself halfway into a cat,”  he drawled, humor glinting in his eyes as 
she glanced back at him. 
 
Blushing, she narrowed her eyes.  “You know, I can always Transfigure a Canary Cream into 
something else that’s edible.  Do you really want to find out how perverted I can be?  With a 
camera and everything?” 
 
His chuckle warmed her as he bent over the thick, paving-slab sized tome.  She returned to her 
own efforts; once this stage was complete, she could leave the potion to brew on its own, and 
rejoin him in studying the valuable tome. 
 
A few seconds later, a soft, canary-style chirp made her choke, almost spilling too much powdered 
beetlesnuff into the cauldron.  Stirring the muck with her wand as she quickly set the jar down, she 
shook her head.  “You are a wicked man, Severus Snape.” 
 
“And you have a hitherto-unsuspected streak of Slytherin-ness within you, Hermione Granger.  I 
wonder what your House-mates would say, if they only knew.  Stir the potion,”  he ordered her.  
“Or I’ll take out that arse-plug and shag your fundament against the table, there.” 
 
She shivered in anticipation, and quicky prodded her wand into stirring on its own again.  “Please, 
do.  I think I’m getting to like this.” 
 
“Not until I’ve finished copying out the ritual for you, which will take a few minutes.” 
 
“Tease.  May I play with myself while I wait?”  she teased, slanting him an amused look.  “Pretty 
please, Professor?” 
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He eyed her speculatively.  His reply was curt, the light in his dark eyes warmer than the flames 
burning in the chain-strung braziers overhead.  “Strip.  And don’t dawdle, or I’ll take off House 
points, Miss Granger.” 
 
“Yes, Professor.”  Grinning, Hermione started removing her clothes. 
 
Chapter XXV. 
 
“Ah, there you are, Miss Granger.” 
 
Hermione turned politely to face Dumbledore.  It was only half an hour to the start of supper, 
though she couldn’t imagine her stomach unknotting enough to eat anything.  She’d done her best 
to concentrate on her studies in the peace and quiet of the Library, but now it was almost 
showtime.  Any time now, Severus would be receiving the summons…  It was hard to concentrate 
on mundane matters, with that looming over her head.  “Yes, Headmaster?” 
 
“A package arrived for you.  Somehow it got mis-labelled as something Urgent and sent directly 
to my study; I imagine it’s a belated Christmas present from someone—you didn’t receive any 
documents or odd objects this holiday?  No?  Ah, well.  They probably realized their packaging 
mistake before posting what was supposed to be sent to me, and just sent that on anyway.  Would 
you care to fetch your parcel, now?  I’m headed that way,”  the white-bearded wizard offered 
politely.  “I forgot to tell you about it, earlier.  So many things to keep track of these days, you 
know…  Today was especially busy, for a holiday, or rather, a near-holiday.” 
 
“I quite understand, Headmaster.  I’ve had days like that.  Though I don’t know what the package 
could be,”  she added with a shrug, wondering what on earth had been sent to her, and by whom. 
 
They approached the gargoyle statue.  Dumbledore muttered to himself for a moment, then 
announced,  “Ah, yes, now I remember the new password—Russian teacakes!  Delightful little 
biscuits,”  he added as the statue swirled slowly around, revealing the spiral staircase to his office.  
“Awfully messy at times, given they’re rolled in confectioner’s sugar, but I love the crushed 
hazelnuts and walnuts.  Very tasty.  I just changed the password to ‘Russian teacakes’ last night.  
You first, Miss Granger,”  he added, gesturing politely for her to precede him.  “Have I told you 
recently you’re doing a fine job as Head Girl?” 
 
“No, but thank you, Headmaster.” 
 
“I know you’ve been a little distracted lately, what with the holidays and everything, but I was 
quite pleased when all of your teachers recommended you for the position,”  he told her.  “I told 
them I couldn’t imagine a better young lady in the part.” 
 
Hermione waited until she was near the top, with the entrance to the staircase still spiralling 
behind them, resealing itself, before asking carefully,  “…All of them?” 
 
“Yes.  All of them,”  he returned, with a pointed look over the rims of his spectacles to let her 
know he meant it.  “Keep up the good work, and you just might make a decent Headmaster 
yourself, one of these decades.  You’ve certainly got the potential in you for it…  Ah, there you 
are, Severus!  I wanted a word with you this evening, which makes your presence here convenient.  
But first, this young lady’s package needs opening…” 
 
She glanced sharply at the Potions Master, who was rising from one of the leather-padded seats by 
the hearth.  He caught her look and shook his head slightly.  Letting her know they hadn’t been 

summoned, yet.  Relieved, she accompanied the aged wizard to his desk, where he hunted about 
for a moment among the stacks of papers, scrolls, books, boxes, and bits of oddments before 
finally handing over a small, brown-wrapped package. 
 
“…Here you go.  Would you indulge an old man’s curiosity, and perhaps open it here?”  
Dumbledore inquired politely.  “If it’s not too much trouble?  After playing host to it for most of 
the morning, I find myself quite curious to know what’s inside.” 
 
Shrugging, Hermione untied the postal string holding it together, and with a glance at Severus, 
tore the light brown paper.  A small white box lay underneath.  Prying the lid free, she eyed the 
gleaming yellow contents.  “…A gold Muggle charm bracelet?” 
 
“Clever creatures, Muggles.  For all they have no magic, they still manage to make marvelous 
things,”  Dumbledore murmured.  “Muggle Studies was one of my favorite classes, back in my 
own Hogwarts days.”  His finer poked delicately into the box.  “Look at the craftsmanship, the 
delicate details.  Marvelous work, if I do say.  That one looks like a miniature healing-potion 
bottle…and that one like a warding-sphere…and that one sort of looks like a lighting-hurler…it 
has all sorts of charms hanging off of it—oh, look, a little wand-wallet!  We used to carry those 
around, you know, a wonderfully convenient place to tuck one’s wand to get it shrunk down and 
out of the way; of course, the Muggles came up with a variation, something called a pocket-
guardian…no, that wasn’t it…  Pocket-protector, yes, now I remember!  Save that they tended to 
stick pencils and pens into their wand-wallets, instead of something more sensible.  Silly custom, 
carrying around pens in one’s pockets, if you ask me… 
 
“Well, I’m sure it will look lovely on your wrist.  Professor, could you please help her put it on?”  
the Headmaster added, smiling benignly at Snape as he ended his odd moment of rambling.  “I’m 
afraid my old eyes can’t see well enough at the moment to manipulate the catch.  I’ve been putting 
off a visit to my optimancer for a little too long, it seems.” 
 
Sighing, Severus complied.  Lifting the bracelet from the box, he frowned softly at the tingle of 
magic in his fingertips.  A sharp glance showed Albus Dumbledore still smiling like a man on the 
edge of doddering senility, his spectacles glinting in the light of the chandelieres burning 
overhead. 
 
“…You, erm, might want to clasp that on her wand-hand,”  the Headmaster added helpfully as he 
hesitated. 
 
“Right.”  The catch had a screw-on safety chain, as well as the usual spring-catch.  Fastening both, 
Severus felt a sharp tingle of magic prickling at his fingers.  He looked at Hermione.  [Did you feel 
that?] 
 
{I did.  Didn’t you say that the Headmaster was going to come up with some sort of protective 
charm for me?}  she asked him. 
 
[A most clever old man.  You can honestly say this was a gift from an anonymous benefactor, even 
under the influence of Veritaserum,]  he reminded her.  [He still looks like a doddering old fool, 
though…] 
 
{Yes, but it’s the harmless-looking ones you have to watch out for.  Like Peter Pettigrew,}  she 
returned just as dryly. 
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“—Miss Granger, did you come to my office for some reason?”  Dumbledore interrupted, though 
he probably didn’t know he was interrupting anything. 
 
Hermione eyed the old wizard warily.  “…Yes, Headmaster.  You said there was a package for 
me.  This bracelet, in fact.” 
 
He blinked and eyed her wrist, which she had lifted in indication, Snape’s fingers still touching 
her skin.  “What bracelet, Miss Granger?  I see nothing of the sort.” 
 
[How very clever,]  Severus praised, grasping what had happened what Hermione was still trying 
to piece together.  [He’s placed a Forgetfulness spell on the bracelet.  Apparently only you and I—
probably because you’re wearing it and I’m the one who fastened it on your wrist—are able to 
realize that it’s still  there.  This leaves you with a small arsenal of potentially helpful spells to 
cast, even if your wand gets taken away and broken again.  A very clever gift.] 
 
{Indeed, how bloody clever,}  she breathed mentally, her already high estimation of the 
Headmaster going up yet again.  As Dumbledore was still eyeing her in expectation, she cleared 
her throat.  “Nevermind about that, Headmaster.  We, erm…” 
 
“…We’re here to request your permission to conduct an extra-credit project of Miss Granger’s 
outside the school grounds,”  Severus filled in for her.  “This is the reason why I am here.” 
 
“If it’s necessary, I suppose I could grant permission,”  Dumbledore allowed.  “When did you 
have in mind, exactly?” 
 
“This evening.  Miss Granger still has her ongoing detention to expiate,”  the dark-haired wizard 
added, slanting a brief look her way. 
 
“I suppose you must do what you must.  You’ll have until midnight, though I hope it won’t take 
you more than an hour or two; even Head Girls should have curfews.  Don’t forget to give me a 
briefing on your progress, afterwards.” 
 
“Thank you, Headmaster; I’ll inform you of what happened tomorrow morning, before breakfast.”  
A motion of his hand turned Hermione toward the door.  Severus followed a few paces behind—
and stumbled, hissing as pain twinged and burned abruptly in his forearm.  Hermione glanced at 
him sharply, for she felt a low throbbing in her own arm, almost as if he was projecting the pain 
onto her unconsciously in the attempt to master it.  He nodded slightly, gritting his teeth.  
Confirming its meaning and origin. 
 
The pain faded quickly, thankfully.  He kept his voice low, aware of the portraits of prior 
Headmasters adorning the walls of the study.  “We have half an hour.  Bastard’s not giving us 
enough time for supper.” 
 
For a moment, she paled enough that he feared she would faint, but she firmed her chin and 
nodded, breathing deeply.  “Right.  Right.  Not that I could eat anything, right now.  Um, 
Headmaster?  I’m not feeling very well,”  she asserted, turning back to face Dumbledore as she 
raised her voice.  “I don’t think I’ll be going on to supper.” 
 
“Neither will I,”  the man at her side added, glancing behind him at the venerable wizard.  “It 
seems something is…disagreeing with me as well.” 
 

“I’ve had days like that.  Take care of yourselves,”  Albus reminded them, lifting an age-wrinkled 
hand in farewell.  “Try not to suffer too much during your detention tonight, Miss Granger.” 
 
“It’s moldering yak vomit, Headmaster,”  she quipped dryly, giving the Potions Master a sidelong 
look.  “My detention is meant to cause suffering.” 
 
The door to Dumbledore’s office closed behind them, leaving them alone in the short hallway. 
 
“…You flatter me,”  Severus murmured in her ear as they descended the spiral stairs.  “Why, just 
last night, you worked for hours, cleaning all those filthy vials, without uttering a single 
complaint.” 
 
The opening to the hall appeared at the bottom of the twisting steps, forcing Hermione to smother 
the urge to smile, not to mention the urge to come up with a suitable retort.  It was a good thing, 
too; there was a clutch of Gryffindors coming up the hall, chatting about something. 
 
Ron and Harry were among them.  The tallish, redheaded Weasley narrowed his eyes in suspicion 
as soon as he realized Hermione and Professor Snape were stepping out of the passage to 
Dumbledore’s office together.  Hermione’s stomach twisted into an even tighter knot. 
 
“Hermione, what were you doing in the Headmaster’s office?”  Harry called out, hurrying over to 
her.  Ron trailed behind them, his freckled brow pinching in a frown. 
 
Crud.  Think of something,  she ordered herself.  Letting the discomfort twisting her insides show 
on her face, she gave them a worried look.  “Professor Dumbledore called me up to let me 
know…my grandmum’s gone ill,”  she improvised.  “Pneumonia, the doctors think.  Of course, 
they’re Muggle doctors, and they can only do so much; if she were in the wizarding world, they 
might be able to fix it…but she’s not, and there’s only so much Muggle medicine can do.” 
 
“That’s too bad,”  Rom commiserated.  “Is there anything we can do?” 
 
She shook her head.  “No, there’s really nothing anyone can do, but thank you.  Listen, I can’t eat 
right now.  I don’t think I’ll go to supper.” 
 
“If you’re not going to supper,”  a cold voice stated behind her,  “then you can come to your 
detention now.  I want those cases cleaned and out of my classroom before the start of the new 
term.” 
 
“You ruddy bastard!”  Ron snapped, glaring at him.  “Can’t you see she’s suffering, right now?!” 
 
“Twenty points from Gryffindor for your insolence, Mr. Weasley, and a detention with Filch, 
tomorrow—do you wish to add anything to your friend’s commentary on my legitimacy or lack 
thereof, Mr. Potter?”  Snape added snidely, arching a black brow at the silently fuming, green-
eyed Gryffindor.  His voice was as silky-smooth as the ice of a riverbed that had frozen over.  “…I 
thought not.  Move along.  Miss Granger, the dungeons.  Now.” 
 
“What were you doing in Dumbledore’s office?”  Harry dared to ask as the Potions Master started 
to follow Hermione down the hall. 
 
“That’s Headmaster Dumbledore to you, boy.  Five points from Gryffindor, for a lack of respect 
for your betters.  And my business is none of yours.”  With a cold, dismissive look, Severus swept 
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past the young man.  [Arrogant little shite, questioning me like that!  God, he’s so much like his 
father, I could strangle him!] 
 
Hermione bit her lip, hurrying her stride so that she kept her face—and her wince—well ahead of 
his field of view.  She wanted to protest, to force Severus to change his mind about her dark-
haired best friend, but she wasn’t quite so naive about such things anymore.  If she pressed him to 
change his opinions right now, while his emotions were still high, he’d probably dig in his heels 
and resist.  She might’ve risked it at a younger age, but not now.  Not when they had bigger 
problems to fret over, in the coming hour. 
 
They reached the dungeons and slipped into his classroom, past a group of Slytherins who were 
heading up towards the Great Hall, probably to gather there a little ahead of time.  One of the girls 
lifted her fist to her face, pretending to brush her teeth, while the boy with her mock-stuck his 
finger into his mouth, miming the common sign for vomiting.  The others burst into laughter, 
sneering at the Head Girl, who could do noting to stop their mockeries.  True to character, Snape 
said nothing to them, though he did smile slightly, a convincingly cruel display of humor at her 
expence when she glanced back to check his reaction.  Then the door closed behind them, leaving 
them alone in the classroom. 
 
Fishing the doppleshell necklace from a pocket in her school robe, Hermione quickly lifted it into 
place as he brought out the now familiar caecuspiritu bottle and annointed her brow.  Severus 
dropped his hand to her wrist as her doppleganger sprang into existence, forcing her to step back 
to give it room.  [We’re going to have to sneak out of here.  Because of the timing, and our 
proximity to Slytherin, we’ll run a high risk of encountering some of the students.  I am not 
pleased with the timing of this summons.] 
 
Hermione nibbled her lip in dismay…and inspiration struck.  {Oh!  Wait here—I’ll go and get 
Harry’s Invisibility Cloak!} 
 
[I’m going to get my hands on that blasted cloak?]  he asked, probably forgetting for a moment 
that she could hear every thought, given how his fingers encircled her wrist. 
 
She narrowed her eyes, giving him a withering look.  {You will not keep it, Severus!  This is just to 
ensure we leave the grounds unseen.  It goes right back to him as soon as we’re through with it, 
tonight.} 
 
He returned her glare with a challenging arch of his brow.  [You think I would let him have it back, 
when that damned cloak has caused more trouble than it’s worth?] 
 
{It cured more trouble than it caused,}  she protested.  Then had to add with doubt-tinged self-
honesty  {I think…  Anyway, it’s the easiest way to get the two off us off the school grounds sight 
unseen.  Can you think of a better way to do that?} 
 
A rough sigh escaped him, and his hand released her wrist, speaking under his breath so that the 
portraits scattered through the classroom wouldn’t overhear.  “No.  But you’d best hurry.  Explain 
your presence in Gryffindor with something plausible, if anyone asks.  Something more plausible 
than a sick grandmother.  Though I’ll give you fifteen points to Gryffindor for thinking so well on 
your feet.” 
 
Her brow quirked at that.  Fifteen points was still ten short of the twenty-five he’d deducted from 
her friends, but she wasn’t going to protest.  She knew Ron had stepped over the bounds of 
rudeness.  Instead, she merely reminded him,  “Don’t forget to write out a note to Filch regarding 

Ron’s punishment, tomorrow.  Make him polish the trophies in the display cases the magicless 
way; I know how he hates doing that.  I’ll go fetch my toothbrush as well as the cloak; that’ll be 
excuse enough.  It won’t take me long.” 
 
“It had better not.  You’ve got a detention to complete.” 
 
Nodding, she hurried out of the classroom, racing quickly but decorously for the stairs—she was 
still Head Girl, after all, and detention or not, the Head Girl of Hogwarts did not run in the halls.  
The only delay in her path up to Gryffindor Tower came from waiting impatiently for several 
ponderous seconds as one of the stairwells shifted itself to a more advantageous alignment. 
 
The excuse of using her old toothbrush—the one Transfigured into a bottle-cleaning brush—came 
in handy as she nearly ran into Ron and Harry just as they were stepping out of the portrait of the 
Fat Lady. 
 
“Hermione!  What did he do, have a heart attack, drop dead, and let you go?”  Ron asked, startled 
to see her.  “Oh, wait, he doesn’t have a heart, does he?” 
 
“You were rude to him, Ron.  Even Professor Snape deserves some respect, as a teacher.  
Whatever you may think of him and his teaching practices.  And my serving an early detention 
doesn’t harm my grandmum in any way; my stomach’s in knots already, so the stink of yak bile 
doesn’t hurt my appetite any.  Now, if you’ll excuse me, both of you, I’ve got to get my 
toothbrush and get back down to the dungeons, so I can get this over with as quickly as possible.” 
 
Nodding to Harry politely, she slipped past both of them.  There were a handful of Gryffindors 
still in the common room, so she slipped up the stairs to her own dormitory, well aware of the 
vanishing minutes in their half-hour of preparation time.  Fetching her toothbrush, she returned 
more slowly down the stairs, moving cautiously, quietly, as she listened for sounds down below. 
 
It sounded like the remainder of her House-mates were heading out for the Great Hall, now.  
Peering around the curve of the stairwell, she spotted a reddish-gold mane of waistlength hair 
disappearing through the door.  That would be Ginny Weasley; she’d done something to her hair 
to smooth and shine the strands, and flip the ends under in a neat little curl, very stylish.  Not for 
the first time, Hermione briefly envied the other girl’s wonderfully straight hair.  There were days 
when Hermione wished she’d been born with anything but curls, especially the days when her 
conditioner-creme didn’t work and her curls knotted themselves near-hopelessly… 
 
No one else was in the common room as she descended the last few steps.  Breathing a sigh of 
relief, she hurried to the stairwell up to the boys’ dormitory, heartily glad only the girls’ stairs 
were enchanted against intrusion by the opposite gender.  It was a holdover from the days when 
prudishness and chastity were the norm; the attitude was a bit prejudiced, presuming that only 
girls’ privacy was meant to be kept inviolate.  Hermione was sometimes considered a bit of a 
feminist by the others, but in truth she was more of an equalist—if the girls’ stairway was 
enchanted against the footfall of a male, the boys’ stairway should be enchanted the same, or both 
relieved of their protections entirely.  Which was fine in theory, but right now, being able to climb 
all the way up to Harry’s dorm-room unimpeded was a real blessing for her. 
 
Figuring he would keep it locked away in his trunk, she drew her wand from her pocket and 
tapped the lock, using her best lock-picking spell.  This was something she was good at, and had 
always been good at; if she wasn’t normally a law-abiding, rules-following person, she’d always 
fancied she would’ve made an outstanding catburglar.  “Alohomora…” 
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The lock snapped open.  Grateful her friend hadn’t put a more complicated locking charm on the   
mechanism, she lifted the lid and started rummaging through his things.  The silvery, shiny 
material was at the bottom, under one of the inevitable Molly Weasley Christmas Sweaters.  
Hermione had only started receiving them when she started dating Ron last year, but Harry had 
been inflicted with the things since year one.  She smiled to herself, glad that Mrs. Weasley had 
taken Harry under her motherly wing so thoroughly; if anyone deserved to be mothered, it was 
him, and if anyone was worthy of the task, it was her— 
 
A slight scrape, the kind made by shoe-soles against stone, told her someone was coming up the 
stairs.  Snatching the cloak out of the trunk, she hastily shut it, catching the lid at the last moment 
to keep from banging it noisily.  Unable to do anything more, Hermione stood and swirled the 
cloak over her head and shoulders.  Just in time, too.  The owner of that cloak stepped into view, 
his green eyes darting around the room.  They didn’t fasten on her, so she had to be fully covered, 
but it wouldn’t help her predicament.  No, Harry remained in the doorway as he surveyed the 
dorm-room.  Blocking her escape route. 
 
Come on, Harry!  Budge!  she silently urged him.  I’ve got to get back to Severus! 
 
His gaze had stopped roaming around the room.  It lay fastened on the trunk.  A glance down 
herself showed why; the latches were still sitting up, instead of resting in their original position, 
fastened down.  When she looked back at her friend, he was drawing his wand out of his sleeve, a 
frown pinching his brow. 
 
Oh, crud…  Shifting closer, she tried to edge past him, but he hadn’t moved. 
 
“I can hear you breathing, whoever you are.”  Harry’s voice was a low-voiced threat, filled with 
all the courage and determination one expected not only of a Gryffindor, but of a young man who 
had faced off against Voldemort more times than anyone his age should’ve endured. 
 
He was quite intimidating, as a potential foe. 
 
“Take off my cloak, now, or face the consequences!” 
 
Unfortunately, she knew well what that wand could do.  If she was tops in Transfiguration, Harry 
was absolute tops in Defence.  He had been for quite some time, and in fact, he’d pushed himself 
quite hard to learn all he could, in preparation for all those confrontations with his many nemeses.  
The Boy Who Lived was not a young man to be messed with, not standing like that, projecting 
threat and menace by dint of his will and a suspicious frown. 
 
Jerking the hood down with a sigh, she watched him blink in shock, focusing on her face.  “Budge 
over, Harry.  I’ve got to get down to the dungeons.” 
 
“—With my cloak?”  he demanded.  “Whatever do you need it for?” 
 
She gave him a pained look.  “Ask me no questions, I’ll tell you no lies, Harry.  Come on, move, 
so I can go.” 
 
“Not until you tell me what’s going on!”  he insisted, glaring at her through his glasses.  “You’ve 
been acting very strangely, Hermione!  I have to know why!” 
 
“Keep your voice down!”  she hissed at him.  “Dammit, Harry—I told you.  Professor Snape had 
to do something horrible to get me free.  Something with lasting consequences.  I’ve got less than 

ten minutes to get down to the dungeons and get ready to help him pay that debt, or it’ll be his life 
on the line, not just mine!” 
 
Harry closed his eyes, rubbing at his forehead—thankfully, on the side away from his scar.  Pains 
involving his scar usually indicated an active Voldemort.  “I don’t understand.” 
 
“I can’t tell you.  I would if I could, but I can’t.  Please, Harry,”  she begged her friend.  “Let me 
go.  Trust me.  I wouldn’t take your cloak if it weren’t absolutely necessary.  You know I 
wouldn’t!” 
 
He regarded her for several long seconds.  Finally, he shifted to one side.  And caught her arm as 
she started to move gratefully past, though he had to grope a moment through the air to find it, 
cloaked from sight as it still was.  “Go—but I expect a full accounting when this is over.” 
 
“I swear it—you’ll hear everything, as soon as Voldemort is dead,”  Hermione promised.  Then 
winced.  “…Well, not everything; you’ll get a synopsis at the very least, and the chance to decide 
if you really want to hear anything else or not.  It’s one of those sorts of tales…” 
 
“What are you babbling about, ‘Mione?”  Harry asked, frowning at her, keeping his grip on her 
cloak-hidden arm as she tried to move past.  He tightened his grip a little.  “And we’re not waiting 
until Voldemort’s dead.  You’re going to tell me what’s going on, when you get back later tonight.  
Or whenever it is you’re getting back with my cloak.” 
 
“Harry, I can’t!” 
 
“You can, and you will,”  he asserted, fixing her with a determined look.  “Or…or I’m going to go 
to Professor McGonagall.”  He shrugged uncomfortably at her shocked look.  “You’ve threatened 
to do that to me, through the years.  Why shouldn’t I do the same to you?” 
 
“Oh, Harry…I would tell you, if I could!  If only I could,”  she repeated, staring at him in distress.  
“But I owe Severus Snape my life, and I cannot repay that debt by telling you what’s going on.  
Not right now.  Not until Voldemort’s dead.” 
 
“That’s not good enough!” 
 
She drew in a breath to argue, casting about for some way to make him let her go without pressing 
this delicate, embarrassing, dangerous point between them—and choked on her breath as it caught 
in her throat, arrested by a searing pain that stabbed through her left forearm.  The burning, 
grinding agony made her wrench her right arm free of his fingers, startling him, but only so that 
she could grab at her left one, panting to try and control the pain. 
 
[—Damn the bastard!  He’s over twelve minutes early!  Where is that girl?] 
 
“’Mione?  Are you alright?”  Harry asked quickly as she staggered into the doorframe behind her, 
Severus’ curses ringing inside her ears.  “What’s wrong?” 
 
“Arm—oh, god, he’s early—have to get—downstairs,”  she gasped, trying to think through the 
pain radiating to her from Severus’s Mark.  Wondering how the hell it could radiate from him to 
her.  She tried to lurch into the stairwell but sagged back against the doorframe, eyes wide with 
dismay.  “—Merlin!  How can he concentrate through this?” 
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“What are you talking about?  Hermione—”  Reaching for her again, Harry’s fumbling hand 
brushed the folds of the cloak aside.  Baring the sweater-covered arm she clutched.  He frowned, 
then grabbed her wrist and shoved up her sleeve.  “You’re acting like you’ve got the bloody Mark, 
or something…but…you don’t…  I don’t understand!  What’s going on?” 
 
He stared at her bare, unblemished flesh.  Hermione refocused her will, blocking out the pain 
radiating down through the Veritamoria linking her and the Potions Master.  “No, I don’t have the 
Mark.  Professor Snape does.  He’s being summoned,”  she admitted through gritted teeth.  
Admitting a tiny portion of the truth.  “He needs your Invisibility Cloak to get out of the castle 
unseen.” 
 
Harry stared at her as if she’d sprouted dragon-wings from her ears.  “You’re going to loan my 
Invisiblity Cloak to Snape?” 
 
All she could do was stare at him in mute entreaty.  Begging him to trust her.  To let her go. 
 
Closing his eyes, her friend held up his hand between them, as if he could ward off what she was 
asking.  “Go.  Just…go.  But you’d better tell me what the bloody hell this is all about, when it’s 
all over.” 
 
“I promise!”  she breathed fervently, and rolled away from the door jamb, yanking the cloak back 
into place over her body.  “I’ll bring the cloak back as soon as I can!” 
 
“—You’d better!”  Harry shouted after her as she raced down the steps. 
 
At least the pain radiating from mid-forearm was consistent enough that she could ignore it, 
though it was just a little too sharp to grow comfortable with it.  Not that she was comfortable with 
lying to her friend, even if it was only a quasi-lie at best.  A flick of her wand silenced her 
pounding footsteps as soon as she was through the portrait hole, arm still burning every step of the 
way. 
 
Chapter XXVI. 
 
Severus paced impatiently in the classroom.  The caecuspiritu was slowly drying on his forehead, 
his doppleshell replacement already leafing through books at the head of the classroom, while 
Hermione’s replacement worked quietly at swishing, swirling, scrubbing, and rinsing each bottle 
in the newest crate the replicant had opened.  His left hand flexed and twisted now and then in the 
futile effort to try and shake out the pain spasming his muscles. 
 
The door burst open and swung shut again, making him jump, but nothing was there.  His eyes 
pierced the empty air as the panel clicked shut.  A moment later, Hermione’s head and shoulders 
emerged as she strode towards him, her body peeling into view as the folds of the cloak swept 
back to either side.  He turned to enter the storeroom, and she followed right behind.  “Sorry; I 
thought I had more time.” 
 
“So did I.  Take this,”  he ordered her, handing her the first of two sets of small tumblers the size 
of shot-glasses.  He picked up the other one of the pair for himself, knocking back the reddish 
liquid within. 
 
Hermione frowned.  “What did you just take?  That isn’t the Aqua Vigo we made.” 
 

He swallowed, lowering the dosing-cup and grimacing at the taste.  “—No, it’s not.  Aqua Vigo 
imitates natural passion to a high degree, because it is natural passion, distilled.  It’s extremely 
difficult to detect it in a body, once the last traces of the flavor have been swallowed.  Thus you 
get the Vigo. 
 
“For myself, who shouldn’t be naturally aroused by a Mudslut, I get a more artificial concoction, 
just in case Slime-Face or one of his followers sniffs either of us for ‘liquid courage’.  There’s too 
much bitterthorn in this one for my preference—not my best brewing, I’m afraid—but it’s potent 
enough for the job.  This one,”  he added, picking up the other two glasses, the act encouraging her 
to quickly swallow the tongue-tingling, glittery-gold liquid already in her hand,  “is a ferrinjuria 
potion; it will lie dormant in our bodies unless and until we’re injured up to a specific amount, or a 
full twenty-four hours have passed, whichever is shorter. 
 
“I’m told it tastes like a cross between spearmint and some American Muggle delicacy by the 
bizarre name of ‘prickly pear cactus marmalade’, with a hint of fresh-mown hay.  I’ve never had it 
before, though.  Just to warn you.  Bottoms up,”  he added, lifting his own glass; he was babbling, 
uncomfortable with the impending performance planned. 
 
Warily, Hermione lifted the second glass to her lips, and knocked back its contents.  She 
grimaced; compared to the rose-water-and-musk of the previous liquid, this one wasn’t nearly as 
pleasant.  “Urgh!  Not nearly enough spearmint, and far too much hay!  What was this designed 
for, centaurs?” 
 
For a moment, the corner of his mouth almost curved into a smile.  Taking the shotglasses from 
her, he gave them a cursory rinse, then picked up a broom she hadn’t even realized had been 
propped against the storeroom counter, along with his Death Eater’s cloak, folded into a compact 
black bundle.  “Come.  I fetched this when I realized the bastard was impatient for our arrival.” 
 
Hermione winced at the sight of the broom, but let him pull her close, throwing the folds of the 
cloak over his head.  Hand-in-hand, shoulder to shoulder, they hurried out of the classroom 
together, narrowly avoiding a last knot of Slytherins on their way up the stairs of the dungeons to 
supper. 
 
It didn’t take long to step out of a side-door at the base of the castle.  Removing the cloak for a 
moment, breath frosting in the nose-nipping cold of the night, Severus released the broom at hip-
level.  “Hop on,”  he murmured.  “This will cut out the several minutes it would take to walk off 
the grounds to the point where we can Apparate.  It’s never wise to leave him waiting; not if one 
wants to survive.” 
 
Gritting her teeth, Hermione mounted at his gesture, inching forward on the narrow wooden shaft 
of the Cleansweep to make room for Severus, glad he kept a hand on the broom to hold it steady 
while he mounted behind her.  Wrapping one arm around her waist, he held her and the broom still 
while she flicked the cloak over both of them, then shot them forward as soon as they were 
covered.  Sucking in a sharp breath, Hermione clutched at the broom shaft, but that only made 
them wobble at the sudden confusion over who was in control of the levitation spell guiding it, so 
she clutched at his arms, bracing herself that way. 
 
Severus shifted his grip as he soared them through the courtyards and out over the ravine.  
Entwining their fingers, he asked,  [Are you afraid of heights?] 
 
{Afraid of flying—urgh.  I didn’t mean to confess that,}  she muttered, disgusted with herself.  {I 
always try to lie to myself and say it’s just not my sort of thing.  It really isn’t; this is the one 
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subject I was utterly miserable at, in all my years here.  The funny thing is, I don’t have any 
problems with heights.  I’ve been all the way up on the Eiffel Tower, and travelled on Muggle 
planes, and flown on all sorts of magical beasts.  I just…can’t stand broom-flying!} 
 
To her disgust, she felt him chuckle mentally.  [At last, a weakness.  I was afraid you were the 
perfect student.  Though I did wonder, when your friends were both Quidditch-mad, enough that 
both Ron and Ginny Weasley gave it a try.  I couldn’t imagine why you yourself didn’t hop on a 
broom and win one for Gryffindor.] 
 
{Sorry, I’m strictly a spectator—dear god, we’re going to crash!}  she yelped, clutching at his 
fingers as he swooped them steeply down to the ground just beyond the fence and gate that he 
normally used. 
 
[We are not!]  he shot back, annoyed at her lack of faith in his flying skills as he pulled them 
parallel to the fenceline.  [I’ll have you know I was an excellent Chaser, in my day!] 
 
{That may be, but at least my fear of flying is distracting me from what’s coming next,}  she 
muttered, not releasing her bruising grip until they had stopped less than a yard from the ground.  
Squirming off the broom, she swept the cloak from their backs.  “Thank god; safe on the ground!” 
 
“Not for long.”  Leaning the broom against the stone fence, Severus gestured for her to drape the 
Invisibility Cloak over it, while he donned his Death Eater’s garb.  Settling the mask into place, he 
studied her through the eye-slits.  “Ready?” 
 
“No, but that’s never stopped me before—oh, wait.”  Her teeth were beginning to chatter in the icy 
night air.  Without the cloak to block the wind, it was awfully cold out. 
 
“Hermione, my arm feels like it’s been torn off by an irate, flaming hedgehog,”  Severus growled 
as she pulled out her wand.  “And now I’ve got a raging hard-on—or did you think that was a twig 
from my broom prodding you in the arse?  I would like to get this over with!” 
 
“You’ll need this, first,”  she told him, shivering as she handed the slim shaft of ebony into his 
care.  “You’ll need to remember to give it back to me at the appropriate moment.  And you’re not 
the only one suffering from an influx of liquid courage.  My nipples were painfully tight before we 
left the castle, and it’s only grown worse out in this cold air.” 
 
“Right—save it for the blasted floorshow.  Thank you for the wand; I’d almost forgotten,”  he 
added, the words muttered in frosty little puffs of air that were quite visible even in the dim, half-
clouded light of the moon.  “Though I don’t like you going in there unarmed.” 
 
She jingled her wrist, clinking the golden charms adorning it against each other.  “Not entirely 
unarmed, thanks to my ‘anonymous’ benefactor.  And I’ve been working on wandless charms and 
conjurings, though I’m still not very good at more than the simplest of spells.” 
 
“Expertise in the limited field of wandless magic will come with practice.  Ready?”  he asked her 
again.  She nodded, and he threaded his fingers through her hair, clasping the nape of her neck 
firmly.  Feeling her deliberately relax her thoughts and her posture, preparing for the role of near-
mindless sex-slave, he readied his own mind, overlaying both their thoughts with carefully 
prepared half-truths.  It didn’t take long; his right hand pushed up his left sleeve, and the tip of his 
wand tapped the throbbing, burning Mark. 
 
Apparating both of them Elsewhere. 

The agony in his arm vanished, even as they arrived with a jolt and an ear-popping displacement 
of air in a warm, torchlit chamber somewhere.  The walls and windows were lined with swaths of 
green velvet with silvered accents, the furniture carved with twining snake motifs, and the chairs 
and settees covered with lounging, Death Eaters wearing demi-masks.  They were sipping from 
glasses being passed around by two cringing house-elves in ratty tea-towel togas.  On the most 
elaborately carved chair sat the Serpentine Slime, Lord Voldemort himself, ensconced in a 
makeshift throne draped in silver and black. 
 
They were in Malfoy Manor.  Lucius Malfoy had been freed by his fellow Death Eaters from 
Azkaban, had had a number of these other, mask-wearing gits.  They’d probably warded the house 
to look empty and innocuous, should any Aurors try to make a surprise visit on Narcissus and 
Draco, who had gone home for the holidays this year, ostensibly to comfort his mother while she 
was alone for the holidays.  It was audacious of them to use the Manor, when its pale-haired 
master, his pale-faced guest of honor, and half the witches and wizards from Azkaban were still 
being sought by most of the wizarding world. 
 
As soon as he could orient himself, marking the dangers in the room in a swift glance around, 
Severus dragged the girl in his hand over to the man with the slitted red eyes, forcing her to her 
knees beside him as he genuflected to Voldemort.  She didn’t resist much, thankfully, her mind 
firmly reduced to a dulled, nearly thoughtless mask that assisted his Occlumency.  That was one 
useful side-effect of the Veritamoria between them; both of them had quickly learned how to 
cease holding a conscious thought on any particular subject.  Lifting the hem of Voldemort’s robe, 
Severus pressed his masked lips to it, then held out the fabric to the young woman in his grip. 
 
“Kiss the hem of your overlord, Mudslut.” 
 
She dipped her head under the guidance of his fingers, catching the fabric and kissing its edge 
without hesitation.  Voldemort smiled, the kind of smile a snake might use if he was about to bite 
and devour something tasty. 
 
“You have trained her well, We see,”  Voldemort praised him. 
 
“This is but a side-effect of my mental control over her, Master.  I regret I have not had sufficient 
time alone with the little Mudslut to completely break her, yet, though she is progressing well 
enough under my care.  I have managed to prepare what I hope will be a suitable entertainment for 
you and your guests, Master, as you have commanded.  With your permission, I will commence 
the ‘festivities’.” 
 
“We will examine her mind first.  Release her.” 
 
{Keep me Occlumencied, even if you let go!}  Hermione whispered quickly, keeping her 
expression carefully neutral, her expression somewhat serene, as if she weren’t surrounded by the 
disquietening sight of over a score Death Eaters enjoying the Malfoy hospitality, and peering 
quizzically at her and Severus’ crouched figures. 
 
[Dammit, I can’t let go of you!  It doesn’t work that way!] 
 
{We’ve no choice!  Do it anyway,}  she urged him.  {‘Catch-and-release’, lover!} 
 
[Right.]  Bracing himself, Severus slid his hand out from under her hair.  He felt Voldemort lunge 
his mind at the girl—who snapped her head up and screamed, face twisting in a rictus of fear and 
terror as she stared at the serpentine face of Voldemort.  The sudden burst of sound startled 
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everyone, including the Dread Lord, who flinched at the sheer volume produced by those young 
lungs.  She shoved at the Potions Master, leaping to her feet to run, to escape.  He caught her hand 
in his…and she slumped, sagging at an angle against the pull of his grip, not quite limp enough to 
fall but close to it. 
 
“…She was about to Apparate, Master,”  Severus murmured as the other Death Eaters whispered 
amongst themselves.  “I can read her thoughts; she would have led them back here, if she could.” 
 
“Did you not take her wand?”  a voice demanded.  Lucius Malfoy. 
 
The full-sized mask covering his face hid the sneer-like twitch of his mouth.  But he kept his voice 
steady, level, as he replied,  “You don’t need a wand to Apparate.  If you’re good enough.” 
 
“Are you saying this Mudblood is a better witch than Malfoy?”  Voldemort drawled, and a couple 
of the demi-masked Death Eaters snickered at the slur. 
 
“I’m saying she’s an affront to everything pure.”  Rising from his crouch, his hand still manacling 
the deliberately quiescent Hermione, Severus tugged her back onto her knees.  “Her mind is yours, 
Master, for as long as I touch her.” 
 
“There had better be something worthwhile in there, this time.  Though for a Mudslut, that isn’t 
expecting much.”  A narrowing of those unnatural eyes, and the weight of the Dread Lord’s 
Legilimency bore down on the mind of the girl in his Servant’s grasp. 
 
A tight breath escaped her as the mental pressure increased to the point of pain, but otherwise 
Hermione carefully, quiescently refused to let any reaction show.  She could feel sweat breaking 
out on her skin, as Voldemort sorted through her memories, taking the guidance of Snape’s mind 
as he pointed out the one interesting topic she had learned so far. 
 
“Ssso,”  Voldemort hissed, sitting back with a satisfied smirk as he released her mind.  “The Potter 
boy has been having nightmares about rats, has he?  We do believe the boy is beginning to fear 
Our most loyal Servant, Pettigrew.  This might be something worth pursuing, in the future.  
Continue to cultivate her secrets, Snape.  Now, entertain Us.  As you promised you could.  Our 
gift to you comes at a price; you must prove yourself worthy of maintaining it.” 
 
Yanking the girl to her feet, the Potions Master switched his grip on her wrist, maintaining contact 
long enough to grip her once again by the nape.  Moving them back several feet, closer to the 
blazing fire providing much of the warmth in the chamber, Severus turned the two of them so that 
they faced the majority of the room, not quite placing Voldemort to his right side. 
 
“As you can see, so long as I maintain physical contact with her, she is under my control, and 
barely cognizant of her surroundings.  If I let go, even for an instant—” 
 
Hermione shook off her dazed look, the moment he withdrew his fingers, drawing in a breath to 
scream as she scrabbled at her waist for her missing wand.  He caught her again by simply 
brushing her cheek with his fingers, and she slumped in place, lolling her head against his hand, 
into the caress. 
 
“—she tries to regain her will.  But even the most delicate of touches imposes my will, not unlike 
the Imperatus Curse in that regard, but with the added bonus of being utterly unresistable.  A pity I 
had only the one dose of the potion,”  he added, using his other hand to remove a wand from 
within his robes.  Her own wand, from the unblemished condition of its finish.  “There are any 

number of subjects for whom this would be an effective means of control.  And it is a total control 
of her will.  Allow me to entertain you with a little demonstration:  take this wand, my little 
Mudslut, and petrify yourself.” 
 
Chapter XXVII. 
 
{Bastard,}  Hermione muttered, though the rancor in her mind-voice was mild at best.  Reaching 
up, she accepted her wand from his fingers in a languid, calm, evenly paced move.  {You’d better 
keep me from falling and breaking my nose, in exchange for this!}   
 
[I will, but you must agree, it will be such an effective demonstration of my power over you,] he 
murmured back, smiling slightly.  Smirking, rather, as much for their audience as out of his own 
amusement. 
 
{That may be, but you’re still a bastard.} 
 
“—What are you doing, Snape?”  Voldemort demanded even as they conversed in a quick 
exchange of thoughts.  The Dark Lord sat forward with a scowl, waiting for a reply, and waiting to 
see whether or not that reply would end in a death. 
 
“Shh,”  Severus soothed him, smiling just a little more at her insult.  “You’ll enjoy this.” 
 
Under his watchful gaze, Hermione lifted the wand, her fingers freed from his grasp.  She swished 
it, and flicked it at her own chest, shifting her weight slightly so that she would be hopefully 
balanced enough to remain standing.  She spoke loudly, firmly, as if she were in full, unflinching 
control of her actions.  Which she technically was. 
 
The bastard. 
 
“—Petrificus Totalis!” 
 
Her ennunciation was clear, almost perfect.  Magic from her own wand zapped her in the chest, 
crackling over the black folds of her school robe and the vee of the blue knit jumper visible 
underneath.  Instantly her limbs snapped together and she stiffened in place, unable to move.  It 
felt like she was leaning a little to her left, but she didn’t actually topple, thankfully.  Though it 
was hard to see the expressions on the other Death Eater’s faces, given only a bit of their mouths 
and chins and a glint or two of an eye could be seen behind those demi-masks, some were 
definitely gaping at her amazing display of obedience.  A smattering of applause broke out, 
quickly gaining force as others joined in around the room. 
 
Severus stroked her cheek with the backs of his knuckles, careful to not press hard enough to 
overbalance her as the clapping died down again.  His voice drawled through the room, dark and 
silky with smirking amusement.  “…Precious, isn’t she?  The perfect little toy.  I can let go of her 
when she’s like this, and then touch her again, letting her scream inside her mind for a few 
seconds at a time, wondering if she’s in some horrid nightmare, with no idea or memory how she 
came to be here, nor how she became paralyzed.  She will literally have no memory of petrifying 
herself, nor of doing so at my command.” 
 
{…I feel like I’m beginning to fall, here,}  Hermione warned him, as a few of the gathered guests 
applauded again. 
 

 109



He gripped her by the nape again.  “Finite petrificum.”  The magic vanished, allowing her limps to 
slump.  Hermione blinked a couple of times to assuage the dryness stinging her eyes, but 
otherwise didn’t react.  Severus tipped his masked head thoughtfully.  “What shall we do with 
her?  Shall we have her strip herself?  Bare herself in abject humiliation?  Hand over your wand 
and strip off all your clothes, Mudslut.” 
 
She complied, though this was now getting to the part she wasn’t too sure about as she returned 
her hand and its wand to his fingers.  {Oh, let’s be honest, ‘Mione; you’re utterly dreading this 
part,}  she muttered to herself, aware that he was listening.  {I think my hands are about to 
shake…} 
 
[Fix your eyes on that glass-fronted cupboard over there,]  Severus directed her, giving her 
something to focus on besides their audience.  [If you look closely, you’ll see that the leading for 
the diamond panes are actually patterned like interwoven snakes.  A bit overblown, isn’t it?] 
 
{Right.  Focus on the furniture.  Nice furniture—if you’re a herpetologist.}  Her hands were 
almost steady, as she shrugged out of her robe and toed off her flats.  {I’m going to have to pull 
my jumper over my head, now,}  she warned him, gaze fixed firmly on the glazed cupboard doors. 
 
[Bare your stomach first, and I’ll transfer my touch down there—watch out—] 
 
Voldemort pressed down on both of their minds without any further warning than that.  He 
searched their thoughts for a moment, then retreated when there was nothing new to be found.  
Though the serpentine git knew it not, it was a warning to be careful every moment of their little 
floor-show.  Severus, sweating slightly under the cover of his mask at the near-miss, shifted his 
hands, keeping them on her flesh as she pulled up the sweater and the undershirt beneath it, baring 
her ribs and her plain white bra. 
 
Thanks to the Vigo potion, her nipples were visible as bumps under the sturdy cotton covering 
them.  Letting his voice smirk, Severus trailed a finger along the curves bared by the vee-shaped 
neckline.  “Keep going, little Mudslut.  Remove every single stitch of fabric, down to your socks.  
On a subconscious level,”  he lectured the others, maintaining contact with her body as she 
dropped her bra on the floor, then stooped slightly to begin removing her pants,  “she is still aware 
of what is happening to her.  She’s had nightmares of her previous rapes and ravishments, and 
she’ll have nightmares of this night, too, though she won’t remember anything concrete.  Not even 
my name, for all you could shout it at her a thousand times, tonight.  It is rather gratifying to 
realize I can keep her like this, control her like this, so long as no one else interferes.  The more I 
use her, the more I defile and degrade her, the more she becomes accustomed to the habit of 
obeying and responding to me.  Eventually this will transfer from mental control applied under 
direct contact to verbal control applied at a distance. 
 
“Turn around, little Mudslut,”  Severus directed her.  When she did, continuing to bend over and 
take off her knickers and her socks, he rested one hand on her back and slid the fingers of the other 
into her folds.  They rubbed for a moment, stimulating her with the aid of the Vigo potion flowing 
through her veins, then withdrew.  They were coated with her dew.  His own body, stimulated by 
the other aphrodesiac, reacted to the scent of her musk as he lifted his fingers.  He patted their tips 
with his thumb, displaying and playing with the viscous proof of her desire almost idly to the 
others.  “…As you can see, she is clearly aroused in spite of the undoubted subconscious horror of 
her situation.” 
 

“And what about you, Severus?”  a familiar voice challenged him, the voice of the Manor’s 
owner, Lucius Malfoy.  “I see your own robes are tenting a bit.  Are you really aroused by the 
thought of fucking a mere Mudblood?” 
 
“Hardly, Lucius,”  Severus returned reprovingly.  “I often prepare myself before each training 
session these days by taking a draught of Tutucupra.  Revulsion does not always blend well with 
arousal.  You know my tastes, and my preferences for more…refined flesh than this.  I do not 
deny that it was titillating for a while to rape the girl, but now it is more amusing merely to control 
and humiliate her.  But if you wish to know what she feels like for yourself,”  he offered dryly,  “I 
have already planned a suitable entertainment, as our Dark Lord has commanded of me.  I think 
you will find it…stimulating.  Mudslut, remove my robes, my coat, and my shirt.” 
 
Naked, grateful for something to focus on, something to do to keep her mind off where they were 
and what they were about to do, Hermione faced him again and complied.  He fished both wands 
out of his robes as she did so, salvaging them as he continued to touch her with whichever hand 
was convenient, maintaining contact and the fiction of control as she folded his clothes and set 
them on top of the stack she’d made of her own belongings down on the ground.  Severus 
continued to ‘guide’ her with little touches to her bare skin as she worked, making them almost 
look like caresses, but not tender ones. 
 
“As amusing as it is to see the Mudblood Granger stripped and humiliated like this,”  another 
familiar voice called out,  “it’s not very entertaining, yet.” 
 
Only by dint of a sweat-breaking effort did Hermione not react in any way—externally—to the 
recognizing of that voice.  Internally, she cringed with fear.  {Dammit!  That’s Draco Malfoy’s 
voice!  How can I do this in front of him?  How can I go back to school, knowing he’ll have seen 
me like this?} 
 
[You’ll do it because you have to,]  Severus growled at her mentally, keeping his hand on her as 
she finished folding his shirt with slightly trembling hands.  [Control yourself!] 
 
{I’m trying!}  she snapped back, her face a blank mask as she stooped and set the white fabric on 
the stack.  {It helps that I haven’t spotted which one is actually him.  I don’t think I could handle 
it, if I knew that.} 
 
[Then don’t think of him.  Think of me.  Everything else is an illusion,]  Severus pacified her, in the 
mere fractions of sections it was taking them to exchange rapid-fire thoughts.  [Nothing more.  
Ready or not, here we go,]  he warned as she straightened, and spoke out loud.  “Mudslut, take this 
wand, and perform the Fabulesse spell in tandem with me.” 
 
“What kind of a spell is this, Snape?” Voldemort demanded, red, serpentine eyes narrowing in 
suspicion as Hermione grasped her wand, her expression still blank. 
 
“An entertaining one.  Literally,”  he drawled, clasping hands with Hermione.  He snapped his 
wand out, incanting the spell.  “Pushtra meitra ikanadess!” 
 
“Vishuante iballa vess!”  she intoned, gesturing with her own wand.  Their bodies leaned out, 
dropping and swaying around each other as if they were spinning around an invisible pole, wands 
slashing through the air.  Describing a circle with a jet of fiery white sparks that made everyone 
flinch, though the sizzling light merely cut into the floor and glowed, brightening the gloom in the 
largish salon as it spread outward in a scintillating, soundless carpet.  Voldemort hastily lifted his 
feet off the floor, scowling. 
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Together, they snapped their wands up, zapping power to the far corners of the chamber, incanting 
the final, tongue-twisting phrase in mind-linked synchrony.  Their bodies turned to face each 
other, biceps flexing as they faced each other, yet wands still blazing outward, coating the walls 
and ceiling of the chamber.  Ensnaring all who stood and sat within, they shouted in unison.  
“Aballamahallamatantra!” 
 
The translation of the spell’s usage and effects might have been written in English, in the 
Grimoires, but the spell itself was still in the wizarding tongue of the Hindi who had created it.  
For a moment, the whole room blazed with light.  When it faded, a furious Voldemort, feet still 
hovering over the now normal-seeming floor, raised his wand. 
 
Severus quickly flicked his wand over the tip of Hermione’s left nipple, and she, acting as one 
with his thoughts, did the same with the tip of her wand, flicking his own aureola.  Moving in 
tandem, exactly as ordered. 
 
Every witness caught within the salon gasped.  Hands clapped to chests, curved and flat-planed 
alike.  Even the Dread Lord himself was affected, jerking as if he’d been shot, clamping his free 
hand over the left side of his robed chest.  “What…what have you done?” 
 
“Arranged a suitable entertainment, as requested, my Lord,”  Severus drawled, and teased 
Hermione’s tight-budded nipple again with his wand-tip. 
 
She did the same to his own flesh; the potion he had consumed caused the scraping stimulus to arc 
a lightning-bolt of desire from his nipple to his loins, rousing them further with desire.  Drawing in 
a bracing breath as the others in the chamber gasped again, Severus regathered his scattering 
thoughts.  They couldn’t keep working in tandem like this; not if he was to catch everyone’s 
attention. 
 
“Be still and relax, Mudslut,”  he ordered her, shifting his hand so he could rub her nipple in little 
circles with the pad of his thumb.  And listened as the handful of women in the room moaned in 
pleasure.  Smiling slightly again, he let his humor color his silky teacher’s drawl.  “…It occurred 
to me that, with the little Muggle-blooded slut here turned irresistibly into my sex-slave, all at a 
simple touch, this could be an unparalleled opportunity to experiment with the art of Eromancy.  
In researching the possibilities, I recently ran across an interesting spell.  It transfers the sensations 
of a couple enjoying physical intimacy into the senses of whatever audience may be sharing a 
particular chamber with them.  In essence, when I do…this…” 
 
His wand trailed down Hermione’s ribs, making her breath hitch at the ticklish sensation.  A 
couple of the female Death Eaters giggled, while the rest panted and moaned softly at the 
stimulation, eyes so wide behind the holes of their demi-masks, bits of white could actually be 
seen. 
 
“…the pleasure my little Mudslut, here, feels is transferred to every other female in the same 
chamber as her.  And when she does this—Mudslut, lick my nipples,”  he ordered.  Hermione 
complied, leaning forward and laving her tongue over his small, Knut-sized and –coloured 
aureola; several of the masked and robed figures around the room shuddered in pleasure, some 
even groaning.  “—As my fellow wizards can clearly feel, when she  does that, the men in this 
chamber get to enjoy everything that I myself feel, for as long as the Fabulesse spell lasts. 
 
“As I have said before, the potion exposing and subjugating her mind to my skin-touched control 
would be broken if we involved any other participants in debasing her; however, with this 

particular spell, all who are gathered here can still enjoy the exploitation of my new little sex-
slave.  Mudslut, free my prick, and suck on it.” 
 
Bending over, Hermione complacently unbuttoned the fly of his trousers.  While he stood there 
patiently, almost detatchedly desite the liquid courage keeping his erection at full-mast, while the 
other Death Eaters watched with avid curiosity, she pushed his boxers down out of her way and 
slid her lips around his erection, quickly lubricating it with the saliva on her tongue.  Several 
masculine shouts accompanied the act, hands clutching at chair arms and couch cushions.  A 
couple of the women moaned, almost sounding as if their own mouths were full.  In reward for her 
prompt service—and to keep the other women in the room aroused and interested—Severus 
reached under her body and toyed with a breast, stroking the sensitive underside, gently tweaking 
the pebbled nipple. 
 
“Stop, little Mudslut.” 
 
There was a collective masculine groan as she removed her lips from his prick, though she did not 
remove her hands from his tumescent shaft.  Severus glanced past her doubled-over body at 
Voldemort.  Tucking her wand into his trouser pocket with his unoccupied hand, he lifted his own 
to his mask, tapping it and changing it into a demi-mask with a word, baring his mouth and lower 
jawline, though leaving most of his face concealed. 
 
 A second spell, another swish-and-flick, and Hermione’s body lifted off the floor, twisting in 
midair.  They’d practiced this one a couple times in the past few days, but it was still a little 
disorienting for her to be able to levitate by thought alone, once the initial spell was cast—his 
thoughts, as well as her own.  A second swish-and-flick, and his body, too, detatched itself from 
the effects of gravity. 
 
“Part your legs, Mudslut, and lick my prick with that Muggle-born tongue of yours,”  he ordered, 
tucking his wand into his pocket alongside hers.  She promptly obeyed, splaying her legs wide, 
tonguing his shaft.  The men around him groaned out loud as he merely hissed his pleasure, then 
he dipped his body low, bending it over hers mid-air, and lapped at her feminine slit from the 
now-hovering angle.  Feminine moans joined the masculine ones, heads throwing back, tossing 
from side to side either slowly or rapidly, depending upon the nature of their owner and how 
quickly they succumbed to the pleasure they were experiencing. 
 
The principle characters in this bizarre act focused for several minutes solely on arousing each 
other, doing their best to ignore the gasps and groans of the others in the sitting room, thinking of 
nothing but the actual mechanics of what they were doing.  Clothing rustled, as hands shifted and 
moved, grasping at breasts, rubbing at pricks, fondling their fingers between their thighs to try and 
intensify the sensations.  Many of the audience-participants were growing desperate for a climax, 
and several voices hissed,  “—Finish it!” 
 
Severus finally nudged her mouth off of his prick, pulling his own lips from between her thighs.  
Planting an elbow on empty air as if it were a clear feather mattress, he levered himself up and 
glanced over at Voldemort.  Those slitted red eyes were wide with stalled desire, the slitted 
nostrils flexing with each panted breath.  The Dread Lord, the Dark Lord, the Death Eater supreme 
had bared his pallid prick and hairless, scaly-looking balls, and was slowly fisting it.  Not an 
image Severus wanted to take with him to his grave, but there was little choice in the matter, 
tonight. 
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“I do hope my choice of entertainment is to your liking, my Lord.  Shall we continue?”  Severus 
inquired mildly, as if he were suggesting the continuation of a poetry recital.  “Or should we 
stop?” 
 
“Finissssh it!”  Voldemort hissed, eyes narrowing, burning with the need for an orgasm, but 
denied—as they all were—by the terms of Fabulesse.  The others could enhance their own 
pleasure with their own efforts, but no one would achieve a release until the moment the Potions 
Master and his little Mudslut did. 
 
Lowering his head back to her netherlips, Severus licked the soft, damp folds of flesh, making all 
the women in the room moan and squirm in anticipation.  Hermione resumed licking and suckling 
his flesh, making the men groan, increasing the soft, thumping rustle of over a dozen hands 
stroking hardened flesh.  The tongue and lips between her legs increased their ministrations, until 
she was forced to pull her head back, giving herself room to cry out involuntarily at the orgasm he 
bestowed, her body shuddering as she hovered a few feet above the floor.  Half a dozen equally 
feminine voices joined her, some whimpering, others moaning, and at least one of them shouting 
something incoherent but clearly pleased. 
 
The arching of her head backwards had shifted their orientation, midair.  Severus found his feet 
tilted towards the floor once more as he slowed his licks, gentling the end of her orgasm.  As she 
grabbed his prick, preparing to swallow it again, he stilled her with a sub-thought, flicked out his 
wand, and muttered, 
 
“Oscitrudim.” 
 
The women around the room instantly yawned, then gasped in surprise as he thrust past 
Hermione’s eager lips, every last one of them feeling the way the head of his penis pushed right 
past the ring of muscles at the back of her mouth, filling their own mouths achingly, if phantomly, 
full.  Bowing his head, Severus distracted them from the potentially uncomfortable feeling of 
deep-throating him, burying his mouth back in her pussy.  Even as he resumed eating his partner’s 
quim, his hips continued to flex, withdrawing enough so that Hermione—and the female Death 
Eaters—could breathe comfortably, if briefly, before pumping back inside again. 
 
The sounds of several sets of hands pumping in time with his thrusts picked up in their rhythm and 
intensity, until the pleasure curled through his blood, firing his nerves.  A grunt escaped him as he 
thrust as deep as he could into his partner’s mouth; Hermione had just enough warning to take a 
deep breath before she had to swallow, and swallow, and swallow yet more of the burning spurts 
that struck the back of her throat.  She hung there, gulping as quickly as she could to keep from 
choking, her nose buried in his scrotum, her forehead pressing against the lowered fly of his 
trousers as she hovered upside down while his back arched and his body tightened, enjoying the 
ride. 
 
He pulled back when he felt her sub-thoughted demand for air, letting her breathe for a moment 
before urging her silently to suckle the last few drops onto her tongue.  There wasn’t much need 
for her to continue to fellate him, given that the potion he had taken was keeping him hard and 
ready, but she licked and laved, tongued and nipped as if programmed to not stop.  Only when 
Severus pushed her away and spun her in midair did she stop, repositioning her face-down and 
away from him, spreading her legs and lowering her just enough so that she was the perfect height. 
 
Gripping her hip with one hand, he used the other to rub himself over her folds, restimulating her.  
Heavy breathing filled the room around them, punctuated by moans and the whispering, damp 
sounds of fingers circling on clits and fists clenched on pricks, each slick with the proof of their 

pleasure in this shared floor-show.  Hermione, eyes closed to block out the sight of those around, 
strove to ignore the sounds as well, focusing solely on what her lover was doing to her.  She 
whimpered at his teasing, reaching back to grab her nethercheeks, prying them apart.  Inviting him 
silently to drive himself home. 
 
He obliged.  Grunts from the men accompanied gasps from the women at the magically-shared 
feel of his hard, hot prick slamming into the tight, wet depths of her cunt.  She moaned as he 
gripped both sides of her floating hips and pounded into her just a little on the hard side of 
wonderful; determined to enjoy the moment, forcefully blocking out their surroundings from her 
awareness, Hermione shifted her hands to her nipples, tweaking and pulling them, increasing her 
pleasure as her breasts jiggled with each thrust.  It was hot, fast, and yet drawn-out, as he firmed 
his concentration, keeping himself just on the sane edge of orgasm.  He had a specific goal in 
mind, the feel of her body pulsing and squeezing around him in a major temblor of an orgasm, and 
waited for her to oblige. 
 
It wasn’t until he stooped over her, shifting one hand to her folds to play with her clitoris, that she 
finally obliged with an overwhelming orgasm.  Shouts of pleasure echoed and intermingled 
around them as he stiffened and she shuddered, climaxing together with ragged thrusts.  Slowing, 
Severus bowed his head, sweat beading across his face and down his chest, breathing heavily as 
he—they—recuperated.  The women in the chamber whimpered in time with Hermione’s breathy 
little sounds as she tried to calm down, feeling each involuntary contraction of her well-satisfied 
vaginal muscles around his still-hard member. 
 
Severus bent her legs and twisted her around, still impaled on his shaft.  The move elicited a groan 
from her and a grunt from him, and several incoherent noises from their audience.  Pulling her off 
his shaft sent a sigh of regret, or maybe relief, rippling around the room.  Lifting her now face-up, 
levitating body by the hips, Severus licked her seeping slit, swirling his tongue through the flavors 
of her pleasure and his seed.  Some of the men choked at the flavor, and some of the women 
whimpered at the stimulation; Hermione moaned lasciviously, more than willing to continue while 
under the influence of the Aqua Vigo in her blood. 
 
A whisper, a brief flick of his wand, and he lowered her again.  His fingers pried her nethercheeks 
apart, positioned the head of his spell-lubricated shaft, and thrust into her only somewhat loosened 
fundament.  The tight, puckered hole constricting around his forceful, greased passage caused 
every woman in the chamber to whimper, and every man to gasp.  A few slow thrusts in and out 
gave her the time she needed to relax and accept his penetration.  Settling his stance on the floor to 
brace himself, he gripped her hips firmly, and started fucking her fast and hard. 
 
A moaning, groaning, rising yell of intermingled pain and pleasure escaped her throat, as 
Hermione’s breasts flopped with each rebound, their hips smacking together with a meaty thump, 
combining with her wails, his grunts, and the gasps and groans and, yes, the impassioned screams 
of the others.  It wasn’t quite enough for her full pleasure; concentrating, Hermione managed to 
get her hands between her doubled-back legs.  Massaging her clitoris, she brought herself to a full 
orgasm seconds before Severus stiffened and pumped his own climax into her bowels.  The noise 
in the room died down to faint groaning as the two of them rested, one standing, the other 
suspended perpendicular in the air, both panting roughly.  His masked head drooped, while her 
bared head flopped back, her waist-length curls dangling low enough to brush the hardwood floor 
by the hearth. 
 
Her kegel muscles twitched with involuntary little aftershocks, reminding all of them that he was 
still buried in her fundament, and still quite hard.   
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“—Enough!” 
 
Lifting his head, Severus glanced to the side.  Voldemort was plucking at his semen-stained robes, 
covering himself again.  Unlike Severus’, his prick had softened and shrivelled considerably.  It 
also looked like there hadn’t been much in the way of ejaculate this time—a fourth time would 
probably have drained his balls painfully dry.  The basilisk-snogger grimaced slightly as the damp 
material clung messily; he wasn’t the only one a little discomfitted by the aftermath of all that 
shared pleasure. 
 
“Your choice of entertainment is…extraordinary, but it will suffice for now.  End the incantation.” 
 
“As you wish, Master.”  Shifting his grip on Hermione’s body, he tilted her upright and brought 
her feet to the floor, slipping out of her.  The movement made several demi-masked and somewhat 
robed bodies around the room flinch in sympathy as his shaft popped free of her body’s grip.  
Handing her wand over, Severus gripped left hands with her, echoing their earlier ritual stance.  
“End the Fabulesse spell with me, my little Mudslut pet.” 
 
Raising their wands together, they swished and flicked in unison,  “—Finite Fabulesse!” 
 
Gravity reasserted itself as the boundaries of the room flashed briefly, the searing white light 
resuming for a fraction as it flared and then winked out around them.  Taking the wand from her 
again, Severus pressed down on her shoulder, tapping his groin.  There hadn’t been time for a 
fundamundic spell to clean her anus, but he could at least clean himself up before going any 
further.  “Virilis mundic.  Suck me, Mudslut, and finger yourself.” 
 
Dropping to her knees, she devoured him with her mouth, massaging the base of his shaft with her 
left hand while her right one quested and played between her thighs.  There was more than one 
sigh of relief around the room, masculine and feminine, when no one else experienced any 
pleasure at the resumption of their sexual play.  More than one sigh of regret, too. 
 
“An impressive display of magic, Severus,”  Lucius drawled from one of the serpent-legged 
settees nearby, his robes recomposed neatly with no sign of his own orgasmic experiences in sight 
anymore.  “Where did you say you found this…entertainment spell?” 
 
“It was in an old manuscript left from one of the lesser-known sex-cults of antiquity.” 
 
“You found this in one of the books in the school’s library?”  Draco’s voice asked.  There was a 
slight edge to his tone that suggested he was aroused by the possibilities such a find could present.  
Then again, he was a randy, wealthy teenager, and by now was accustomed to shagging any girl 
he could get to swoon over his platinum good looks.  Severus had been forced to look the other 
way a few times, because of the brat’s position as a budding young Death Eater, though he’d 
expressed his disapproval to the boy. 
 
“No.  It was being auctioned by someone who had no idea of its true worth.  It was a fortuitous 
find, given the timing of my enslavement of the girl.”  Bowing slightly to Voldemort, Severus 
addressed him.  “With your permission, Master, I will need to return the little slut to the school 
within another half-hour or so, to avoid any…inconvenient questions about our absence.” 
 
“Of course, of course.  You may go now, if you wish.”  Voldemort’s reddish eyes were fixed on 
the bobbing head of the girl crouching at Severus’ feet.  “An extraordinary spell…  We will have 
you perform it again when you are next summoned to one of Our little celebrations.  Bring in the 
next round of refreshments.” 

“Refasten my trousers, Mudslut,”  Severus ordered her, glancing down at Hermione as the two 
house-elves reappeared with trays of appertifs.  She promptly pulled her mouth from his prick and 
tugged his boxers back into place.  Hermione had to press on his turgid shaft to get his fly 
buttoned again, then handed him his clothes, dressing him in them as he ensured that their flesh 
remained in constant contact.  When one of the house-elves passed, Severus snagged a cracker 
smeared in a dollop of something greenish and garnished with a trio of pink shrimp from the tray.  
Popping it between his lips, he chewed, savoring the spicy flavor.  “Excellent spread, as always, 
Narcissus, Lucius…” 
 
“Excellent entertainment,”  their host drawled back.  “This time around.” 
 
[Bastard; he always slurred my performance, whenever he could get away with it,]  Hermione 
heard the man before her growl.  When his frock-coat had been buttoned up to the chin, he buried 
his fingers in her hair and dragged her over to Voldemort.  Genuflecting, he first kissed the 
resurrected wizard’s hem, then pushed her head down to Voldemort’s shoes, ordering her to kiss 
the patent leather in reverence. 
 
When she complied, he dragged her back to the pile of her clothes, muttering an order for her to 
pick them up.  As soon as the last garment was in her arms, he bowed to Voldemort and his fellow 
Death Eaters, jerking her down with him, and Apparated both of them away from Malfoy Manor.  
Escaping the madhouse. 
 
They popped into the Shrieking Shack on the second floor, next to the bed that had been the 
denoument of her last public ravishing.  Hermione shivered at the sudden bite of cold air all over 
her exposed skin.  It was far colder tonight than it had been that first time.  She listened, grateful, 
as Severus incanted the tropical-air spell, shivering again as the warm, floral breeze whipped into 
the room, billowing some of the dust off the other bits of half-broken furniture. 
 
A sneeze caught her off-guard, followed by a second one.  He muttered something, clearing the 
air, then lit a candle so that they could see.  As soon as the warm glow flickered to life, he swept 
her off her feet and laid her on the bed.  A second mutter—the disrobing charm, which he still had 
yet to teach her—and he joined her on the bed, pressing her onto her back and parting her knees.  
Praising her with his mind as he found her semen-slick channel and slipped his lingering, liquid-
couraged erection into her body once more. 
 
[You did bloody well, Hermione—an excellent performance.  Outstanding, in fact; you acted as if 
you were indeed completely under my control, obedient to my every whim,]  he murmured, 
thrusting slowly.  Pleasure rippled between them, slurring sub-thoughts.  Dipping his head, he 
kissed her, a slow, deep, drugging kiss that matched the movement of his body within hers.  
[Merlin, I love the feel of you…and I’m damned glad we’re finally alone!] 
 
She cried out in pleasure as he dragged her knees up and thrust hard, hitting that little spot inside 
that felt so good, she almost had to pee.  He swallowed the sound, tilting her pelvis up a little 
higher and hitting it again, and again.  {Unh…how long…will this time last?  Oh, sweet Merlin, 
like that…} 
 
[About half an hour more, give or take,]  he murmured.  He tightened his kegel muscles as she 
shuddered around him, bucking with pleasure.  Heart pounding, he waited until she had calmed 
down a little before continuing.  […I had the chance to measure out a more reasonable dose for 
each of us this time, rather than just snatching up a bottle and sharing its entire contents.]  
Twisting both of them onto their sides, he drew her upper leg over his hip, hooking her knee at his 
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waist.  [Like this, now…mm, yes.  We’ll have to report a highly edited version of what happened in 
a little bit, you know…not that we can tell him everything…] 
 
The stimulation of the position was different, milder, but no less pleasurable.  It freed his right 
hand to play with her breast, though not for long; he pushed her upper body slightly away, bowed 
his back, dipped his head, and suckled on her nipple, plumping her breast with his hand as he 
continued to thrust.  The double stimulation sent another minor temblor racing through her curves.  
Hermione relaxed into his languid thrusts for a few moments, then sighed and pushed him onto his 
back, shifting so that she straddled him.  {I know.  We should spend a few minutes working out 
code-words for what happened; I don’t want to share detail-for-detail what happened with the 
Headmaster.  In the meantime…let’s replace those nasty memories with much more pleasant 
ones.} 
 
[You felt like you were enjoying yourself for the most part,]  Severus was compelled to point out.  
[Even accounting for the Vigo you drank.  I know I enjoyed much of it, of my own free will.] 
 
{True, but God knows I should strike out my eyes for having seen the Dread Lord’s scaley nards,}  
she quipped dryly.  {I believe your sub-thought was, that’s an image you didn’t want to have to 
take to your grave?} 
 
He frowned up at her softly.  [I didn’t realize you were paying that close attention to your 
surroundings.  You actually saw them, yourself?] 
 
{I wasn’t; your trouser-legs were in the way.  I saw them through your eyes.  Would you like me to 
poke them out for you?  Perhaps a flaming-hot-wand charm?}  she offered solicitiously, and 
evoked a rusty laugh.  Smiling, Hermione settled herself more firmly in position, drawing up her 
knees so that she could lift and lower herself in a rocking motion on his shaft.  {Much better; let’s 
focus on something more fun than that torture was…mm…yesss—touch my breasts, pretty 
please?} 
 
[Your wish is my desire,]  he murmured back, lifting his hands to comply with her demand, 
cupping and moulding the luscious, pale globes.  He slipped one hand lower, twisting his wrist so 
he could wriggle his fingers between her legs.  Teasing her potion-stimulated folds, tweaking her 
clitoris even as he tweaked her nipples.  [May these good memories supplant all of the others, 
then…ah, you like that, do you?] 
 
Her whimper of pleasure was sweet music in his ears, a fire in his loins.  One that a potion could 
only hope to duplicate. 
 
Chapter XXVIII. 
 
It wasn’t until she saw the knowing smirk in a certain pair of pale blue eyes the next morning at 
breakfast that Hermione realized she’d forgotten one important piece of aftermath.  One that she 
hadn’t even considered, in the wake of her and Severus’ little performance before the Death Eaters 
and their Dark Lord. 
 
Entering the Great Hall, herding her fellow Gryffindors to their section of the sole table set up for 
the holiday break, Hermione didn’t realize what it would mean to face Draco Malfoy until he 
looked up, and smirked, as she passed.  Those pale eyes shone with knowledge the moment they 
fastened on her, a very uncomfortable, masculine, carnal knowledge.  The kind of knowledge that 
said he knew what she looked like naked. 
 

…Or rather, that he knew what she felt like, naked and writhing in passion…thanks to his 
presence last night during the damned Fabulesse spell. 
 
Heat flushed her face.  She didn’t mean to blush, but she couldn’t help herself, and she knew her 
reaction was suspicious when the Slytherin’s eyes narrowed slightly.  Thinking quickly, Hermione 
clapped her hand over her cheek near her ear, ducking her head a little as she hurried along the 
length of the table, following her fellow Gryffindors.  She’d developed a spot next to her hairline, 
a little blemish that had turned red enough to notice, if one bothered to look for such things.  
Tugging her light brown curls forward, she did her best to hide it, as if the spot was an 
embarrassment she didn’t want anyone seeing. 
 
She wanted to sit down next to Snape, with the irrational thought that he’d fix this new problem, 
make it better somehow.  But he wasn’t at the breakfast table yet, and there really wasn’t anything 
he could do, save maybe Obliviate the platinum prat’s memories.  She hadn’t considered the 
ramifications of someone from the school—aside from Severus—knowing every detail of what 
had happened last night.  Someone whom she’d see every day.  Someone she’d have to interact 
with every day, once classes began with the start of the new term in a few days. 
 
A glance down the table as she sat in one of the empty spaces near the staff’s section showed 
Draco still looking her way.  Her cheeks had stopped blushing, at least, but under that knowing, 
speculative regard, she felt all of the blood draining away.  She’d heard the rumors; she knew 
Draco wasn’t a virgin.  She’d even caught him snogging other girls a couple of times, and had 
deducted House points for it.  But this wasn’t anything she could deduct points for. 
 
He knows what it feels like to fuck me… 
 
It was a good thing she was sitting down, now, for she was beginning to feel a little dizzy; the 
pleasurable memory of Severus thrusting inside her last night was mutating into the repulsive 
possibility of Draco wanting to do the same, and that thought was turning her stomach. 
 
“Are you alright, ‘Mione?”  Ron asked, sitting down beside her, between her and the Slytherin end 
of the table.  “You look a bit off.” 
 
She looked up at the tall redhead, and wished for one insane moment that she could talk to him 
about what was wrong.  But insanity was right; he’d never understand, never condone, and 
probably never forgive the mess she was lodged in, right now.  Damning her situation, Hermione 
tugged her curls forward again, pitching her voice just loud enough so that it would hopefully 
carry down the table, but not loud enough to elicit comment.  “Malfoy keeps staring at me.  I think 
he’s going to make fun of my spot.” 
 
Ron peered at her face.  “What spot?” 
 
“The one at my hairline!”  she half-hissed, wishing she could blush on cue.  Maybe she was—yes, 
she was, she could feel the heat in her face as Ron peered quizzically at her. 
 
“It’s just a little spot,”  he shrugged, dismissing it.  “Everyone gets spots.  If he makes fun of it, 
you can always ask him if that’s a beard-whisker or a ferret-whisker growing out of his face.” 
 
In spite of herself, Hermione smiled.  That had been a particularly memorable moment in her 
fourth year here at Hogwarts.  Her humor faded after a moment.  She couldn’t draw Draco’s 
attention to her.  She didn’t dare get into a conversation with him.  Not one where insults were 
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being traded, and not one where the two of them were alone.  Because while she’d been a virgin 
up until a remarkably short time ago, she wasn’t completely ignorant. 
 
That look in Draco’s eyes—she’d seen it before.  It had nothing to do with a man’s age, or eye 
color, or relationship with a woman.  It was, purely and simply, the look of a male who wanted to 
fuck a specific female.  She’d seen it in Severus’ eyes. 
 
Even Ron had looked at her once or twice with a hint of that dark, knowing glow in his eyes, after 
a particularly heavy session of kissing and petting, though that look had been a bit less 
knowledgeable than the young Malfoy’s.  Ron had confessed to her, somewhat diffidently, that he 
hadn’t ever actually gone all the way with a girl yet, but there was no doubt as to Draco’s 
reputation.  Guilt speared through her briefly at that memory; they’d discussed being each other’s 
first, she and Ron, and now that wouldn’t quite happen the way they’d planned.  She might be his 
first time, once this was all through, but he’d never get to be hers. 
 
Then again,  Hermione reflected, pouring herself a glass of pumpkin juice absently,  I suppose it’s 
better for one of the pair to be experienced enough to ensure the virgin enjoys it.  Merlin knows 
Severus is a bloody genius at pushing all my pleasure-buttons… 
 
She looked down the table to see if there were any waffles this morning…and caught Draco 
glancing her way again.  Her appetite dipped and faded, suppressed again by that blue-eyed stare.  
Hastily, she pulled her curls forward, hiding the spot on her face.  It was more than a mere pity she 
couldn’t hide his second-hand carnal knowledge of her body in the same way. 
 
Forcing herself to eat didn’t help settle the tension coiling in her stomach, but she knew she 
needed the food.  Choking down a waffle and some fruit, she avoided the bangers the others were 
happily eating.  Greasy, spicy food wouldn’t sit well in her stomach, this morning.  Snape finally 
came in and she glanced his way, glad to see him, but the relief the sight of him inspired faded the 
moment she glanced further down the table and spotted Draco’s profile again.  He wasn’t looking 
at her, but he didn’t have to look her way.  He knew.  That was more than enough to discomfit her.  
With her breakfast sitting like a lump of haggis in her belly, Hermione endured the rest of the 
meal, waiting for the chance when she could go elsewhere for the rest of the day. 
 
Finally, the interminable meal ended.  Bodies began drifting away, talking about how they planned 
to stay up and watch the wizarding fireworks show the Astronomy teacher always held at midnight 
on New Year’s Eve.  Rising with some of the others, she started herding her fellow Gryffindors 
out of the Great Hall.  A voice with all the silky bitterness of unsweetened chocolate stopped her. 
 
“…Miss Granger.  While you have finally achieved some reasonable skill and speed at bottle-
washing, no doubt ensuring your eventual employment in the scullery of some restaurant when 
you finally leave these hallowed halls,”  Snape sneered coldly at her from his seat at the table,  
“there are still eighteen crates of crusted yak vomit awaiting your toothbrush’s tender 
ministrations.  I want them cleaned and out of my classroom before morning.  Even if you have to 
scrub them all day…and all night.  If you have any intention of attending the fireworks display in 
a timely fashion, I suggest you get to work.  Now.” 
 
She narrowed her eyes at him, mouth tightening as if she was struggling to not say something that 
would get her an even worse detention.  Without a word, she spun on her heel and stalked out of 
the Hall.  Right past the smirking Draco, who swept her body from head to toe with that damned 
knowing look, lingering at her breasts and her groin.  Her limbs were shaking as she headed back 
to Gryffindor Tower to fetch her much-abused toothbrush, and her stomach churned unpleasantly, 
making her wonder if her meal would stay down long enough for digestion. 

 
Draco Malfoy had seen her having sex with someone.  From the look in his eyes, he was wishing 
that someone was him.  Knowing the ferret as she did, having suffered his torments for six and a 
half years, Hermione could guess that wishing was not all that he would think about doing.  
Somehow, she didn’t think Hogwarts was quite the safe haven that it used to be, anymore. 
 
Chapter XXIX. 
 
Scowling, Severus stepped out of the flare of green fire.  His gaze swept through the classroom, 
finding and fixing on the figure of the curly-haired Gryffindor steadily cleaning bottles at the back 
of the room.  His frown deepened, creasing his forehead, as he stared at the neckline of the young 
woman’s robes.  Where nothing rested.  Nothing, other than the touch of a red knit jumper at the 
vee outlined by the black folds of her school robe, worn because it was always too cold down here 
in the dungeons in winter for most people to feel comfortable without an extra layer or two for 
protection. 
 
In specific, this particular Hermione Granger wasn’t wearing a semi-pearlescent, tan-and-cream, 
spiral-curled seashell.  This wasn’t a task-enspelled doppleganger; this was the real Granger, 
mucking moldy asian ruminant bile from the scores of bottles in the dozen and a half crates left 
awaiting her attentions.  He’d shown the girl three days ago where the doppleshell was kept, and 
the bottle of caecuspiritu, so that she could ‘vanish’ whenever she set her duplicate to work, 
without having to wait for him.  Expecting her to precede him, Severus had stalked right past her 
on the way to his quarters, pausing only to activate his own doppleshelled replacement and grab 
some Floo powder. 
 
She glanced his way briefly as he ducked into the storeroom to fetch the bottle, more Floo powder 
and the enchanted shell-half, and glanced his way a second time as he stalked towards her.  Since 
his forehead was still annointed with the slowly drying potion, a mere doppleshell shouldn’t have 
been able to notice him.  Yet more proof that the Head Girl was performing her bogus detention 
herself, rather than attending to her extra-credit project with him in the privacy of his quarters. 
 
Reaching her, Snape stared down at her, waiting impatiently until she set down the bottle in her 
hands.  Without a word—neither of them dared speak, giving away his presence in front of the 
portraits, though the occupants, former Potions Masters, were all currently snoozing the morning 
away—he smeared her forehead, twisted the clasp of the necklace, and gave her barely enough 
time to set down her cleaning tools before hauling her back towards the hearth by one robed 
elbow.  Casting the handful of green grit onto the hearth, he asserted their destination. 
 
Two quick whirls, and the emerald flames spat them out onto the burgundy carpet of his sitting 
room.  Scowling down at her as soon as they were safe, he demanded,  “What in Merlin’s name 
were you cleaning out those bottles yourself for, girl?  That’s what the bloody doppleshell is for!” 
 
Hermione tucked her arms tightly against her chest as he released her.  “I’m not feeling well.” 
 
“And you think handling half-petrified stomach acid would make you feel better?”  he retorted 
sarcastically, flinging his hands up, as if begging the heavens to intercede with her insanity, all the 
way down here in his underground lair.  “Merlin’s beard!  The stench alone of that dried-out 
refuse would be enough to turn Hagrid’s stomach, and he eats haggis willingly!  Not to mention 
his own cooking…” 
 
In spite of herself, her mouth quirked up at that.  “I take it you’ve tried one of his treacle biscuits?” 
 

 115



“Grant me more brains than that, girl.   Though I did study one once, to see if it could be turned 
into a cheap new kind of organic mortar for brickwork,”  Severus muttered.  A sound escaped her 
that was for a moment passed as a laugh, but she was still too tense, too closed-off.  Closing the 
slight distance between them, he lifted his palm to her cheek, cupping it.  […This isn’t about a 
mere stomach-ache, is it?] 
 
{No.  It’s Malfoy.  He knows,}  she emphasized unhappily.  {I can see it in his eyes.  He knows 
what I look like naked, Severus.  He knows the sounds I make when I…  He knows, second-hand, 
what I feel like to a man who’s been carnally active with me, as my lover.  I don’t trust him.  I 
know he found all the things you did to me arousing.  I’m…I’m afraid of what he might try to do.  
On his own, with me.} 
 
[Malfoy knows that he cannot touch you,]  Severus reassured her, pulling her close to him with an 
arm wrapped around her back.  Resting his jaw against her forehead, he used his other hand to rub 
her shoulder.  [Your position as Voldemort’s newest, hidden, unwitting spy is too important to risk 
breaking the control I supposedly have over you.] 
 
{I know.  But he keeps looking at me.  I pretended I was blushing when I saw him staring because 
I have a spot next to my hairline,}  she added, tucking her head a little more comfortably onto his 
shoulder.  {But I’m not sure if he bought it.  I’m not sure I can pull this off, pretending to 
remember nothing of what happened while I’m around him, while he keeps looking at me like 
that.} 
 
[You have no choice,]  he reminded her firmly, coolly.  [I’m sorry you’re uncomfortable, but 
you’re now playing in a far deadlier game than any foolishness you and your two friends ever got 
yourselves into, Hermione.  Did you think this would be a lark?  Something to laugh away if 
anything went wrong?] 
 
{No…well, not really.  I mean, I knew I could handle what we have to do, but that was because I 
also knew that no one from the school would be seeing me doing these things, save for you!}  she 
protested.  {I knew I wouldn’t have to face any of them in the cold light of day and pretend that the 
things I’ve done never happened, day after day!} 
 
[Things never turn out quite the way you imagine they should.  Welcome to reality,]  he retorted.  
[Deal with it.] 
 
{Don’t be such a cold arse!}  Hermione snapped back, stiffening in his arms.  {I did deal with it!  
Or rather, I improvised.  I’m just saying I’m highly uncomfortable with the fact that Draco knows 
what it feels like to fuck me!  And I don’t like the look in his eyes whenever he looks at me.  I want 
to tell him to sod off and leave me alone, and I can’t.  Not for that reason.  Not for the truth.  And I 
feel like he’s too arrogant a shite to trust to not try and touch me anyway.} 
 
[He won’t.  Not if he wants to be a Death Eater,]  Severus told her.  [Lucius is sponsoring him, 
and the elder Malfoy does not tolerate mistakes.  Draco knows this.] 
 
She lifted her head from his shoulder, frowning up at him, breaking their shared thoughts with the 
loss of skin-contact.  “…He isn’t a Death Eater, yet?  What the hell was he doing at that party, last 
night?” 
 
“Obviously attending under his father’s sponsorship.  Ostensibly, Draco is now the ‘man of the 
house’ at Malfoy Manor,”  the head of Slytherin reminded her out loud.  “After all, Lucius still has 
a ‘wanted: dead or alive’ bounty on his head for escaping from Azkaban and the Ministry of 

Magic over a year ago.  So it might be that he was there under the argument that he, and not 
Lucius, was the ‘host’ of the Death Eaters.  However it came about, he was there as a guest of 
Voldemort’s tolerance.  Robed and masked, maybe, but he’s not a Death Eater.  Not yet. 
 
“The one good thing about being a Death Eater is that it is forbidden to give the Mark to anyone 
who is still attending school.  It’s the one good thing the Dark Lord chose to do, when he started 
gathering his followers, shortly after I stupidly joined,”  Severus added, sighing roughly.  “He’ll 
use children if he can, as spies and informants, and however else he can, but he won’t accept them 
into his ranks until they’re out of school.  Away from Hogwarts.  Away from Dumbledore. 
 
“The Mark would be impossible for Draco Malfoy to hide from his House-mates…and if his 
House-mates knew about it, word would eventually get out to the rest of the school.  He would be 
expelled, possibly even locked up by the Ministry, and thus of no further use to Voldemort.  If he 
breaks the Veritamoria linking the two of us, he knows enough of how Voldemort works by now 
to know that he’d be punished severely for losing the high advantage of an unwitting spy in the 
enemy’s encampment.  He will not bother you,”  Severus reassured her, tucking her head against 
his wool-clad shoulder again, stroking the soft curls of her hair.  He continued silently,  [He will 
not dare.  Because I do know that Draco Malfoy wants more than anything to be a powerful Death 
Eater, just like his father.  He even asked me if I would sponsor him, if his father ever decided he 
would not.] 
 
Hermione sighed, feeling his sub-thoughted confidence in that fact.  {I hope you’re right.  
Just…just do me a favor and order one of us to sit away from the other in your classroom, at the 
start of the new term.  Potions is the only class I’m sharing with him for the rest of the year.  
Somewhere that I can’t see him staring at me, since I doubt you’d chide him for looking over his 
shoulder at me when he was supposed to be concentrating on his potion-making.} 
 
[Do you really think I would step out of character enough to lecture him for that?]  he asked her 
rhetorically.  Pressing a kiss to her brow, he squeezed her shoulders.  [Come.  The best thing to do 
right now is to get your mind off the problem.  We still have the rest of the Grimoires to study, the 
Polyjuice Potion to tend, and performance plans to lay for our next possible summoning.  You also 
said something about performing a kundalini yoni, or maybe a kundalini lingam.  I’ve finally had 
a chance to read up on those rituals in the Lingam-Yoni Conversations.  They’re both advanced 
Eromantic spells, but I think I’m up to meeting my portion of it…] 
 
{I think I’ll need an endurance charm of some kind, before I’ll be up to performing a kundalini 
lingam,}  she returned wryly.  {I could probably match your amount of enthusiasm for that sort of 
thing, but nowhere near your experience or your stamina.} 
 
[I think you underestimate your capacity for fellatio…and you could always stimulate me in other 
ways.  I do have a question for your tentative syllabus, though,]  Severus inquired, content to 
continue to stand with her in his sitting room, holding her against him.  [What, exactly, would you 
want to do with all the magical energy raised during a kundalini ritual?] 
 
That made her blink thoughtfully.  {You know?  I’m not really all that sure…} 
 
[You’d better decide, and soon,]  he admonished her.  Resting his jaw against her head, he looked 
absently across the room.  Then blinked and focused on the bank of windows lining one wall of 
the room.  [Hermione…it has occurred to me that we are in my suite.  In the morning.  During the 
hours of daylight.] 
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{So?}  she inquired, not budging in his arms, not even to turn and look at what had captured his 
attention enough to lift his head from hers. 
 
[I believe you mentioned once a desire to look out from this very sitting room at the view of the 
castle’s surroundings during the day.  Now would be the perfect opportunity,]  he offered. 
 
{Mm, yes; I did want to take a peek out your windows, didn’t I?} 
 
[…Are you going to move?]  he prodded somewhat tentatively as neither of them shifted away 
from the other one.  Neither one moving towards the incredible, restful view. 
 
{Don’t rush me.}  she grumbled mildly.  {I’m comfortable, at the moment.} 
 
He rested his jawline against her head once more.  Content to stand there with her.  […So am I.] 
 
Chapter XXX. 
 
[Oh god—oh Merlin—sweet suc…cubus, oh god, oh god—oh god oh god oh—stop…  Stop…]  “—
Stop!  Stop stop stop!” 
 
Hermione frowned as she removed her lips from his prick and her fingers from his fundament, 
leaning slightly against one thigh so she could get her hand free.  {What’s wrong this time?  
Everything seemed to be going fine!} 
 
[I…I can’t get there!]  It was a frustrated mental ejaculation.  [Something’s holding me back!]  
Lifting his hands to his head, Severus covered his face with his palms for a moment, then slid his 
fingers into the sweat-dampened tangle of his shoulderlength hair.  [God, this is frustrating…] 
 
{I could feel the orgasm rising up in you, you know,}  she pointed out. 
 
[Yes, but it’s not a kriya orgasm!]  he protested, flopping his arms out to either side.  [I can’t get 
the magic to rise within me!  Something’s holding me…  You!]  He sat up, bracing his arms on the 
mattress as he stared down at her, positioned on her belly between his thighs, her knees braced 
against the footboard and her feet hanging in the air over her rump.  [You are holding me back!] 
 
Offended, Hermione squirmed herself upright, releasing his flesh.  “Hey, I’m trying to assist you!  
You focus on the magic, I focus on the stimulation!  That’s exactly how the ritual is supposed to 
work.  I read the bloody thing five times, to be absolutely sure!” 
 
“Not up here,”  Severus told her, tapping his temple.  At her puzzled frown, he sought for the 
words to explain.  “You’re not concentrating on raising the magic—” 
 
“Of course not!  I’m concentrating on stimulating you gradually, until your magical energies are 
raised to a concurrent level,”  she groused, shifting again so that she could cross her legs.  “As I’m 
supposed to do, according to the ritual.” 
 
“And you’re concentrating on doing something other than raising the magic,”  he pointed out.  His 
hand flicked near his ear.  “I’m hearing your sub-thoughts, and it’s distracting me from the task at 
hand—it’s not your fault, ‘Mione,”  he added firmly as her frown deepened.  “I think it’s the 
Veritamoria.  These rituals are simply not designed with two telepathically linked wizards in 
mind.  Unless you’re travelling the kundalini path with me…I simply cannot achieve it.  
Understand?” 

 
“Because it’s a mental exercise,”  she concluded, sighing.  “For as long as we touch, our thoughts 
and sub-thoughts are shared, and for as long as those thoughts and sub-thoughts are different, 
neither of us will be able to achieve the disciplined unity of thought, magic and sexuality 
necessary to attain the necessary state of layayoga kriya.  Ergo, we won’t be able to do any 
kundalini rites.  Ruining a good chunk of the Hindi Eromantic rituals.” 
 
“Without the mastery of the kriyas, neither of us can achieve the mahatantra,”  he agreed dryly.  
“The penultimate of Eromantic energy-raisings.  You’re too much of an overachiever to let that 
one slip from your grip…but we cannot perform a kundalini as things stand.” 
 
“You’re right…  I hate admitting it, but you’re right.  We’re stalled on this one,”  Hermione 
agreed in a dejected mutter.  They both stared at each other, wondering what to do.  Beyond the 
windows to his right, to the right of the hearth and the door, a cloud passed over the face of the 
sun, dimming some of the light streaming into the chamber; they’d pushed the curtains back, since 
it wasn’t necessary to use candles for illumination at this hour. 
 
At first, Hermione had been a little hesitant about getting naked in front of those long, lozenged 
glass panels, but she knew that even if anyone could penetrate the concealment spells guarding 
this place, they’d have to be right outside the windows to make out the naked figures of her and 
the Potions Master, let alone whether or not they were locked in a carnal embrace. 
 
After a few moments, Severus sighed and rubbed his forehead with one hand.  A shift of his legs 
positioned him in a copy of her own cross-legged stance.  Black eyes stared into light brown, as he 
lowered his hand to tap the green velvet coverlet underneath them and spoke earnestly. 
 
“I don’t want to give up on this exercise,”  Severus asserted, studying her intensely.  “I’ve been 
interested in exploring Tantric Eromancy for a very long time, and now that I finally have a 
willing witch for a bedpartner, I am not going to let some liquid technicality get in my way,”  he 
growled.  “Do you, or do you not, feel the same way?” 
 
“Not quite in so many words,”  she agreed,  “but yes, I want to master this technique.  If we cannot 
do it separately, then we must figure out how to do it together.”  Shifting forward, she hovered her 
hand over his where it rested on the bedding, then glided her palm up the length of his forearm, 
keeping it an inch or so from his skin.  “We need to think this through.  The kundalini is one way 
of raising sexual magic within a witch or wizard; it is a common, effective way.  But it can’t be 
the only way.  That would be inefficient, and the Tantrist wizards and witches were anything but 
inefficient.  The goal…the goal is to use sexuality to raise magical power—” 
 
“—Incorrect.  Five points from Gryffindor,”  Severus chided her.  At the quirk of her brow, 
challenging him, he reminded her in his dry professor’s voice,  “The goal of the kundalini is to 
bring magical and sexual energy into alignment and unity, to then use that power for rituals and 
spells.” 
 
She blinked at him. 
 
“This is an extra-credit project, Miss Granger.  I’ll take points off if you make mistakes,”  he 
reminded her, as the sun came back out from behind the cloud, shining light onto the floor in a 
hatchwork pattern of lattice-shadows. 
 
“No, no, take them off if you like; I’m just thinking…what if we’ve been going about this the 
wrong way, all along?”  Hermione offered.  Her hands shaped the air as she explained.  “Both of 
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us have been trying to raise the power primarily through focusing on arousing the sexual energies 
first.  But if it’s one thing that the Veritamoria does for us, it’s that we can literally slip into a 
shared aftershock-memory of lust at the mere touch of a hand, and thus mutually raise ourselves to 
the point of orgasm with very little effort—our little tea party on Boxing Day, for a case in point.  
If we start with the magical aspect, we might actually get there a lot faster, or at least get 
somewhere further than we’ve been able to manage up to now.  Hand me the Conversations, will 
you?” 
 
Twisting, Severus leaned over and stretched out his arm.  Snagging the book from the nightstand 
next to his bed, he brought it back.  She took it from him and started flipping through the pages, 
muttering to herself.  Finally, she set the book down and started to turn it around so that it faced 
him.  He stopped her, pressing the book back onto the mattress.  “—Don’t bother; I can read it 
upside-down.  It’s practically a requirement for a teacher.” 
 
“Oh.  Right  Well, I suppose that would be handy,”  she murmured, distracted for a moment.  
Regathering her thoughts, she tapped the page.  “This particular ritual here isn’t specifically a 
kundalini, but it does fall into the broader category of the layayogas.  I think we can adapt it to the 
kundalini principle of energy-sex combining all the same.  Let’s see…we need you erect, first.” 
 
“I don’t think that will take much,”  her professor muttered, glancing at his half-erect shaft, still 
somewhat red and thick from her earlier ministrations.  “A touch of your lips should do it.” 
 
“Right.  Just a moment, then…”  Setting the book to the side, she dipped her head down and 
sucked him into her mouth.  An exclamation escaped him at the sudden suckling of his flesh; his 
fingers fisted in her hair. 
 
It didn’t take long at all to have his frustrated penis harder than the black wood of his wand.  
Tugging her head up, he released her hair and nodded.  “Right…I’m ready.” 
 
She consulted the book quickly to be sure of the next step.  “Then…I mount you.” 
 
“Lying down, or…?” 
 
“Sitting up, like this.  We’ll have to maintain eye-contact,”  Hermione informed him as she 
crawled over his lap.  She straddled his thighs, he positioned his shaft, and she sank onto him.  A 
sigh escaped both of them, and she groaned softly.  {Oh, I really don’t think it’ll be a problem for 
the two of us to raise sexual energy, together…} 
 
[Now what?]  Severus inquired, disciplining his mind to focus on the task at hand, rather than the 
sex at hand. 
 
{Mm?  Oh, yes.}  Glancing to the side, she read the rest of the ritual.  {We look each other in the 
eyes, and focus our magic into a doubled-back ouroboros-ring.  From your penis to my vagina, up 
my spine and out my right eye, into your mind, out your right eye into my left eye, down the front 
of my belly.  From my vagina to your penis, up your spine, out your right eye into my left, out my 
right eye into your left, down the front of your belly and from your sexual organs to mine, starting 
the cycle again.} 
 
He gave her a bemused look.  [You lost me in there, somewhere.] 
 
“Here,”  she said out loud, snapping her fingers and conjuring a small, heatless yellow flame 
without wand or word.  “I’ll show you the path.” 

 
[You conjured that with practically no effort.]  Severus murmured, curious.  [You’re a 
Pyromancer?] 
 
She shrugged.  [I’ve always been able to conjure and control fires.  Before my letter to Hogwarts 
came, my parents were afraid I was secretly a pyromaniac.  Whenever I got really mad or 
frightened as a child…things would burn.  Little fires, sparks and candleflames for the most part.  
Harry’s got Parseltongue, Tonks is a Metamorphmagus…I’m a natural Pyromancer.  I’m not a 
really strong one or anything—I’ll never be as famous as Frederick “von Firebug”, the wizard 
who burnt down London back in 1666, and I hope to never be that infamous—but fire spells are 
easier for me than almost any other spell, save maybe Transfigurations.  And locking spells.} 
 
[I always had more of an affinity for liquids and water-spells,]  he murmured.  [Not quite a full-
fledged Aquamancer like Lorelei of the Rhine, but I probably rate close to your own level.] 
 
{That would certainly help your Potions skills,}  she agreed.  Out loud, Hermione continued, 
bringing the subject back to the original point.  “Anyway, follow the light, and focus your power.  
When you exhale, that’s when your energy goes out your eye—no, wait, sorry,”  she corrected 
herself, peering at the book.  “It goes down your belly and out through your penis.  It comes in 
through my vagina and up my spine when I inhale.” 
 
The heatless flamelette traced the prescribed path as they eyed each other.  Severus inhaled, then 
exhaled, watching it dance across their bodies.  She inhaled as his breath gusted out through his 
nose, watching it as well. 
 
{…Smoothly; breathe smoothly,}  she admonished him.  {Right…I think I can feel a tingle of it.  I 
exhale, you inhale, and I push the energy back into you, down through my belly and up through 
your spine…}  The flamelette danced the path, making him crane his head for a moment, until she 
banished the flamelet with another flick of her fingers.  {Sort of like that, save that we’ve got to 
maintain eye-contact.  Because it’s sort of like sloshing water in the bathtub.} 
 
That made him look at her again, quirking an eyebrow. 
 
{Well, it is,}  she defended her analogy.  {You start out with small waves, and work your way up 
to the big ones.  We’ve got to keep looking at each other, because we’ve got to get the energy 
flowing and rocking back and forth high and hard enough for it to rise up your spine, exit your 
eyes, and enter my mind, loop around and flow back down through your mind and into your belly, 
so it can come up my spine, exit my eyes, loop through your mind, and flow down my belly to rise 
up your spine.} 
 
[Ah, I see the path of it now.  This sounds like it should be very difficult to coordinate between the 
average couple, but I suspect it will in fact be quite easy for the two of us, linked as we are.]  He 
craned his head for a moment, reading the ritual for himself, then faced her again.  [Ready?] 
 
{I’m willing to give it the old school try if you are,}  she quipped, smiling at him as she 
extinguished the flamelette with a flick of her hand. 
 
He thought was repressive.  [You’re still in school, Miss Granger.  Try not to forget that.] 
 
{Wet blanket,}  she chided, smiling.  {Okay.  Discipline.  Magical power…and…inhale while you 
exhale…exhale while you inhale…and whatever we do, we do not break eye-contact for more than 
a blink.} 
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[Push the power into you…draw it into me,]  he murmured as they matched their breath.  [I need to 
shift position to get comfortable,]  he warned her.  Squirming reminded both of them that he was 
still buried within her.  Wrapping his arms around her back to keep himself comfortably upright, 
he let her loop her own arms around his shoulders.  [Alright.  We begin.  Inhale…exhale…] 
 
{Exhale…inhale…add in more of our powers with each successive breath…} 
 
He was right.  It was easy.  The most either of them had to concentrate on was adding their magic 
to their breathing, and keeping their pacing even and steady.  With so much flesh touching, it was 
easy to coordinate their inhales and exhales, at first at the thought-level, then at the sub-thought, 
and finally sinking low enough into their reflexes that they could focus on raising the trickle of 
power passing back and forth between them into a stronger flow. 
 
Every time his power flowed into her at the base of the cycle, she could feel his penis twitching 
slightly.  Every time it came back down and poured up into him, he could feel her vagina contract 
just a little bit.  For a moment the rhythm almost faltered as they shared a sub-thought that the 
sexual aspect would indeed be easy to access, but discipline smoothed the rocking flow, and the 
power-flow gradually increased between them. 
 
Neither of them permitted themselves a coherent thought; coherency seemed to interrupt the tide.  
The discipline learned of having to close off sub-thoughts and cease them for mental privacy, 
thanks to the Veritamoria, gave them the chance to focus entirely on raising their powers 
incrementally with each back-and-forth flow. 
 
The first jolt of his power flowing up through her spine and out through her eyes, into his own 
made Hermione blink and Severus jump, for it emerged as an actual faint, shimmering sparkle.  
They almost lost the rhythm, but a few more cycles regained ground, and in a few more, it 
happened again.  This time, neither jumped.  Rather, by unspoken agreement, they increased their 
magical efforts, until the faint shimmering was a sparkling, gold-and-silver light that almost 
competed with the sunlight glowing through the windows to her left, his right. 
 
Spheres of magic blossomed around their heads, their shoulders, their hips, humming and 
crackling faintly.  They started drifting, moving slowly, half of them moving one way, half the 
other, manifestations of the magic being raised.  The cycle surged through their bodies, through 
their minds, stronger than ever; the spheres whirled around them, passing through the material of 
the bed as if it wasn’t even there, rotating slightly with each spin, until they were wrapped in a 
shimmering, spark-trailing cocoon of magical comets, or perhaps Muggle electrons grown 
exponentially huge. 
 
The tremors started in Severus, first.  They rippled up his spine and shuddered down his belly with 
the surging, squeezing force of the magic between them.  The kriyas travelled up Hermione’s 
spine, shuddering down her belly with a gasp, contracting her flesh around his shaft as her eyes 
widened.  His narrowed slightly, bringing the sub-thoughted reminder of the discipline they had to 
maintain.  She countered by pouring not only more power into the cycle, but the sensual feel of his 
hard shaft occupying her soft folds.  He pushed back with the feel of her hardened nipples 
brushing against the lightly haired muscles of his chest, increasing the ante with the increase of his 
magic.  She saw his challenge and raised it by shifting her hands, scraping her nails down his back 
as he exhaled his power into her body, because she knew how much he liked that, sexually. 
 
He called her bet, raking his own nails down her spine in time with the magic rushing down her 
belly, shuddering into his flesh.  The kriyas were now strong enough, both of them were swaying 

from the surging energies.   Eyes locked with his, she laid down the recollection of them at the 
table in the sitting room, sharing not just high-tea, but a sexual memory strong enough to bring 
both of them to completion.  He met it and matched it with his own memories of that event, their 
thoughts merging and swirling and cycling in near-perfect synchrony.  The whirling spheres 
increased in both their speed and their illumination, blurring and blinding the rest of the room 
from their view, forming not just a cocoon, but a shell, a sphere. 
 
Pulses of light, surges of power throbbed between them, thrusting into her, slamming around 
him—power was sex, within the confines of that glittering, sizzling sphere.  But it was unlike sex, 
because unlike sex, the magic had to have some trigger, some place to go—there was no 
completion to be found in just raising the power.  Shaking so hard with the force of the kundalini 
kriya raised, literally making the canopied bed creak and judder around them, they both looked at 
each other, Severus studying her too-young face without any conscious thought of what to do with 
all that power enveloping him beyond riding out the storm surging between them, Hermione 
peering into his age-lined one, so wrapped up in the sensations that she wasn’t even sure of her 
own existence. 
 
And in that moment, a single shared wish, so deeply buried it wasn’t even a sub-sub-thought, 
flashed between their interlinked minds.  The ouroboros within them broke. 
 
Chapter XXXI. 
 
Power poured down from his body into hers, accompanying the pulsing of his semen as it jetted 
into her body.  Magic surged up her spine, passed from her eye to his, and poured right down his 
belly to join the spurting liquid and energy searing pleasure through her body.  Sizzling balls of 
lightning squeezed into his flesh as her crevasse contracted around his shaft, forcing its way up his 
spine and out his deep, black eyes, plummeting through her belly to complete the cycle and begin 
it again.  Breathing was panting was gasping was not even breathing at all as power and pleasure 
thundered through both of their bodies, whirling in a double ring of opposing, complimenting 
energies. 
 
The scintillating, pulsing energies swirled inward, draining into their bodies as their mutual 
orgasm slowly subsided.  Hermione found herself staring into Severus’ eyes as the last of the 
energy winked out.  Her inner muscles still contracted occassionally, proof of a smashingly good 
orgasm, but she didn’t feel like she usually did, after an orgasm.  {That was strange.  I feel…calm.  
Strangely calm.  Serene, even.} 
 
[I feel rather energized, myself,]  he returned, meeting her gaze with a wondering look of his own.  
[What kind of a spell was that?  I don’t recognize the feel of it.] 
 
{You mean, you didn’t pick the focus of the spell?}  Hermione asked him. 
 
He shook his head slowly, staring at her warily.  [No.  I wasn’t thinking that clearly.  I’m thinking 
very clearly right now, though.  We’d picked a spell to strengthen the defenses of this Chamber, I 
remember that.  But…I wasn’t thinking of anything at all, when the magic found its release.  You 
weren’t thinking of anything either, were you?] 
 
She shook her head in a slow copy of his own.  {Not a blessed thing.  Not that I’m aware of, that 
is.  If I wasn’t thinking of anything, and you weren’t thinking of anything…what did the magic 
do?} 
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Severus shrugged.  [I don’t know, but…I feel good.  Great.  Relaxed, energized, healthy.  Fit as the 
proverbial fiddle, to sink so low as to borrow an over-abused cliche’.] 
 
{Well, whatever it was, I don’t think this mystery spell harmed either of us, because I feel really 
good, too,}  Hermione agreed with a mental sigh.  She eyed his body, then his face.  {Hell, you 
look good, Severus.  Less…stressed.  More relaxed.  Less worn-out.} 
 
[I feel less worn-out.  We seem to be doing a lot of that, don’t we?]  he observed dryly.  At her 
inquiring sub-thought, he expanded his comment.  [Creating mysterious bits of magic.  First the 
Anima Vigo potion, and now this…’feel-good’ spell,]  he mocked.  [What next, an unknown sexual 
positioning charm?  A new kind of aphrodesiac plant?] 
 
{I don’t know.  Thanks to the Veritamoria, there seems to be a lot more variables to account for 
than we’ve been keeping track of, so far,}  she worried, chewing on her lower lip. 
 
[Please don’t do that.] 
 
She looked at him.  His gaze had fastened on the teeth imprisoning her lip.  {Do what?} 
 
[Make me want to kiss you.]  The look in his eyes when he lifted them again was dark, knowing.  
Unlike the one she’d received that morning from Malfoy, this one didn’t unnerve her.  Rather, it 
aroused her.  She liked the idea of him knowing  her, and how to please her, carnally. 
 
{Just by nibbling on my lips?}  she inquired, arching her brow.  Amusement colored her mind-
voice. {And if I were to…lick them?} 
 
She suited action to thought, moistening her lower lip in a side-to-side sweep of the pink tip of her 
tongue.  A low, rough sound rose up from somewhere deep in his chest, though it was too soft to 
be a growl and too short to be a moan.  When she shifted her tongue to her upper lip, he leaned in, 
angling his head so that he could capture her mouth with his own.  [Allow me…] 
 
He licked her lips.  He laved them, he nipped at them, he parted them and suckled on first the 
upper one, then the lower one.  She returned each move, each caress, catching his lower lip gently 
in her teeth, drawing on it.  Her tongue invaded, sparred and parried with his, slipped and 
caressed, tasted and lapped.  It was a kiss of sex, of penetration and stimulation.  Her hands 
skimmed over the angles and bones of his thin, rangy body, exploring the lean, muscled, sparsely 
furred planes of his chest, the scarred sinew of his back.  His fingers caressed and sculpted her 
own flesh, shaping and identifying each curve, palming the softness and stroking the firmness in 
the differences between her breasts and her biceps, her ribs and her hips. 
 
Their position, upright and entangled together, wasn’t suitable anymore.  Tipping them over onto 
their sides, Severus unfolded his legs, moving carefully so as not to dislodge his restored erection 
from the velvety depths of her body, nor bereft his mouth of the beguiling taste of her lips.  [The 
taste of you, the feel, the scent, the warmth and wetness of you… 
 
[God, you make me feel like a new man.  Every time is an adventure in deliciousness.  You’re like 
a bloody feast, and I’m never quite sure which dish I should savor next.]  He rolled over her, 
burying his face in the curve of her neck as his hips slowly pumped.  [I love the taste of you when 
you’re writhing with unbridled lust.  And the flavor of you when you’re whimpering with an elixir 
of pain and desire, your arse red from a paddling and your quim brimming with juices, begging to 
be fucked.  The essence of you—I could bathe in your essence, your own elixir, your personal, 
unique, heady, delicious flavor.] 

 
His movements were languid, as if they had all the time in the universe to couple like this.  
Hermione stroked his hair back from the side of his face, inhaling the mingling scents of sex and 
lust and masculine musk.  {I love the way you smell, Severus—I love the way you feel, all warm 
and hard, firm yet soft in places.  I want to savor every inch of you as you penetrate my flesh.  I 
love the way you look into my eyes, hard and wary, shuttered yet vulnerable.  I love hearing your 
thoughts, and your sub-thoughts, the way you revel in each of your senses whenever we make love.  
I love the way I still ache deep inside, after I’ve left you, and the feel of your seed wet and 
dripping within my depths, when I don’t use the cleaning-charm—} 
 
[Oh, God!]  he exclaimed, a fervent prayer escaping his mind as his hips bucked at the erotic 
imagery accompanying her thought.  [I…want…to coat you in it!] 
 
Coherent thought fell behind as he thrust harder and faster.  Caught up in his lust, Hermione 
gripped his shoulders, then clawed at his back, nipping at his throat.  He growled and nipped back, 
his teeth scraping her skin.  The thrill that shot through her widened her eyes, sparking a quick, 
inquiring thought.  {…Shall we Anima Vigo?} 
 
[Don’t mind if I do,]  he replied,and growled into her neck, biting her harder.  Hermione shuddered 
under the stimulation of the pain, head pressing back into the velvet of the coverlet, growling 
herself in encouragement.  Their lovemaking became increasingly more savage, yet still somewhat 
tender.  Until he pulled out of her, rolling her onto her stomach.  A tug at her hips brought her up 
onto her knees.  Bowing his frame over hers, Severus found her core and thrust back inside, 
bracing his arms behind hers, nipping at the soft skin on either side of her spine with his teeth.  It 
wasn’t easy for him to focus, but he managed to ask,  [Do you…remember…when your Anima 
wore off…and mine hadn’t?] 
 
The memory was enough to tip her over the edge into near-mindless, kinky carnality.  Snarling, 
she bowed her head, snapping at his forearm with her teeth.  Hauling her roughly upright, Severus 
caged her with one arm under her breasts, the other hand across her mouth.  Not to muffle her, but 
to offer his flesh in a more convenient position for the pleasure-pain bite of her teeth.  Splaying 
her thighs to either side of his knees, he dropped back on his heels just long enough for her to sink 
her teeth into the fleshy pad at the base of his thumb, then bit into her shoulder and bucked his 
hips, thrusting up into her at the same time. 
 
The position was creative.  And stimulating—very stimulating.  Thighs flexing, he pounded into 
her from below, pistoning his hips with a feral growl, feeling her shudder and come apart in his 
arms, teeth breaking the skin of his palm even as his own scored their own mark in her shoulder.. 
 
Orgasm was a dizzying, animalistic, mindless rollercoaster of sensation.  Her hands reached back 
and clutched at his hair, pulling at the clumps of it caught between her fingers as she first hissed, 
then threw her head back on his shoulder with a holler.  His hands grabbed her breasts, clawed at 
her ribs, bruised her hips as he slammed one final time into her pleasure-clenched body with a 
matching, hoarse yell. 
 
When they fell from that gut-tightening peak, they collapsed to one side; her head dangled off the 
edge of the bed, while his elbow and upper arm were caught uncomfortably under the weight of 
her body.  But when she shifted forward off his arm, curling her body so that her head was back 
on the mattress again, he growled and shifted forward, covering her with his larger frame, nipping 
her shoulder in primitive warning to not move away from him again, before nuzzling her gently 
and relaxing against her back with a sigh. 
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They rested like that for a few minutes.  Hermione finally sighed and squirmed over onto her back, 
twisting in his arms.  Their limbs tangled together as she turned a little more and faced him, their 
bodies straightening from the spooned curves they had made…but in doing so, his head dropped 
off the side of the bed.  Disgruntled, Severus stared up at the canopy, then lifted his head with a 
grunt.  [I am not going to snuggle with you with my head dangling halfway to the floor, Hermione.  
Budge over.] 
 
{I thought we were basking in the exhausted aftermath of some rather fantastic rabid-rabbit sex, 
not ‘snuggling’,}  she quipped lazily, mind thick with repleted contentment, though she was still 
panting heavily.  {Give me a moment; I’m still recovering.} 
 
[‘Rabid-rabbit’ sex?  How droll.  I dare you to say that five times fast,]  he retorted, tightening his 
arms around her.  A heave, and he rolled them over, squirming both of them more fully onto the 
bed.  In passing, he noted the dark smears both of them were leaving behind.  [Urgh…bloodstains 
on my bed.  Those house-elves had better be able to get that out of a velvet coverlet.  We should’ve 
done this in one of the spare bedrooms, otherwise.] 
 
{Do you reckon we managed to create Anima Vigo this time?}  she asked him idly, glad to just lie 
there as her heartbeat gradually slowed from its rapid tattoo against her ribs. 
 
[I can’t feel my hips at the moment, let alone bend enough to look at them, Hermione.  I also have 
the Conversations tome unpleasantly digging one of its corners into my ribs.]  He lay there for a 
few heartbeats, then craned his head, lifting it from the mattress.  It thumped back onto the 
coverlet after a moment, mission unaccomplished.  [I can’t see anything.  Not from this angle.  
You?] 
 
{You know, looking at my groin is not really in the top three of my priorities right now?}  she 
mused lightly.  {Breathing would be my number one priority, followed by slowing my heartrate, 
followed by regaining all the energy I just lost.  I’m not sure what fourth is, yet, but fifth would 
probably be checking to see if we made any sort of a Vigo potion.} 
 
[Would fourth perhaps be kissing me? Oh—]  He started to wince at that telling thought, then 
sighed roughly.  [You know, I’m not going to even bother to protest that one.  There’s no point in 
even trying.] 
 
She shifted her head on his chest, craning it to look up at him.  {As soon as I recover some energy, 
you’re next on my list.  Promise.} 
 
[Good.  You are a good kisser, you know.] 
 
He waited patiently.  Finally, she shifted and squirmed a little higher on his chest.  Their lips met, 
touching softly, not quite briefly.  It wasn’t long, but it didn’t have to be; all it had to be was 
satisfying, and it was definitely that.  Only then did she twist and bend at the waist to peer down 
the length of his body, squinting at his groin. 
 
{…Bingo!} 
 
[What kind of a magic word is that?]  he asked her, confused by it. 
 
{It’s a Muggle exclamation.  In this case, it means I see coppery glitter, alright.  I think we’ve got 
ourselves another bottle’s worth of animal-sex potion, down there.  Merlin, that came out 
sounding rather kinky didn’t it?} 

 
[Hermione, kinky is using just the feather.  Perverted is using the whole chicken.  That potion is 
turning into the whole damned chicken, not just using one.] 
 
Hermione laughed, caught off guard by that.  {Oh!  Merlin—do you know what that makes me, if I 
want to snog you while you’ve eaten a Canary Cream?} 
 
[I’m afraid to ask.  We need to get it bottled quickly; it loses its potency with exposure to air,]  he 
reminded her dryly as she laughed again, though the corners of his mouth had turned up just a 
little.  Enough energy had been recovered in his body to push himself up onto one elbow as her 
giggles subsided.  [Yes, it does look the same as before.  But we should test it to be certain.]  
Reaching under himself, he extracted the Lingam-Yoni Conversations book from the bruise it was 
still gouging in his ribs, tossing it aside, then stretched a little further to grab his wand from the 
nightstand. 
 
{Shall you get down the adimeresphere then, or should I?}  Hermione offered, though she didn’t 
move away from his body, let alone the bed.  {I’d need an hour or two of recovery time before 
testing it more directly than that.} 
 
“First things first.  Accio bottle,”  he ordered, flicking the wand.  A green-glass bottle smacked 
into his hand.  “If this is a true conjuring of Anima Vigo, you’ll have proven you can replicate an 
accidental creation under purposeful circumstances.  That’ll be worth something for your extra-
credit project.” 
 
“Yes, but I could not have managed it without some rather outstanding assistance,”  she praised 
him, smirking as collected the brew with a mutter and a pass of his wand.   
 
Corking the vial as soon as it was full, he dipped his head, kissing her.  It didn’t take long from the 
kiss to shift from sweet to carnal, both of them feeling the stirrings of returning desire flowing 
again before he pulled away.  “Mm…I may not know yet what that magic did to us, but it certainly 
hasn’t adversely affected my stamina.  Rather the opposite.” 
 
“Quite,”  she agreed, slipping a hand down over her breasts with a contented sigh as she glanced at 
his semi-turgid shaft.  His eyes glittered as they followed the path of her hand.  Experimentally, 
she drew her hand back up to her breasts, circled the nipple, then slid it all the way down to the 
brown curls of her groin.  The breath shuddered out of his lungs in a rough, drawn-out sigh.  It 
changed to a growl as her fingers wiggled enticingly down there, riveting his attention. 
 
“You.  Shower.  Now,”  he ordered her when he remembered to breathe.  Catching those naughty 
fingers in his hand, he tugged her off the bed with him.  Setting the green bottle on the top of the 
bureau, Severus scooped Hermione up into his arms.  “Classtime is temporarily suspended in 
favor of a little holiday-making.” 
  
Chapter XXXII. 
 
Arms looped around his shoulders, cradled against his chest and in quite a good mood, Hermione 
dared to tease him as he carried her into the bathroom.  Curling one of his silky-soft, slightly oily 
locks around her finger, she inquired lightly,  “Does this mean I finally get to satisfy six years’ 
worth of urges to scrub, set and style your hair?  .Maybe I could even give it a little trim…  W hat 
do you think?” 
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The look he gave her while setting her on her feet in the shower was a quelling one.  [Don’t hold 
your breath.] 
 
“Oh, give it a rest!”  she snorted out loud as he released her.  Turning away from him, she reached 
for the shower taps, twiddling the handles.  “Do you really think I’d let you walk out of here 
looking or acting any differently than you normally do?  Sour, greasy-haired, ill-tempered, bitter, 
nasty, sneering, domineering, terrorizing…” 
 
As the warm water came spraying down out of the broad, flat shower head, drenching them, he 
caught her hands with his, lifting and flattening them against the tiled wall, pressing his body 
against hers from knees to cheekbones as water dripped off their hair.  The dominant stance send a 
pang of arousal through her, a thrill that he could also feel.  […You cannot hide your sub-thoughts 
from me, Hermione.  You like it when I sneer; admit it!  You love it when I dominate the 
classroom, terrorizing the students with just a few well-chosen words.]  A brief, soft laugh escaped 
his throat as he nuzzled the side of her face with his nose.  [For a Gryffindor, you are a most 
perverse woman, revelling in all the qualities that make me such a successful Slytherin…] 
 
{Opposites do attract,}  she dared to remind him as the water poured down around them, slowly 
steaming up the room.  {You’re sour, I’m sweet.  You’re Slytherin, I’m Gryffindor.  You’re dark-
haired, I’m…well, light brown-haired.  You’re tall, I’m short.  You’re a man, I’m a woman…} 
 
[So I’ve noticed.]  Sliding his right hand up the length of her arm, he caught and cupped one 
breast, kneading it gently.  [You’re soft.]  His groin rubbed against her backside, letting her know 
without a doubt that he was aroused.  [I’m hard…] 
 
{You certainly are,}  she sighed as he stooped a little, gliding his shaft along her crevasse.  She 
whimpered when he stopped moving after only a few, teasing thrusts. 
 
[…Merlin, I’m as randy as a teenager, today,]  Severus muttered, before withdrawing the warmth 
of his frame from her backside.  Turning her around by the shoulders, he studied her, curves 
glistening with water as the spray from the shower continued to drench them both.  [Then again, I 
have good reason to be, with a sight like this before me…] 
 
{Ditto,}  Hermione returned breathlessly, surveying the planes of his pale, dark-haired chest with 
equal appreciation.  Sub-thoughts in accord with his, she wrapped her arms around his waist even 
as he returned embrace, their lips meeting and mating, water splattering unheeded around them. 
 
They broke apart a little while later.  Water spiked the black lashes framing Severus’ dark eyes as 
he looked down at her, sub-thoughts chasing themselves through his mind.  [Now that I’ve had 
another kiss,]  he murmured, settling on one of the things he wanted to do with her while in his 
shower,  […I think I shall bathe you from head to toe.] 
 
Stepping back, he reached for a bar of soap sitting in a niche in the wall.  Hermione, spotting it as 
she wiped water from her eyes, wrinkled her nose.  “Don’t you have anything other than that plain 
soap?” 
 
A black brow arched her way.  She shrugged defensively. 
 
“It’s a bit harsh on my skin.  And it does nothing for my hair.  Last time we showered together, it 
took me almost half an hour to get all the knots and tangles brushed free.  You don’t even have 
any hair-conditioner, do you?” 
 

“My entire physical persona as the ‘greasy, black bat of Hogwarts’ is predicated on my seeming 
lack of hygienic refinement, Hermione,”  he reminded her dryly, lathering his hands around the 
bar before setting it back.  Beckoning her out of the spray, he slid his hands up her arm, soaping 
her skin.  His fingers slowed, a frown pinching his brow as he caught the sub-thought underlying 
her distaste for his soap.  […You use Muggle cleansers?  Whyever would you stoop to such things, 
when I know you are perfectly capable of mixing up a much more suitable brew from the 
ingredients here at the school?] 
 
{Gee, could it be because my Potions Professor keeps all of the spare ingredients for such things 
under lock-and-key?}  she quipped back just as dryly as he had spoken.  {And just maybe because 
I don’t usually bother to read the sort of witch-oriented magazines that contain the sort of useful 
‘hair-creme’ potions one would need.  I’m usually too busy doing my homework.  You also haven’t 
exactly been teaching those sorts of potions in your classes in the last seven years, for that 
matter.} 
 
[Ah, so it’s my fault.  Clearly, the curriculum needs to be changed; apparently your N.E.W.T. 
exams should be on how to brew up an anti-wrinkling creme, or sixteen different ways to hide 
unsightly grey hair,]  he mock-argued sardonically as he massaged the fingers of her hand, 
lathering every inch of her arm.  His next thought was flat, uncompromising, as he stroked up 
towards her shoulder.  [Not until Dumbledore himself says that Voldemort is one hundred percent 
dead, is proven to be unresurrectable, and I’ve personally performed a flamenco-dance on his 
ashes.] 
 
{You can flamenco-dance?}  Hermione enquired, distracted as much by the thought of him 
dancing something passionately Latin as by the ticklish sensation of him manipulating her arm 
around so that he could lather her armpit. 
 
He shot her an unreadable look.  Unfortunately, the Veritamoria between them ruined any attempt 
he might’ve made under more normal circumstances to hide his thoughts.  He gave up when she 
arched her brow, sensing his sub-thoughts.  [No, though I’d like to learn how, one of these years.  I 
like classical Spanish guitar music, among other kinds.] 
 
{Well, I know you like other kinds of classical, too.  What other kinds of music do you like?}  she 
enquired, curious. 
 
He broke away to relather his hands.  “All sorts.  Opera, string quartets, accoustic guitar, arias, 
symphonic pieces—” 
 
“—Classical music, in other words,”  she interjected. 
 
“Not just classical.  Other genres as well, though not all kinds.  I find most jazz-styles to be the 
equivalent of fingernails scraped down a chalkboard, with the exception of one particular type.  I 
believe the Muggles call them ‘torch’ songs…though they’re almost inevitably more about 
unfulfilled romantic needs than burning down villages.” 
 
She winced, laughing.  “They’re only called ‘torch’ songs because the singer is ‘carrying a torch’ 
for someone, in sort of a chivalric-era, Court of Love style attitude of longing and desire from 
afar.” 
 
[I know that, Hermione,]  he smiled wryly, soaping her other arm with slow, sure strokes of his 
palms.  [I was attempting to be humorous.] 
 

 122



{Well, okay; you did make me laugh,}  she agreed, enjoying the massage he was giving her arm.  
{Mmm…you really do have nice hands.  Very strong, and yet delicate and sure in their 
touch…mm, deft.  That’s the word I’d use for them.  You have very deft hands.} 
 
[Thank you.  It pays to have steady hands when dealing with potion ingredients.  As for the rest of 
my musical tastes…I also despise rap.  It is nothing more than badly written poetry.  Very badly 
written poetry, for the most part,]  he amended.  [Though I will admit that much of the rhythm of 
rap is often well-constructed.  And country-and-western music, modern or classical, should be 
banned from all venues but Azkaban Prison.  Oh, and that horrid Muggle torture-device, muzak.  I 
was in an elevator, once.  Thought I’d been accidentally sent to Hell.  Other than that, I like most 
everything I hear, but I suppose I especially like classical music.  It can be very soothing to listen 
to at the end of a particularly trying day…  Ah, and now I get the joy of soaping your lovely, 
plump breasts, as soon as I relather my fingers…] 
 
{…Our, um, musical tastes are very similar, then,}  Hermione observed when he came back with 
more lather, circling and cupping and gently kneading his fingers over the soft globes defining her 
chest.  {I can’t stand country, I don’t like rap, I’m too impatient with all the odd chords to enjoy 
jazz, and I find classical quite relaxing, though it’s not the only thing I like.  And I firmly believe 
the creators and musicians of muzak should spend time in Azkaban.  Actually, I think that would 
torment the dementors, instead of the other way ‘round.}  She laughed softly as a memory 
surfaced.  {I remember, I was at my parents’ dentistry practice, one afternoon this last summer, 
whiling away the time before we were due to head off to my judo class, when I heard this KISS 
song being played over the radio speakers as a muzak piece.  It was horrid!  Erm, KISS is one of 
the older modern rock bands, out of—} 
 
[—Out of America, yes, I know who and what they are,]  Severus murmured.  [I confiscated an 
album of theirs from a student, once, and after charming it to play to know what it was about, I 
discovered I actually liked ‘heavy metal’.  On the rare occasion that I’m in the mood for it, that 
is…  I didn’t realize how ticklish your ribs were,]  he observed as she squirmed under the fingers 
lathering her sides. 
 
{I, ah, think it’s overstimulation from all that fondling you’re doing,}  she hedged. 
 
He smiled.  [Your sub-thoughts give you away, Miss Granger.  There are no secrets, 
unfortunately, between a Veritamoria-bound couple.  A little more lather, I think, before tackling 
your luscious legs…] 
 
“Is this all you want to do?”  Hermione enquired, watching him in curiosity as he soaped his hands 
and came back to her.  {Lather me up and let the shower wash it all away again?} 
 
[I want to take you on the floor of the shower, enjoying the way you slip and slide under my body 
as I fuck you across the floor-tiles,]  he returned, not entirely detatched from that dryly-recited 
surface thought.  [Is that clear enough?] 
 
The erotic imagery accompanying his words made her moan softly.  {Er…yeah.  Quite.  Would 
you like me to lather your body, too?} 
 
[It wouldn’t be absolutely necessary to ensure my enjoyment of the moment, but you may, if you 
wish,]  he allowed generously. 
  
{Oh, it just became absolutely necessary,}  she countered with a firm, quick nod.  {How long will 
the heating-spell last on the water down here?} 

 
[I believe they’re the same pipes that feed the rest of the school, so I’d imagine for quite a long 
while, given the size of the boiler-tanks.] 
 
{Good.}  Shifting away, she picked up the soap and lathered her palms.  She answered his arched-
brow inquiry when she touched her white-foamed hands to his chest.  {I don’t want to freeze to 
death while you’re fucking me across the floor-tiles.} 
 
[Ah, a practical woman.  I like that.}  He resumed his careful, teasing cleansing of her chest. 
 
Soap-slicked fingers slid across wet skin, as they carefully lathered each other, caressing ribs, 
stroking thighs, soaping backs, scrubbing bellies, tickling knees—Severus had ticklish calves and 
knees, it turned out.  A fair trade for her squirm-inducing ribs.  They tussled wordlessly for a few 
moments as she skimmed her fingers along his calves and he wriggled his fingers along her sides, 
laughing and panting, until a mental truce was declared, and sealed with a kiss and a slippery 
embrace. 
 
He turned to let her massage his back with more lather.  In the steamy heat of the shower, the 
sunlight coming through the concealed windows over the lavatory off to the side made his scars 
stand out a little more.  Hermione couldn’t help wondering what they were from, and not just at 
the sub-thought level.  {Are you ever going to tell me where these came from?} 
 
He glanced over his shoulder at her.  She was tracing the angled, uneven stripes with her 
fingertips.  It helped that she was simply curious, not morbidly so, but still…  Sighing, Severus 
gave in and told her.  He wouldn’t have been able to keep it a secret for very much longer, 
anyway.  [My father.  He used to beat me with his wand.  And a belt, and a switch, and a spell, 
whatever he could get his hands on when he was angry with me.] 
 
{Oh.}  Her fingertips stilled on the scars. 
 
[Spare me your sympathy.]  It was a tight admonition, but his sub-thoughts gave away his 
agitation. 
 
Hermione flattened his palms on his back, stroking and lathering, covering over the marks.  
{Alright, then.  No sympathy.  How about some outrage, instead?  Is your father dead, or do I get 
the pleasure of ensuring that particular task?} 
 
[He’s dead.] 
 
The flat statement came with a sub-thought that was too emotionally wrought to entirely suppress.  
Hermione frowned thoughtfully.  {…Something to do with the Death Eaters?} 
 
[Voldemort wanted him to join.  My father sneered at him and told him he wouldn’t join ‘a purity-
club run by a half-blooded nobody’.  Lucius and I were both there, at the time.  Voldemort…he 
didn’t take it well.  I don’t want to talk about this, anymore.  It’s ruining the mood.] 
 
There was more to his memories than what he was thinking consciously.  Some of the sub-
thoughts came through, mingling with the previous memories she had sensed from him on the 
subject of his father and his family life.  {Sorry—and yes, I’m thinking sympathetic thoughts.  As 
much of a hateful bastard as he probably was, he was still your father,}  she commiserated 
quietly.  {Was that the reason why…?} 
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[No; it wasn’t why I turned.  But it was one more straw on the burdened back of my thinking about 
why I’d joined them.  And my mood is now utterly ruined.] 
 
He started to turn away, tense and stiff, but Hermione wrapped her arms around him.  {So what if 
it’s ruined?  It can be regained.}  Her arms, slick with soap, slid down his ribs.  Crouching a little, 
she started lathering his loins, gently massaging his flaccid penis and toying with the masculine 
spheres hidden inside his scrotum as she slid her frothy breasts along his equally slippery back  
{That’s in the past, and this is the present.  It’s simply a part of what’s made you the man you are 
today.  And I do like the man you are today.  Most bits of you.} 
 
[Most bits?]  he inquired, relaxing into her gentle, stimulating grip.  Enough to actually quip,  
[What, there are parts you don’t like?  Am I not perfect in every way?] 
 
She giggled, stroking his slowly engorging shaft.  [I’d say there’s a little more room for 
improvement, yet.} 
 
[Witch!]  A chuckle escaped him as he linked her sub-thought to her actions.  As she’d intended 
him to do.  Without much warning, he turned in the circle of her arms, sliding his hands over her 
lathered skin.  [Do your parents know you’ve such a dirty mind?  Perhaps I should scrub it clean, 
as I scrub the rest of you!] 
 
{No—no—not the ribs!  You bastard!}  Twisting, she slipped.  He caught her, but she slid down 
through his fingers, dropping onto the tiles in a semi-controlled fall.  “—Oh!” 
 
Severus eyed her with renewed interest.  [Well…  I do believe you are now slippery enough for my 
intent.] 
 
Eyes nearly shut to guard against the spray from the still-flowing shower, Hermione lay back on 
the tiles, reclining on the broad, wet floor.  She slid her hands up her lathered front, interrupting 
the little crater-marks in the lather, each one formed by the splattering water.  Lowering himself 
over her, Severus adjusted their position so that his longer frame wasn’t too awkwardly wedged on 
the floor, though their legs stuck out past both the spray-curtain and the little ledge preventing 
water from puddling out onto the floor.  Their torsos slid over each other, making her giggle and 
squirm from the ticklish, slippery sensation.  He laughed and nudged her thighs apart with his 
knees, enjoying the feeling, too. 
 
The moment the head of his shaft slid through the soap-slick folds of her body, the humor faded 
away, leaving behind a sober intensity magnified by the sensuality of the position.  Those dark 
eyes of his stared down into her lighter brown depths.  […I am going to fuck you across the floor 
now, Hermione.] 
 
Nodding, her breathing shallow with anticipation, Hermione lifted and hooked her legs around his 
waist.  He slid his right hand over her breasts, scooping up some of the fading lather.  Reaching 
down between them, he slicked his manhood even further, then repositioned himself.  The first 
thrust was almost botched; their bodies were almost too slippery for traction.  Wincing from the 
near-bending of his masculinity, Severus prodded her more carefully, gently seating himself inside 
her velvety depths.  Bracing hands and feet, he thrust.  She slid an inch along the tiles with the 
effort, and he smirked, dark eyes burning with a heady mixture of humor and passion. 
 
[You might want to watch your head, since in about thirty or so thrusts, we’ll be at the far wall…]  
was all the warning he gave her, before driving into her with pistoning force.  Hermione gasped as 
he literally thrust her an inch at a time further into the shower.  It was pleasurable—it always was 

when he coupled with her—but she winced as that brought her head into the range of the 
spray…and then right under the falling water. 
 
{Urgh!—What are you trying to do, drown me?}  she demanded, turning her head to the side as 
she spluttered for breath.  Enough of the soap had been rinsed off her backside from the puddles 
on the tiled floor that she no longer slid.  Which left her caught almost centered under the 
pounding spray from the perforated plate overhead. 
 
[Fulfilling a fantasy.]  Catching her chin with a hand, he tipped her face up again.  His head 
blocked out the shower for a moment, giving her a chance to breathe, but rivulets of water quickly 
began pouring off his locks, his forehead and cheeks.  His mouth captured hers before she could 
protest again.  It was like being in the middle of a warm downpour.  His body undulated over hers, 
surging into her, while his lips stole most of what little breath the water streaming down around 
them left in its wake.  Every time he pulled back just enough for her to gasp for air, more water 
trickled over her tongue.  He lapped at the liquid, drinking it even as he devoured her. 
 
It was a peculiar fantasy, for Severus was having a hard time breathing without inhaling any 
water, himself; it dripped off his nose and streamed past his mouth in rivulets that ran down both 
sides of his face as he kissed her.  But for a few minutes, he could pretend the water cascading 
around them was something else:  her dew.  He licked at her mouth, devouring it with all the 
fervor he usually applied to her femininity. 
 
[I want to be able to eat you and fuck you at the same time…  I want to drown in your essence…  I 
want to suffocate with the pleasure you always give me, which I know I can give to you…] 
 
The intensity of his desire was erotic enough on its own.  But he added to it a vivid memory of his 
face pressed into her crotch, of nuzzling with his nose, lapping with his tongue, nipping with his 
teeth.  Lightning-like shafts of pleasure sizzled through her blood.  He augmented it by tilting his 
thrusts just a little bit more.  Nudging her g-spot with each stroke.  It wasn’t long before he 
swallowed her scream of pleasure, groaning himself as her orgasm swept him equally down the 
drain of his control. 
 
Hermione coughed on a stray trickle of water, turning her head to the side as she fought for air in 
the aftermath of their mutual climax.  Parts of her body were still slippery with soap, sliding 
against his own, while others were beginning to cling damply to his skin under the cleansing 
friction of the water.  A twist, and he rolled them away from the spray…only to yelp mentally a 
moment later as his backside came in contact with the cold tiles at the side of the shower stall. 
 
She giggled at the startled hiss of his breath and the post-yelp grumble of his thoughts; he mock-
glared at her for taking amusement in his discomfort, and sub-thoughted a threat to make her 
suffer the same.  It didn’t work, of course; she merely grinned and kissed his mock-scowling 
mouth.  He slipped out of her body, his shaft deflated, and her concomittant sub-thought of regret 
for the intimate loss of his flesh softened his mood.  They kissed again, then finally parted.  
Helping her to her feet, Severus nudged Hermione back under the water, and began relathering the 
pertinent parts of her body.  Making her moan in memory, tipping her face up to the spray for a 
moment, until she had to withdraw in order to breathe again. 
 
{God, you’ve ruined my perception of showers for all time—you know that, don’t you?} 
 
[You’re not the one who’ll have to continue to shower in this particular stall, after today,]  he 
retorted. 
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Blinking water out of her eyes as she stepped back, Hermione took the soap from him and 
returned the favor, cleansing his groin, his hair, and then just for fun, every other inch of his too-
lean, scarred flesh.  While their hands scrubbed slowly at each other’s scalp, they shared another 
shower-drenched kiss, savoring the taste of clean skin, sweet water, and savory lips.  Though he 
remained soft, exhausted from  several sessions of lovemaking, she could still feel his pleasure at 
the touch of her body against his, the enjoyment Severus felt with each mutual caress, as well as 
her own. 
 
All good things had to come to an end, sooner or later.  Thoroughly clean and thoroughly rinsed, 
they finally parted.  Hermione shut off the water, as Severus stepped out of the stall to fetch a 
stack of the plush, bleached-white towels supplied for all the showers and baths by the house-
elves.  Rather than using his wand to cast a drying-charm on their hair, he wrapped her curls in 
one of the larger towels to let it soak up the extra moisture, then personally rubbed her body dry, 
stimulating her skin with his brisk, fondling strokes.  A smirk hovered around his mouth after he 
took the towel away from drying her breasts, revealing the way her nipples had tightened with 
need once again.  In retaliation, she attacked him with a towel of her own, mussing his hair 
thoroughly before more gently fondling his genitals with the nubbly fabric.  He didn’t rouse at her 
touch, though. 
 
[Don’t bother trying, for now,]  he sighed, leaning forward to place a kiss on her brow as she 
finished drying the rest of him, disappointed by his lack of response.  [I’m not as young as I used 
to be, and you’ve drained me past my recuperation point, this time.  I’m surprised I was able to 
manage so many sessions, as it stands.] 
 
{Are you blaming me for your current inability, then?}  Hermione quipped lightly. 
 
[Mm.  More like thanking you.]  Another kiss landed on her temple.  He patted her on a 
nethercheek, letting his hand linger for a caress.  [Budge along, ‘Mione; holiday’s over.  We’ve got 
research to do in the lab, on our latest creation.] 
 
{And new additions to the curriculum for my project,}  she reminded him, touching his arm as he 
started to move away.  {We haven’t picked out anything for after the kundalini attempt.  Unless 
you count the Fabulesse spell as one of my projects.} 
 
[That was outside the school grounds, and thus will not count.  Do you have any objection to my 
ruling on this matter?]  he asked as she hesitated mentally. 
 
{Well…no.  Not really, and not on second reflection.  I think I’d rather that not be a part of my 
grade, thank you.} 
 
He hugged her shoulders.  [Good.  Neither would I.  That sort of situation is tough enough as it is, 
without trying to eke out a passing grade for you, during it.] 
 
Chapter XXXIII. 
 
“Hello, ‘Mione.” 
 
The low, firm greeting made her suck in a startled breath.  Whirling away from the portrait-hole, 
Hermione scanned what she had thought was a deserted common room.  A familiar, dark-haired 
figure unfolded itself from one of the easy chairs by the hearth.  It resolved itself into the Boy 
Who Lived, who was currently looking rather determined as he stared at her. 
 

“Oh.  Harry.  You scared me,”  she managed, glad he couldn’t hear the pounding of her heart. 
 
A distant crackle and a brief glow of multicolored lights caught her attention; they illuminated the 
landscape beyond the rectangular-paned windows above the bench-seat.  She’d emerged from 
Snape’s quarters while her doppleshell still had two more crates to go, which she had helped the 
doppleshell version to finish, accumulating twenty more points for Gryffindor from Snape to make 
up for it.  But when she’d stacked the last crate on the others, Hermione hadn’t been in the mood 
to go to the fireworks display, instead wanting nothing more than to come back here and rest. 
 
She glanced back at Harry, doing her best to ignore the booms and sizzled and coloured lights 
outside.  “Why aren’t you at the fireworks show?” 
 
“I wanted to catch you.  Alone.  After all, you owe me an explanation, as well as my cloak.” 
 
Oh, crud.  She blinked, thinking rapidly.  “Well, let me just go get your cloak, first—” 
 
“No.” 
 
Double crud.  There was no dealing with him when her scar-bearing friend was in this sort of 
mood.  Death Eaters had learned the hard way to back down when Harry Potter, the Boy Who 
Lived, was this determined to follow a particular course. 
 
“Er…right, then.  The explanation,”  she repeated, stalling for thought.  She couldn’t—didn’t 
dare!—tell him all of what was going on, but she had promised to tell him some of it.  And she 
really didn’t want to lie to him.  She, Harry and Ron had all been through some rather stressful 
times in the last six and a half years since first meeting on the Hogwarts Express.  Dumbledore 
might understand why she had to share some of it, while Severus—Snape—probably would not 
agree with this at all, but she knew she owed her friend some sort of plausible explanation.  One 
that contained no lies if at all possible, beyond those of careful hedging and selective omission.  
“…Right.  Shall we sit down?” 
 
He gestured for her to take the seat that faced the portrait hole, putting her back to the stairs 
leading to the boys’ dorm-rooms.  Crossing the distance, she sat down, perching somewhat 
nervously on the faded red cushion.  Sinking somewhat gracelessly into his own seat—Harry was 
always far more graceful on a broomstick than he was on the ground, though he was never really 
clumsy—her friend gestured impatiently for her to begin. 
 
“Well, erm…it’s like this,”  Hermione finally blurted out, hoping that Harry’s lessons in 
Occlumency had progressed far enough to keep this information from the unnatural bond he 
shared with their enemy.  “I cannot tell you the exact details, but…basically, Professor Snape had 
to convince Voldemort that I was under his—Snape’s—control.  In order to do that…he sort of 
had to promise to prove it, and to continue proving it.  He, er, has to take me off the grounds and 
present me at certain…meetings, I guess you’d call them, where I pretend to be completely under 
his power, for the amusement of the Death Eaters.  There’s certain things we can do, the Professor 
and I, to feed our enemies misinformation while we do this, but we cannot allow ourselves to be 
caught sneaking off together, for obvious reasons.”  She smiled somewhat nervously.  “I mean, 
people might get the wrong idea…” 
 
He gave her a puzzled look, but let it drop.  Hermione hoped she hid her relief well enough.  Harry 
stared at her, a frown still pinching his brow, then asked,  “So…borrowing my Invisibility Cloak 
was to allow both of you to sneak off the school grounds, last night?” 
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“Yes.” 
 
“Dumbledore knows about this, right?”  he wanted to clarify. 
 
“Yes, he does.  But he ordered us both to secrecy.  I’m not even supposed to tell you any of this,”  
Hermione informed him, letting her distress show in a grimace of self-disgust.  “I really don’t feel 
comfortable revealing even this much to you, when Professor Dumbledore has forbidden it.  If 
word gets out—if you weren’t so good at Occlumency these days, keeping Voldemort so firmly 
out of your head—this could literally get me into an even worse jam than the one that Professor 
Snape rescued me from.  Please, don’t ask me anything more, Harry.” 
 
She held her breath as he mulled it over.  The look in his green eyes slowly turned shrewd, making 
her nervous.  His next words scared her.  “One more question, Hermione…and I won’t take an 
evasion or a ‘no’ for an answer.  What the bloody hell was that act you pulled last night, up in my 
dorm-room?” 
 
“…What act?”  she asked somewhat breathlessly, confused by his demand. 
 
“Don’t try to deny it!”  he snapped. 
 
“Harry, I don’t know what you’re talking about!”  Hermione snapped back.  “Be specific, or don’t 
bother asking the question!” 
 
He rolled his eyes behind his glasses, briefly begging the heavens for patience.  “I mean, that thing 
you did, grabbing your arm and acting like you could feel the pain from Professor Snape’s Mark.  
You know the Mark I’m talking about, don’t you?  The Death Eater’s Mark he bears on his left 
forearm?  The one that you implied you yourself could feel hurting, just as you implied it was 
hurting him at the same time?” 
 
Oh…triple crud! 
 
Harry levelled her with a hard look.  “I’m waiting for an answer.” 
 
“What’s the question?”  she stalled quickly.  “You asked several, just now.” 
 
“Merlin’s beard!”  the Boy With the Scar exclaimed, glaring at his friend impatiently.  “Why did it 
seem like you could feel Snape’s Mark, like as if you could read his bloody mind?  What the hell 
is going on between the two of you?  That’s the question I want answered!” 
 
He’d backed her into a corner, with that one.  She chewed on her lip for a moment. 
 
“—And no lies, Hermione.  Or you’re never going to be able to borrow my Invisibility Cloak 
again,”  he warned her, levelling a finger at her. 
 
Hermione debated whether the cloak was worth the truth or not.  Or even worth a small corner of 
the truth.  The clock on the mantel—there were an awful lot of clocks on mantels in this school, 
though it was old enough it simply needed that many fireplaces to keep the rambling pile of stone 
warm whenever the weather turned even slightly cold—ticked in the silence following his 
demand.  The fire crackled and hissed.  Fireworks popped and boomed in the distance, faintly 
illuminating the common room in washes of color. 
 
“…Well?”  Harry prodded her. 

 
“I’m debating whether it’s worth it,”  she muttered, not bothering to hide her resentment at the 
pickle he’d placed her in, making this ruddy demand. 
 
“Merlin’s Beard, Hermione…”  he sighed.  Harry removed his glasses, rubbing the bridge of his 
nose, looking very tired for once.  Replacing them after a moment, he gave her an unhappy look.  
“Alright.  You don’t have to tell me.  But I still say you’re acting very weird, and it’s going to 
continue to be a bump of curiosity aching within me, until I can give it a good, satisfying rub.” 
 
If he’d ordered her, nagged, her, berated or even beseeched her, she might’ve held out.  But 
watching him in his tired frustration, her longstanding friend of too many adventures and yet not 
enough years, Hermione couldn’t lie to him any longer.  “Yes.” 
 
“Yes…what?”  he asked, wanting clarification. 
 
“Yes, I can read his mind.  Sometimes.  Under certain conditions.” 
 
Harry gaped at her.  His eyes widened behind the lenses of his spectacles, his jaw fell slack, and 
he even slumped back in his seat.  “…You’re shiting me…” 
 
It was her turn to slump back in her seat.  “I wish I were.” 
 
“—You mean you’ve been sharing thoughts with that bloody, greasy, bastard?”  a new voice 
demanded from the shadows of the stairwell behind her.  Hermione shrieked, jumping up from her 
seat and whirling around, hand going to the base of her throat as her heart leapt up into that 
vicinity out of sheer fright.  Ron stalked down the last few steps, glaring at her.  “Is that why you 
broke up with me?  So you could go and snog him?” 
 
She paled, then flushed at the demand.  “—Really, Ron!”  she snapped, thinking and reacting 
faster than she ever had in her life.  “Just listen to yourself!  Me, snogging the bloody Potions 
Master!  One more word out of you on that subject, and I’ll suggest to Madame Pomfrey that she 
consider you for a trip to St. Mungo’s!  What has sharing the bloody man’s bloody thoughts have 
to do with sharing his—with—I can’t even bring myself to say it!” 
 
Harry rolled his eyes, pushing to his feet.  “Get a grip, Ron!  Your jealousy’s made you go right 
out of your head, on this one.” 
 
“How much did you hear, Ron?”  Hermione asked the redhead glowering at her, her stomach 
sinking at the possibility. 
 
“All of it.  I was hiding on the stairs the whole time,”  he told her, his hazel brown eyes pinched 
with hurt.  “Harry seemed to think you didn’t want me to know anything.” 
 
“—Neither of you were supposed to know anything!”  she growled, showing her frustration with 
them in a glare.  “Do you want to know where I was, last night?  At a bloody Death Eater’s bloody 
New Year’s party!  Performing bloody tricks for the bloody amusement of bloody Old Voldy and 
his venemous crew!  Like some bloody little pet!” 
 
“Hermione—”  Ron protested. 
 
“I had to Petrificus myself!  And do worse, just to prove to the Death Eaters that I was under 
Professor Snape’s total mind-control!”  She was doing her best to mix absolute truth with hedging, 
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so that when the truth came out later—Hermione wasn’t stupid enough to believe this secret could 
be kept a secret forever—she could honestly say she hadn’t actually lied.  So instead of lying, she 
unleashed her temper on the two of them.  Unleashed her anger, unleashed her frustration, and 
unleashed her fury, on her two best friends.  “So, please pardon me for not wanting to talk about 
the abasements and humiliations I am having to endure, as the price for saving my life! 
 
“Now, if you do think that price is too high, then go on ahead and keep badgering me about this!  
Because if word gets back to Voldemort, I am dead!  Severus Snape is dead!  And though I know 
the two of you hate him with all the bile in your stomachs, I owe him my life!  So just shut up! 
 
They stared at her, silenced by her tirade. 
 
“…And leave me alone!”  she added firmly, lowering her volume, but not the intensity of her 
glare.  “At least on this subject!” 
 
Harry gave her a concerned look, lifting his hand as if to touch her.  “Hermione…” 
 
“—You shouldn’t have to suffer any of this!”  Ron protested, cutting his own hand through the air 
between them.  “It’s not fair!  You shouldn’t be forced to work with that bastard, just to be able to 
survive, or pass along some ruddy disinformation.” 
 
Her arms folded tightly over her chest.  She didn’t look at either of them, focusing instead on a 
worn spot in the rug laid in front of the hearth.  “There are things that each of us has to do, in order 
to win this war.  I have my part to play.  So does Professor Snape.  So do the two of you, and 
Professor Dumbledore, and Mr. and Mrs. Weasley, Luna and Ginny and Tonks and Mundungus—
even Fred and George, with their joke shop, secretly using it as a front to pass us things to screw 
over the Death Eaters.  Thankfully, some of those things we have to do aren’t too bad, like staying 
in school right now so we can hopefully learn enough to protect ourselves, the next time 
Voldemort attacks. 
 
“Some of them…some are the kinds of things nobody wants to talk about.  Some are the kinds of 
things you just can’t share with anyone.  Not even with your best friends.  So I’d kindly appreciate 
this topic being officially dropped, here and now, forevermore.  Or at least until after Voldemort’s 
thoroughly dead and gone.  And even then…I’m not sure how much I’d ever feel comfortable 
talking about, with either of you.” 
 
“But you know you can tell us anything,”  Ron reminded her.  “Just because we’re not dating 
anymore doesn’t mean I don’t care about you.  If there’s anything I or Harry can do—” 
 
She shook her head, looking up at him.  “There’s nothing you can do, other than keep this to 
yourselves, and drop the subject.”  As she studied the freckled redhead, a sickening thought 
occurred to her.  What if Draco ever hints of the things he now knows about…about Severus and 
me?  She wouldn’t put it past the pureblooded bastard.  “Listen…it’s quite possible that you’re 
going to eventually start…hearing things.  Nasty rumors, probably passed by the sons and 
daughters of certain Death Eaters, to try and demoralize our side with…with absurdities and 
insults.  Malfoy will definitely be one of the rumor-mongerers, you can bet on it,”  she added 
dryly, glancing at Harry.  “I just want you to know…whatever you might hear…well, just keep it 
to yourselves, keep an open mind, and remember that not everything you’ll hear will be the truth, 
let alone more than a tiny part of it, probably.  And, whatever you hear…you might as well tell me 
what you hear, but don’t expect me to confirm or deny whatever the rumors might be.  I’m not 
going to talk about it any further, past tonight. 
 

“There are worse things to have to endure than the possibility of dying,”  she told Ron, then 
shifted her gaze to Harry, recalling what he had said an earlier time, here in the common room.  
“And worse things to have to do than killing someone.  There are worse things…and there are 
some things that may seem worse to others, but in hindsight will prove to be not so bad at all, 
compared to the alternatives.  As I said, we’ve all got our parts to play in the war-effort.  I just 
can’t talk about mine right now.  Not without endangering lives, and that, I will not do.  If you’re 
my friends…” 
 
“We won’t ask you,”  Harry promised her. 
 
“Yeah,”  Ron agreed.  “Mum’s the word.  Mind you, I’m still dying to know what it is you’re 
doing with the ruddy, bat-winged git—are you sure you can…you know, actually read his 
thoughts?” 
 
“If you please, I’d rather not talk about it,”  Hermione reminded him dryly. 
 
“Erm…but…”  Ron’s brow crinkled a little.  “Hermione, was he the reason why you broke up 
with me?  I don’t mean…not romantically, but…” 
 
She sighed.  Ron and Harry were both a pair of bulldogged pains in the arse, sometimes.  “I can’t 
deal with him and with you and with Voldemort and with my schoolwork.  Something had to go.  
I can’t get out of dealing with the other two, thanks to the pickle I ended up in, last month—and 
you know I won’t give up my homework,”  she added with a lopsided smile, trying to inject some 
humor.  “There’s a bit more to it than that, but I won’t talk about it right now, and my earlier 
reasoning still stands firm.  We’ve got to keep our heads clear, to help out Harry without being 
badly distracted by other matters.  And quite frankly, I’m at the very limits of my distraction 
threshold, right now.” 
 
Ron nodded, his features setting in the same sort of determined way that Harry’s could turn grim.  
“Then I won’t ask, again.  At least, not until I’ve danced with you on Voldemort’s grave.  
But…erm…”  His expression twisted a little in bemusement.  “Well—what’s it like, reading 
Snape’s mind?” 
 
“—Believe me, Ron, you don’t want to know,”  Harry interjected for her before Hermione could 
speak.  “I have read his mind, in our Occlumency lessons; a more hatred-filled cesspool would be 
hard to find.” 
 
Hermione snorted.  “Only because he hates you.  The two of us are getting along a bit better than 
that.  Well, so long as we avoid the subject of the two of you, and our little escapades through the 
years.  Actually, we’re also working together on an extra-credit project of mine right now, one 
that’s helping us practice for our little performances before the others.  It’s a way to cover up the 
fact that we’re spending so much time together, if anyone ever officially notices.  And it’s 
interesting to work with him; he’s a good teacher.” 
 
“He’s a good teacher?”  Harry demanded, staring at her as if she’d sprouted Extendable Ears.  
“’Mione, the man’s a menace!” 
 
“Yeah!  You imply that he’s okay to work with, and yet look what the bastard did to you when 
you accidentally dumped that pumpkin juice on him, the other morning!”  Ron reminded her 
tartly.  “When we poked our heads into the classroom earlier, you saw how he just about bit our 
heads off, just for trying to talk to you!  Took thirty more House-points off of Gryffindor, too!  
Not to mention that detention I’ll have to do, tomorrow…” 
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Hermione winced at that, but not in sympathy for the loss of points.  She’d managed to earn thirty 
points, when they’d confirmed through the adimeresphere that they’d made Anima Vigo 
successfully a second time.  “You got your detention, Ron, because you were rude in front of him.  
And you lost the House-points for trying to interfere in my detention.  As for my getting it…well, 
we had to have an excuse to be together at a specific point in time, and the detention was a 
convenient cover; it gave us several days to practice what we were planning, before having to 
implement it in a believable manner.” 
 
“But he didn’t have to be so nasty about it!”  Ron protested, and Harry nodded, supporting his 
freckled friend. 
 
She rolled her eyes, impatient with their slowness.  “Think for once, will you two?  He can’t be 
nice, he can’t be kind, he can’t do or say anything that could get back to Voldemort and make the 
Basilisk Snogger think that Snape’s spying on him!  God and Merlin—I figured that one out back 
in our fifth year, when we learned he was a member of the Order.  He knew that we knew he was a 
member of the Phoenix, but he still continued to be just as nasty as ever once our classes resumed, 
if not worse!  Nothing can change,”  she asserted, looking between the two of them.  “That’s why 
he has to live his whole life in such public nastiness, right now.  And this is the way how I have to 
live.  Nothing must seem different, out of the ordinary, or in any way remarkable, not compared to 
what has gone on before.  Not in his actions, and not in ours. 
 
“No matter the fact that he saved my life, I have to continue acting in public as if that debt isn’t 
there between us.  No matter if he’s a member of the Order of the Phoenix, he’s got to keep acting 
like he’s a lowlife Slytherin bastard who doesn’t give a blast-ended skrewt for anyone but his own 
House and his own kind, pureblooded to the last drop and proud of it.  And if you’d think about 
it,”  she added,  “you’d actually be grateful for the way he’s treated you all these years, Harry!” 
 
“—Grateful?  For all the torment and torture he’s put me through since our very first Potions 
class?”  he demanded incredulously. 
 
“You heard me!”  she insisted, hands bracing on her hips.  She’d given this topic some thought in 
the past, but had never broached the subject to the two of them, knowing they wouldn’t be able to 
accept it.  Tonight, though, they just might be open-minded enough to listen.  Or at least shocked 
by her other revelations to absorb it for later digestion.  “All that torture and torment we’ve been 
through in his class has made us stronger.  We don’t crumple in the face of insults.  We don’t cry 
when we’re bullied.  We don’t back down when we know we’re right.  We don’t collapse when 
we’re pressured.  We don’t cringe when we’re threatened. 
 
“You know as well as I do that the Death Eaters and their demented leader won’t be kind, and 
won’t be nice, and won’t be that fair to us, whenever we have to deal with them.  Thanks to near-
daily doses of our unpleasant Potions Master, we’re ready for such nastiness. 
 
“I don’t expect you to ever thank him to his face for inadvertently preparing us for this war with 
Voldemort, but you should be grateful, deep down inside,”  Hermione warned both of her friends.  
It was almost a relief to put into words what she’d felt subconsciously for some time now.  “If you 
ever bothered to think about all the things that have made you the two strong young men that you 
are, today.  I know that I’ve given it some thought, and I’m definitely grateful.  If it weren’t for 
learning to deal with him and his sometimes very unflattering thoughts about my two best friends, 
I wouldn’t have had the fortitude to go through with what I’m doing right now—and that’s the 
absolute limit of this conversation,”  she declared emphatically, cutting her hands through the air 

between them.  “End of subject, not to ever be brought up again, no more discussion, no 
mutterings, no whisperings, no note-passings, no allusions, no hintings, asbolute nothing. 
 
“It.  Is.  Dropped! 
 
“Now, Happy New Year to both of you.  If you’ll wait here, Harry,”  she added,  “I’ll bring your 
cloak down in a trice, but after I’ve done that, I’m going to bed.  School starts again in three days, 
and I’ll need my sleep, if I’m to keep up with my preparations for the upcoming N.E.W.T.s.  I 
suggest the two of you turn in as well.” 
 
Ron rolled his eyes.  “We’ve still got half a year, ‘Mione!” 
 
“And we’ve got Voldemort’s next springtime scheme to worry about being skilled enough to 
handle,”  she reminded him tartly.  “He does seem to like attacking hardest in the springtime, after 
all.  Now, hit your beds, or hit the books.  The choice is yours.” 
 
They glanced at each other.  Ron shook his head, muttering to himself as he headed up the stairs to 
the boys’ dorms.  Harry returned to his chair by the fire.  “I’ll wait here, then, while you fetch my 
cloak.  Don’t take too long, though; I’m feeling rather tired, now.” 
 
“—Aren’t we all?”  she asked rhetorically, before heading up her own set of stairs. 
 
Chapter XXXIV. 
 
The start of the new term wasn’t much different from the end of it.  Being in seventh year, all of 
the teachers were determined to pile insane loads of homework assignments on all of the 
seniormost students.  Even Malfoy didn’t have as much time to smirk knowingly at Hermione as 
he probably would’ve liked.   Snape arbitrarily—or so it seemed—split up the Potions pairings 
their first day back, putting Hermione with a Ravenclaw named Adam Cyder at the front of the 
class, and pairing Draco with another Ravenclaw, Amalyn Dundigh, near the back of the 
classroom. 
 
Of course, he also paired Ron with a Hufflepuff girl, Clymnestra Hipplewhite, and put Harry—
paired with a Slytherin, Marcus Atteborough—right in front of Draco, so that the platinum prat 
could toss things at the back of Harry’s neck whenever Snape “wasn’t looking”.  Hermione 
narrowed her eyes at the Potions Master when she saw Harry fishing something slimy out of the 
back of his school robe collar, wishing briefly that she could project her thoughts so that he could 
hear the nasty things she wanted to say about that.  But in the light of her speech to the boys, about 
how Snape’s unpleasantness had built up their characters, she found she really couldn’t say 
anything at all.  Not without sounding like a hypocrite. 
 
At least he’d been kind enough to not pair her with a Slytherin, but then she suspected he’d done 
that out of self-preservation.  He was smart enough to know she’d have given him a right mindful, 
if he’d paired her with someone she’d have ended up fighting with for the rest of the school term.  
As it was, Adam Cyder whispered to her as soon as Snape had wandered off to glower over the 
shoulders of the less-favored—as in, non-Slytherin—students near the back of the room. 
 
“Hey, Granger…is it true what they’re saying, about you and Weasley?” 
 
Until he’d qualified the questions with an identity, she’d almost had a heart attack, wondering if 
Draco had already begun spreading rumors about her extra-curricular activities with a certain 
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someone else already.  As it was, she frowned at the Ravenclaw slicing the roots of a phylloginus 
masticus into paper-thin discs for their newest potion project.  “Why would you want to know?” 
 
He blushed a little, hesitated, then managed a smile.  “Because, well, after I started to get to know 
you in this class, I, er, kinda wanted to know if you would ever date a, er, well, a Ravenclaw…” 
 
Oh, dear god…  It wasn’t that Adam Cyder was a troll or anything—he had dark hair reminiscent 
of Harry’s, save that it lay flat and neat on his head, and reasonably nice blue eyes—but she had 
enough problems with the men in her life right now.  Reaching for their share of stag beetle wings, 
from the very same allotment she’d dismembered in a detention just last term, she shrugged.  “I 
broke up with him because I want to focus on my schoolwork, right now.  If I had the time to see 
anyone…well, I can tell you it wouldn’t matter to me what House they were in, so long as they 
were smart, kind, and had a good sense of humor.  But I’m not interested in dating anyone right 
now, however smart, kind, and amusing they might be.  The tests at the end of the year will really 
determine where you’ll go and what you’ll be able to do in your career, and how far you’ll be able 
to rise, and I really want to do well, so I can pick and choose my future career.” 
 
“Oh.”  He absorbed that for a moment, then went back to slicing up the icy white roots.  “I 
suppose that’s a good reason to not date.  I might not be having any trouble so far in this class, but 
I’m worried about the N.E.W.T.s, too.” 
 
“You should be more worried about your performance in the here and now, Mr. Cyder,”  Professor 
Snape growled from behind their backs.  “Ten points from Ravenclaw for slicing those roots in a 
circle.   They’re supposed to be cut in an elongated oval, at a much sharper angle.  And five points 
from Gryffindor for not reminding your new partner of it, Miss Granger.   After all, you’ve always 
been so eager to help everyone else.” 
 
And like the black-hearted bat he was, he stalked off to suck the joy out of another hapless 
student.  Hermione stared after him, feeling her loins tighten.  Feeling them moisten involuntarily, 
as she listened to that low, silky sneer rumbling another set of insults across the room.  Reminding 
herself to focus on her classwork, she checked the consistency of the potion, double-checked the 
list of instructions, and dusted her and Adam’s cauldrons with the requisite amount of stag beetle 
wings.  It wasn’t fair; ever since they’d become lovers, her involuntary Pavlovian response to that 
voice had grown worse… 
 
“Black-hearted git,”  she heard Adam muttering as he carefully started cutting the rest of his roots 
at an acute angle.  “He takes points off whenever you help anyone, and now he takes them off 
when you don’t help someone?” 
 
“He’s a contrary bastard, alright,”  she muttered back, but her heart wasn’t really in it.  And it 
didn’t help her concentration when he—Snape—sneered at her later for adding the stag beetle 
wings too soon, nevermind that she’d added them at the proper time.  All she could think of was 
him bending her over her desk and growling all those crude insults in her mind while he…  Get 
your mind back on your work, girl! 
 
She managed, more or less, until Adam leaned over with another frown, this time a puzzled one.  
It was aimed at their professor.  “Granger, does he look…different, to you?” 
 
“…Different?”  she returned, equally puzzled.  “What do you mean?” 
 
“I don’t know,”  the Ravenclaw whispered, falling briefly as Snape stalked behind them, giving 
their preparations a disdainful look but moving on without a word to berate Ron and his 

Hufflepuff partner.  Adam continued to frown at him.  “He looks…less scowly, which is kind of 
absurd because he’s always scowling, and sneering, and in general looking like he’s just chased 
down half a dozen live cockroach clusters with a glass of lemonade that someone forgot to sugar.” 
 
Hermione choked, coughing into her hand.  Part of the heat flushing her cheeks came from 
involuntary admusement at his choice of imagery, but part of it came from embarrassment on 
Snape’s behalf.  It wasn’t as if the Potions Master had any choice…  Well, that’s not true,  
Hermione amended to herself.  I’ve heard his sub-thoughts; there’s a lot of anger and frustration 
inside of him, and a hefty dose of bitterness, too.  So yeah, maybe his life has seemed to him like 
someone Vanished most of the sugar out of his lemonade-glass.  But he’s got so much potential!  
…And you’re doing it again,  she reminded herself, firmly refocusing her thoughts.  Stop 
obsessing over the man!  Obsess over passing your Nastily Exhausting Wizarding Tests, and 
trying to survive the Death Eaters’ War… 
 
Her next class was Runes, and it was almost a relief to escape to it, once Potions was done.  Luna 
Lovegood was now in this class, though she was a year younger than Hermione; she’d proven 
herself Outstanding on her O.W.L.s at Runes, despite—or perhaps because of—all the silly things 
about Runes and such that her father printed in the The Quibbler, a highly dubious piece of 
journalism, in Hermione’s opinion.  She was certainly good enough to be jumped to the seventh-
year’s Advanced Runes class at mid-term, but then Luna was a Ravenclaw, and the Ravenclaws 
were usually picked for being very smart. 
 
Luna’s eyes were still a little too wide-staring for Hermione’s taste, and her demeanor was still a 
bit drifty and dreamy, but Hermione had come to like the younger girl.  Sneaking around in the 
DA Club together, fighting off Death Eaters in their fifth and fourth year respectively, had turned 
Hermione and Luna into friends, just as fighting off a troll attack had turned Hermione, Harry and 
Ron into friends back in their first year.  Hermione sometimes thought Luna was too much of a 
gullible dreamer, and Luna sometimes considered Hermione too much of a pragmatic disbeliever, 
but they smiled at each other when they met outside the classroom door, and walked in together. 
 
Guiding her inside, Hermione found a desk with two unoccupied seats.  Despite the fact that they 
were in different Houses, Luna had sought out Hermione two months ago and asked for help, 
when she’d been informed she would be jumping up a year in this particular class.  Hermione had 
promised to be her work-partner in class.  Though it earned her a couple odd looks from the other 
Gryffindors and Ravenclaws alike, Hermione willingly dropped her bookbag next to Luna’s in the 
space between their chairs, settling down next to her. 
 
For herself, Hermione could’ve been jumped an entire year; but rather than moving a whole year 
up, shortening her time at Hogwarts, she’d chosen to focus on a broad variety of topics, learning 
each one as well as she could, rather than focusing on only one or two and learning them very 
well.  That meant she had jumped one or two classes of her own, and taken on new subjects to fill 
the voids of those she completed early, so she knew how Luna felt—there was an obscure ruling 
on it, that if you passed a term’s worth of a class with over two hundred fifty percent, and opted to 
take a special test on the next terms’ subjects as well and passed it, you could skip the next term’s 
class, once you reached O.W.L. level. 
 
It had occurred to her, as soon as it became clear at the end of her first year that Voldemort would 
eventually return that learning as much as she could about everything would be very valuable to 
her well-being.  Versatility had proven its value time and again, too, so she had no regrets about 
staying in school that extra year with her year-mates.  It certainly gave her a point of sympathy for 
the Ravenclaw at her side, for it wasn’t always popular to be in the wrong age group in a particular 
class. 
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It was near the end of the allotted hour, when they were studying a handout on African 
petroglyphic runes, their next segment of study, that Luna leaned close and whispered in her ear.  
“I’ve got two questions, ‘Mione.” 
 
“What, about the coming classwork?”  she whispered back out of the corner of her mouth.  Their 
Runes Master wasn’t as harsh about his students talking in class as the Potions Master, but she 
didn’t want to lose any more House points at the moment. 
 
“No, silly.  I wanted to ask if you could…you know, teach me how to knit?” 
 
Hermione eyed her in surprise.  “To knit?  You want to learn how to knit?” 
 
“Well, I’ve seen all the hats and things you made for the house-elves, back in the year we became 
friends,”  Luna pointed out.  “And you’ve really improved by lots and loads since then—” 
 
“—Damned with faint praise,”  Hermione muttered mock-disgustedly. 
 
Luna laughed at that.  Thankfully, she’d outgrown her too-loud shrieks in the past year; she’d 
recently settled for expressing her humor in a throaty chuckle that suited her much more than the 
previous, sudden bursts of almost manic mirth.  “…Yes, but they really were dreadful, at first.  
The thing is, I really want to learn.  I’ve heard this theory about being able to knit a spell out of 
yarn, you see, but I’m absolutely hopeless, because I haven’t a clue as to what to do to even start.  
And you’re really good nowadays.  Those twin mufflers you knitted for Padma and Parvati, each 
in our House colors, the pattern was just smashingly complicated.  I’d love to learn how to do 
that.” 
 
“Thanks.  Um…sure.”  It wasn’t easy for her to swallow her skepticism at Luna’s comment about 
‘knitting a spell’, but that’s what a friend tended to do.  Swallow an urge to say something that just 
might hurt the friendship, if it was said without carefully thinking, first.  Like what Harry and Ron 
were having to do, over the time she was secretly spending with Severus.  With Snape.  Think of 
him as Snape; you’re not with him right now,  she admonished herself firmly.  “What was the 
second question?” 
 
“Is it true, you’re not dating Ronald anymore?”  Luna asked Hermione, her gaze particularly 
intent.  Just staring into those unwavering pale blue eyes made Hermione itch to blink. 
 
“I’m, er…what?  Not dating Ron?—Does everyone know that by now?”  Hermione hissed under 
her breath, regathering her disconcerted wits. 
 
“Well, it is a bit of a topic,”  Luna returned mildly.  “What with that rubbish piece printed in the 
paper about you being Harry’s girlfriend back in my third year, with all that’s happened since, and 
you now being Head Girl, naturally everyone’s interested in gossiping about your love-life.  Or 
your lack thereof.” 
 
“I don’t have a love-life,”  Hermione muttered.  Lied, rather, though she squashed those thoughts 
firmly.  “I broke up with Ron to concentrate on my studies.  I’ve got too much to do to spend what 
little’s left of my free time daydreaming about him.  He’s almost worth it, but I’ve got loads of 
time after school’s over and done with for dating and such, and only so much time right now to 
learn as much as I possibly can.” 
 
“So you’re not dating him,”  Luna asserted, seeking confirmation. 

 
“Not at the moment, and not for a while to come, no.”  Bending her attention back to the handout, 
Hermione focused on reading about the petroglyphic runes depicting giraffes on rocks found deep 
in the sandy desert of the Sahara, suggesting that the region had once been a lot greener and more 
savannah-like. 
 
“Good.” 
 
The satisfaction in that statement made Hermione glance at her tablemate.  “What’s that supposed 
to mean?” 
 
“Well, it means you won’t object now if I pursue him…will you?”  Luna asked her hesitantly. 
 
Luna and Ron?  Oh, my…  Speechless for a moment at the combination, Hermione finally 
managed a reply.  “Well, I suppose I have no objections…  I, erm, never really considered the 
question of him dating anyone else when I broke up with him, but he’s certainly a free agent now, 
isn’t he?” 
 
“So you really don’t mind, then?” 
 
…Mind?  How can I mind when this’ll hopefully provide a distraction for Ron to get his dratted, 
spot-on instincts off the thought of Severus and I being ‘romantically’ involved?  But she didn’t 
say that out loud.  Instead, Hermione smiled and offered,  “Tell you what; you have any questions 
about how to bag Ron, and I’ll tell you whatever you need to know.  No offense, Luna, but I think 
I’m going to enjoy watching you try to bag him.  And I wish you loads of luck.  He can be a little 
slippery to bag, as I already know.” 
 
Luna smiled at her in gratitude, and bent her blond-curled head over the handout between them. 
 
 
Chapter XXXV. 
 
“Did you see Professor Snape today?” 
 
Hermione quirked a brow, glancing around for the owner of that voice.  She finally spotted young 
Tia, who was craning her head past Ginny, who was seated across from Hermione at the now 
fully-Gryffindor table.  The youngest Weasley gave her a dubious look.  “Tia, I don’t have 
Advanced Potions until tomorrow.” 
 
“Well, look at him now!”  the third-year hissed, nodding at the head table, where Snape was 
pouring himself a goblet of something bluish from a carafe.  Her demand caught the attention of a 
few other students. 
 
“What about him?”  Ginny asked, before Hermione could. 
 
“Haven’t you noticed?  He’s changed, somehow!” 
 
Hermione peered at the Potions Master as covertly as she could, though worry formed a sudden 
knot in her throat, making it hard to swallow.  She reached for her pumpkin juice and swallowed 
some of it, as others at the table craned their heads briefly, listening in to the conversation. 
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“Tia, he’s still the same cold-hearted git he was yesterday, trust me,”  Ron chided the younger 
Gryffindor, reaching for a basket of bread.  “In all my seven years here, he hasn’t changed.  
Except maybe to grow nastier than ever.” 
 
“That’s because yesterday he was changed, too.  He’s been different for the past few days,”  Tia 
asserted, as the food Hermione had swallowed turned even more lumpish in her stomach.  “I first 
noticed it on New Year’s Day.  Didn’t any of you?” 
 
There were several head-shakes around her, including one from Hermione.  Though if she had to 
be honest, she had noticed a strange, subtle difference in him.  Not on New Year’s Day, but on the 
day before.  Right after we finished that aborted ouroboros layayoga, in fact… 
 
“…Yes,”  one of the other girls, a fifth-year, murmured half to herself.  “Yes, he is different.  But I 
can’t quite place my finger on it.” 
 
“I wouldn’t want to place even my littlest toe on him,”  a fourth-year boy snorted. 
 
“I try not to even look at him, not even when we’re in his class,”  a second-year girl agreed wit 
him.  “He scares me too much.” 
 
“Well, I think he looks younger,”  Tia asserted, as the others agreed with the second-year’s 
assessment, nodding and muttering amongst themselves. 
 
“—Younger?”  Harry snorted, seated next to Hermione on her right.  “What do you think he’s 
done, gone and found himself the lost Fountain of Youth over the holidays?” 
 
There were several agreeing snorts of derision accompanying his comment. 
 
“But look at his face!”  Tia asserted.  “He hasn’t got those bags under his eyes anymore!  And 
there are fewer lines on his forehead and around his mouth whenever he scowls.” 
 
“You’re off your rocker,”  Ron retorted around a mouthful of onion-and-garlic bun. 
 
“Urgh, Ron, have some manners!”  Hermione forced herself to protest, trying to get her 
attention—and everyone else’s—away from their surly Potions Master.  “Don’t eat that, and then 
breathe it all over the rest of us!” 
 
“I think she’s right,”  Lee Jordan murmured from further up the table, closer to the head table than 
Hermione was.  He glanced between them and Snape, and hunched his shoulders a little, speaking 
in an undertone.  “He does look younger, guys.  The scowl’s still the same, but I think he 
definitely looks younger.  Like he did when we first came to this school,”  the dreadlock-haired 
youth asserted, glancing again at the head table.  “Maybe by five or six years.” 
 
“Well, I can tell you it’s no Fountain of Youth that did it,”  Ron insisted.  “The Fountain of Youth 
was destroyed when that Dismal place was built by the Muggles decades ago, over in America.” 
 
“It’s, erm, called ‘Disney’, not Dismal,”  Harry corrected, as both his and Hermione’s mouths 
twitched upward in matching, Muggle-raised humor. 
 
Up at the head table, Snape was finally beginning to notice how many of the Gryffindors were 
staring up at him.  His forehead pinched, his brows drawing down together in a frown.  At first it 
was merely puzzled, but when he glanced slightly to either side, checking not quite surreptitously 

enough on his fellow teachers, confirming to those who were watching him that he knew he was 
now the center of the students’ attention, his frown deepened from bemusement into distrust, and 
suspicion. 
 
“You know, it doesn’t have to be water from the old Fountain of Youth,”  Parvati offered slowly, 
speculatively.  Her brown eyes studied the now wary Potions Master. 
 
“But you at least agree with me that he looks younger, right?”  Tia pressed. 
 
“Oh, yes; I don’t deny that, now that you’ve pointed it out,”  Parvati agreed.  “I’m just saying, he 
is the Potions Master.  What if he’s been experimenting on the side?  It doesn’t have to be a 
draught poured from a kegful of the old Fountain water someone set aside.  That would be too 
ruddy expensive for someone on a teacher’s pay to afford.  I mean, he could have simply come up 
with some sort of…of facial creme or aftershave tonic for men.” 
 
“The Great, Greasy Git using hygiene products?”  Ron snorted.  “How absurd can you get, 
Parvati?  Are you suggesting he’s manufacturing such nonsense himself?” 
 
“Men can be almost as occupied with their appearance as women,”  Parvati pointed out.  
“Especially once they realize they’ve hit middle-age and they’re staring down that long, ugly slope 
of baggy eyes, wrinkly jowls, potted bellies, and receding hairlines.  Padma and I had to watch our 
squib uncle, Shamti, having a mid-life crisis this last summer.  He bought himself a Jaguar 
convertible—that’s a kind of really spiffing Muggle car—cadjoled his brother to zap him with a 
Hair-Growth Charm to hide his bald spot, and started dating younger women.  And I mean like 
really younger women, young enough to be his daughter, if he’d had one.  Barely a year or two 
older than my twin and me.  It was rather embarrassing…but it does happen to some men.” 
 
“To a lot of men,”  one of the sixth-years further back down from the head table interjected.  The 
boy gave them a knowing look.  “My dad divorced my mum two years ago, just so he could go out 
with a younger woman.  Spent a fortune on anti-wrinkling charms, and even went so far as to 
exercise, so he’d look healthier.” 
 
“So you’re suggesting that our Potions Master, the greasy-haired, sour-faced, ugly-nosed, bat-
winged, black-hearted bastard of Hogwarts,”  Ron scoffed,  “is about to start sniffing around the 
Seventh Year girls, looking for a date?” 
 
“Ronald Weasley!”  Hermione rebuked him coldly, choosing to use his full first name, which only 
Luna Lovegood ever consistently used to his face.  “We’re trying to eat, here!  Or at least some of 
us were, before you put us off our luncheon with that piece of shuddering absurdity!” 
 
The others muttered something similar, and returned their attention to their food, the conversation 
topic subsiding.  Mostly.  Many of them kept glancing up at the head table, and the black-haired 
professor studying all of them with a level of suspicion that tried to do its best to wrinkle his brow 
as before, but was undeniably failing.  Even Hermione couldn’t resist a few extra looks, herself. 
 
On one of those peeks, their eyes met across the distance separating them.  And though she’d 
gotten reasonably good at blocking out the occasional, stray, strong thought, Hermione heard what 
he was thinking as he frowned down at her and her fellow House-mates. 
 
[Why in Merlin’s Name are they all staring at me like that?]  His gaze sharpened for a moment as 
he realized she was staring back at him, and he glanced down quickly at his plate.  [I suppose I’ll 
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have to wait until I can ask her Wednesday night.  There’s no convenient excuse between now and 
then to touch her for long enough…] 
 
Hermione focused on her own food.  No, there wasn’t an excuse to approach him and have a 
private word about what was going on; there were no essays due to be handed in, no potion 
samples to be corked and passed to him, and since their last intimate session had been the night 
before, there was no snog-fest awaiting them until Wednesday night.  It would look too suspicious 
if she was caught seeking him out, so close to her nasty holiday detention of all that yak-vomit 
cleansing. 
 
Sighing, she reached for the pepper mill, carefully not looking his way again.  He’ll just have to 
suffer until Wednesday, I guess… 
 
 
 
Chapter XXXVI. 
 
[—I WHAT??] 
 
Hermione jumped so hard at that abrupt, mental shout, the inkjar on her desk actually toppled over 
from the bumping of her knee on the underside of her desk.  Professor Vector looked over his 
shoulder at her as she quickly whipped out her wand and muttered a charm to clean up the mess 
and restore the spilled ink to her bottle.  “Miss Granger, are you alright?” 
 
She started to answer, but another hard-pulsed thought crashed through her mental defenses. 
 
[These idiots think I’m whipping up anti-aging cremes?  What in the name of Merlin’s Balls have 
they been drinking, their half-completed potions?] 
 
“I…er…leg cramp, Professor Vector,”  she explained lamely, reaching under the desk to rub at her 
robe-covered thigh.  “A really bad one.  Sorry for the disruption.” 
 
“Do you need to visit Madam Pomfrey?”  Professor Vector asked her kindly, as the other students 
glanced her way in curiosity.  She started to reply, but another disruptively strong thought arrowed 
right through her defenses. 
 
[Where are they getting these absurd ideas?  Skin-tanning lotions, hair-colourants—what do they 
think I am, some poncy beauty-spa wizard?] 
 
She flinched, trying not to laugh.  It came out as a stranged cross between a snort and a cough.  
Clearing her throat, she quickly said,  “—I think I should try to walk it off first, Professor.  If 
that’s alright.” 
 
“Go ahead, Miss Granger; I’ve no fear you’ll be able to keep up with today’s assignment after 
you’re gone.  You should take your things with you,”  he added, not unkindly.  “If you find you 
can’t walk it off, go straight on to Madam Pomfrey.” 
 
“Thank you, Professor.”  Clearing her throat a second time as she heard the Potions Master 
continuing to mutter uncomplimentary view of his students in the back of her head, she stuffed her 
things into her bookbag and hurried—with a carefully affected limp—out of the classroom. 
 

Her first instinct was to go to the dungeons and Snape’s classroom, to reassure him where the 
students hd gotten their absurdities.  It was probably a lot of Gryffindors in his classroom right 
now who were behind the rumor-mill making his mental teeth grind, though she knew the rumors 
of a mid-life crisis had already begun to percolate through all four Houses by now.  They’d had 
two days to share the gossip, after all. 
 
But, suely none of the students in an Advanced Potions class was suicidal enough to ask Snape 
about his new look, which made her wonder what younger dunderheads—she agreed with Snape’s 
still vocal thoughts on that assessment—were that stupidly courageous. 
 
Of course, if she went down to him, he would ask her how she knew to come and see him, to 
explain to him where the idea had originated, when it was still several hours before they were 
scheduled to meet.  Biting her lip, Hermione paused on one of the stairwells.  The base of the 
staircase shifted from its landing even as she hesitated, wondering where to go.  Making up her 
mind for her, it seemed. 
 
The sloping connection swung ponderously away from the path down into the dungeons; within a 
few moments, it reattached itself to the corridor that led to the Entrance Hall.  Shrugging, 
Hermione limped down the rest of the way, leg unhurt, but still needing to use it as an excuse for 
being out of class if anyone caught her wandering the school halls during classtime. 
 
Limping her way into the broad foyer of the school, Hermione stopped and craned her head, 
looking up at the huge hourglasses marking the accumulations and losses of House-points for each 
of the four Houses of Hogwarts:  Hufflepuff had a respectable, if illusionary, pile of gold 
doubloons in the bottom of its glass; Ravenclaw was marked with a pouring of sapphires; 
Slytherin had a mound of emeralds; and Gryffindor’s hourglass—which she noted with some 
depression was still a bit lower than it should be, despite her efforts to recover the awful number 
of points lost in her and Ron’s aborted snogging session in the niche behind the statue of Witch 
Hazel—was filled partway with rubies. 
 
House-points weren’t nearly as important as, oh, say, defeating Voldemort and his Death Eaters.  
But she knew they had their purpose, motivating most of the other students in the school to behave 
a little better, try a little harder, do a little more that was positive in nature and not negative.  
Hermione wondered as she stared up at that glittering mound of red what could be done to bring 
up the total to a more respectable level.  Perhaps Gryffindor flattening Ravenclaw in their next 
match by three hundred points or more… 
 
A new, bellowed thought from her Veritamoria-linked partner interrupted her musings, making 
her jump and flinch again. 
 
[—I’m GAY?!?  That does it!  I’m taking points off the lot of you, and damned to hell with what 
anyone else thinks of it!] 
 
Three seconds later, the stack of rubies in the Gryffindor hourglass dropped abruptly; the Roman 
numerals at the base of the illusion shifted, recording the new tally:  it went from CLXXVII to  
CXXVII.  From one hundred seventy-seven to one hundred twenty-seven.  A drop of fifty full 
points; that made her cringe.  Another fifty points bloody down the drain! 
 
But Gryffindor’s pile of rubies wasn’t the only one to sink down.  Motion in one of the other 
hourglasses made her shift her gaze quickly, unsure if she was hallucinating.  Slytherin’s stockpile 
of emeralds also clattered down out of view, and its Roman numerals went from CCCLXV to 
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CCCX!  A drop from three hundred sixty-five to just three hundred ten!  Fifty-five points taken off 
of Slytherin’s tally? 
 
Her shock was so great, Hermione almost didn’t hear the smug, tight, growling voice inside her 
head, until the meaning behind each angry sentence finally penetrated. 
 
[…That ought to shut up the gossip-mongering little brats!  Never thought I’d be so angry I’d take 
that many points off my own House, did you?  Never thought I could actually hear your 
mutterings, too!  Gods-rotted ‘mid-life crisis’ nonsense!  Gay, my sweet Hermione’s arse!  The 
whole lot of you will be debraining toads, and eels, and whatever other slimy tasks I can think of, 
for a whole ruddy week!] 
 
Hermione stared at the hourglass and its green-glittered contents, stunned by the totals. 
 
“Miss Granger, are you feeling alright?”  a kindly voice asked at her side.  Hermione blinked and 
looked away from the House-point totals, belatedly shutting her gaping mouth.  Her inquisitor was 
the Headmaster.  Dumbledore eyed her with those too-sharp eyes behind those befuddled-looking 
spectacles of his.  “Is there a reason why you’re out and about, instead of in…I believe it would be 
Arithmancy, on this day of the week, at this time?” 
 
She tried to regather her scattered wits, but it was hard.  Grumblings from the Potions Master were 
muttering inside her skull, making it difficult for her to concentrate on mundanities.  He’d utterly 
shattered her mental walls with the unexpectedness of his tirade and actions. 
 
“…I think a bit of fresh air,”  Dumbledore offered when she merely blinked at him, and guided her 
out the front doors by a gentle touch on her elbow.  Pressing her down onto one of the benches 
around the courtyard fountain, he eased down beside her, waited a moment for her to finish 
gathering her wits, then spoke almost conversationally.  “Once you’ve had a chance to recover 
from whatever ailment had you out of your classroom and looking much like a landed fish, I was 
wondering if you, as Head Girl, could pass a message on to Professor Snape for me?” 
 
Firming up her mental walls, Hermione focused on the bearded old wizard’s face.  She gave 
herself a stern admonition to pay attention to her own surroundings, and scrambled to answer 
coherently.  It worked only somewhat; she still felt blown about, like a bird caught in a whirlwind.  
“I, er…certainly, Headmaster.  I, erm…had a leg-cramp, and Professor Vector kindly said I could 
walk it off, but it’s nearly better, now.  A little walk down to the dungeons and back should get the 
last of the knots worked out, I think.” 
 
“Excellent!  Nothing like a little exercise to work the kinks out of one’s body.”  Extracting a 
tightly rolled slip of parchment from his sleeve, the Headmaster passed it to her.  His eyes 
gleamed with humor behind his spectacles.  “It’s a formal request for a staff-meeting by some of 
the other teachers.  I’m sure by now you may have heard of the rumors of, erm, the Professor’s 
alleged ‘mid-life crisis’?” 
 
Hermione coughed, choking on her opinion of that fact.  She managed a nod, clearing her throat.  
Those grey-blue eyes regarded her with more sobriety than humor, now. 
 
“I’m afraid some of the staff has taken certain…gossip-based accusations a little too seriously,”  
he informed her quietly.  “Accusations that might have an adverse impact on his efforts to assist 
those few exceptional students he may choose to mentor.”  Dumbledore met her gaze pointedly, 
making her blush as she caught his meaning.  He nodded slowly, making sure she got the point.  
“The meeting will be in the staff room at nine-thirty this evening.  We all have other things we 

will be doing elsewhere in the school before that point in time, which is why the meeting has been 
set so late.” 
 
That would cut into their prearranged meeting time, which was to have been nine o’clock down in 
Snape’s classr— 
 
It hit her, then.  Dumbledore was puling another of his pointed-conversation prodders.  He was 
telling her the time, the place, and the fact that the staff room would be empty right beforehand.  
She nodded back, just as slowly.  “I’d be glad to deliver the message to Professor Snape for you, 
Headmaster.” 
 
“Good girl,”  he praised her, levering his creaky bones off of the bench again.  “Have you 
considered the possibility of coming back to Hogwarts as a teacher some day, Miss Granger?” 
 
“Well…yes, actually.  After…well, after the Dark Lord’s been defeated, and I’ve had a bit of 
seasoning out in the wizarding world,”  she amended.  “Not that I’m not getting plenty of 
seasoning right here, with all the troubles and escapades we’ve been going through.” 
 
“Quite.  Well, that’s good to hear.  When this dratted war is over, I think I’d like to retire, and let 
someone else take over as Headmistress.  Let my portrait do the worrying from then on—not that I 
won’t miss this old school,”  Dumbledore added mildly, gazing up at the towers and spires around 
them.  “And I shall miss its students and their many hijinks, too.  I also don’t think Professor 
McGonnagall will be quite so inventive with her passwords as I’ve tried to be, over the years…but 
she will make a good Headmistress, all the same.” 
 
“I think she’ll be an exceptional choice for Headmistress,”  Hermione agreed, rising and joining 
him as he headed back into the school.  “Of course, she’ll have an extraordinarily hard act to 
follow, since you’ve been smashingly outstanding.  When others have allowed you to be our 
Headmaster,”  she amended, thinking of several occasions that had ended up otherwise. 
 
“Why, thank you for the lovely compliment, Miss Granger.  I have no fears that Professor 
McGonagall will be able to follow in my footsteps, but I suppose we’d best not tell her just yet,”  
the Headmaster cautioned her.  “We’ll need to defeat our enemies first, by helping a certain Boy 
Who Lived defeat a certain Snake Who Couldn’t Properly Die.  Oh yes—twenty-five points to 
Gryffindor for delivering my message for me,”  he added as the doors swung shut behind them.  
And held up a finger, freezing the rubies that had started to shower down from the upper bell of 
the hourglass in the niche on the wall.  “—But not to be awarded until you’ve put that paper into 
his hands with your own fingers, Miss Granger.  Just to keep their giving honest.” 
 
Smiling at his carefully worded order—he really was a clever old wizard—she nodded politely 
and hurried away.  Belatedly remembering to limp just a little bit. 
 
It didn’t take her long to reach the door of his dungeon-level classroom.  The silence that issued 
from within the subterranean chamber was broken only by the soft bubbling of simmering 
cauldron contents and the hissing of magically produced flames.  The scent of the air was filled 
with the tang of a hundred different potential ingredients…and absolute, cowed fear.  It was 
visible on the faces of all of the fourth-years within when she poked her head in the doorway after 
pulling the aged but stout panel open.  They barely even glanced her way for half a second before 
stooping quickly back over their projects.  Someone’s hand bumped into a flask of something, 
making it rock and rattle; the girl, a Slytherin, flinched as she grabbed the glass bottle quickly 
before it could tip over.  Her fellow Slytherins flinched wth her.  Even the Gryffindors flinched 
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with the poor, hapless girl, for the darkest shadows in the coldest level of hell had nothing on the 
glare the Potions Master sent the girl’s way for daring to disrupt the silence in his chamber. 
 
Hermione had never seen a classroom this subdued.  Not one of Snape’s, and not even one of that 
odious toad from her fifth year, Umbridge.  She almost flinched herself, as he turned that stygian 
glower on her. 
 
“Miss Granger.”  Her name had never been spoken so coldly by him, though she’d heard him 
refer to  ‘Mr. Potter’  in that same glacially furious tone.  It seemed the cauldrons weren’t the only 
thing simmering in this room; his temper was clearly only a few degrees short of a roiling boil.  
“Ten points from Gryffindor for being out of your class.  And twenty more, for disrupting mine.” 
 
—What?  The bastard!  He knows I’d never be out of a class if I didn’t have permission!  Lifting 
her chin slightly, she stalked forward between the desks.  Acting out the last traces of a slight limp 
with grim determination.  She addressed him coolly, calmly, as she headed up the length of the 
chamber.  “I have Professor Vector’s permission to be out of class, Professor Snape.  And I was 
directed down here by the Headmaster, who asked me to pass along a note for you.” 
 
She didn’t expect him to retract any of those points, but she did get the satisfaction of seeing the 
fourth-years around her stare up at her with wide-eyed wonder at her courage. 
 
Yep, that’s me.  Pure, courageous Gryffindor.  Standing toe-to-toe with the most 
bastardish professor in the entire school, without flinching.  Much. 
 
Reaching the front of the classroom, she stepped to the side of the podium and held out the roll of 
paper, positioning herself so that the podium blocked any view of their hands as he shifted to take 
it.  Their fingers touched, and the first thing she heard out of him was,  [Sorry about the points, but 
I am bound and determined to cut dead this nonsense about a mid-life crisis.  Immediately, and 
permanently.] 
 
{No apologies necessary,}  she returned privately.  Out loud, she asked.  “Shall I wait for a reply, 
Professor?” 
 
He gave her a little sneer, but didn’t order her out of the classroom.  Unrolling the scrap of 
parchment, he rested it on the podium…letting their hands touch out of sight of the younger 
students.  [I’m being summoned…to an Ethics Review?  Tonight, in the staff-room?] 
 
{I’ll be there—before you ask, it was the Headmaster’s idea, and I’ll be wearing Harry’s cloak.  
Even if I have to bind and gag him to get my hands on it.  I’m the reason why you’re in this boat, 
after all,}  she asserted.  {The least I can do is be on hand to help bail you out if they try to sink 
it.} 
 
He glanced sharply at her.  [You will not—] 
 
She withdrew her hand from his, shielding out the continuation of that thought and stepping back 
out of touching range.  “No reply?  I’ll be going, then.” 
 
“Tell the Headmaster that I will be there,”  he growled, all the warning he could give her without 
lunging at her like a madman and invoking the curiosity of his students.  “Now get out of my 
classroom!” 
 

“Of course, Professor.”  Giving him a slight bow, she backed up a few steps, then turn and strode 
out of the chamber.  Again, she was watched by the fourth-years, Slytherins and Gryffindors alike, 
as she walked out of their dungeon exile, neither cowed nor hurrying.  Only she had to stop 
partway down, stretching out her arm quickly to stop one of the Gryffindor boys from adding too 
much extract of bindweed to his cauldron, his attention more on her than on his task.  “Keep your 
mind on your work,”  she chided the boy, trying to remember his name.  “Potions Class can be 
very dangerous, as I’m sure you’re finally beginning to realize.” 
 
Her dry-voiced warning carried a little farther than she intended in the silence reigning through the 
room.  In fact, it carried all the way to the podium.  Or maybe it was just her timely intervention, 
preventing the poor lad and his workbench partner from being drenched by an exploding brew.  
Whatever did it, the Potions Master reacted to her interference—and lingering presence—with all 
the outrage she expected. 
 
“Get out!” 
 
She winked at the boy, straightening and finishing her exit with unsubdued grace. 
 
[Damned woman.  If it weren’t for this stupid meeting tonight, I’d be able to grab those swaying 
hips of hers, and…] 
 
Thankfully she was already closing the door behind her when the graphic nature of the rest of his 
thought caught up with her.  It would have been difficult to explain to a roomful of fourth-years 
why their Head Girl was suddenly blushing so hotly, it almost felt like she’d drunk a Pepper-Up 
Potion. 
 
By the time she made her way back to the doors of the Arithmancy classroom—another 
persnickety stairwell had forced her to take a detour along the once-forbidden third floor—the bell 
had rung, and fellow students were now flooding the hallways.  Altering her course, Hermione 
caught up with Harry and Ron, who were hurrying on to their next class.  Tapping his shoulder, 
she freed him without a word from Ron’s company—Ron was playing seventh-year Prefect and 
chiding a couple of second-years for attempting to duel each other with slug-shooting wands, 
courtesy of Weasley’s Wizard Wheezes, and so didn’t see the two of them duck into an 
unoccupied side-corridor. 
 
Glancing both ways to make sure they were alone, Hermione whispered,  “Harry, I need it again.”  
The Boy Who Lived metamorphosed into the Boy Who Blushed, at her choice of phraseology.  
Hermione rolled her eyes impatiently.  She hadn’t meant that to come out sounding quite so…erm.  
“I need the bloody cloak?” 
 
He frowned at her, clutching his books to his stomach.  “You need it again?  What for, this time?” 
 
“An assignment from Dumbledore.”  That much was the truth. 
 
“What is it?  Should I go along to help?”  he offered. 
 
“It’s nothing you could help with, just something I have to do, tonight.  I’ll need it by nine 
o’clock, and I should have it back to you by midnight,”  she reassured him. 
 
“Something to do with him?”  Harry asked her dryly, no fool. 
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“Something to do with myself, actually,”  she retorted, giving him a briefly dark look.  “Look, can 
I just borrow it?  Please?” 
 
He regarded her warily.  Finally he nodded.  “In exchange for your help in History.  It’s been 
nearly seven years, and I’m still falling asleep every time Professor Binns lectures us.” 
 
“You just want to copy my notes again,”  she teased, relieved it was for something so simple. 
 
“I want to understand; a lot of the stuff we’re covering now happened around fifty years ago, 
when Voldemort was Tom Riddle and still a student at this school—how can you stay awake in 
his class all these years, anyway?”  her best friend enquired.  “What do you do, poke yourself 
under the desk with your wand every five minutes?” 
 
“Actually, I use pins hidden in the hems of my sleeves,”  she quipped.  “Seriously, it just takes a 
disciplined mind…but even I doze off once in a while.  Thanks, by the way.” 
 
His green eyes pinned her as he shifted to move out of the side-hall.  “Just remember, ‘Mione, at 
this rate, you’re going to end up owing me your whole life’s story, not just a solid explanation for 
your odd requests and behaviors.” 
 
“I’ll be sure to mention you in the foreword of my autobiography.” 
 
He smiled, in spite of himself; he had so many worries weighting down his young shoulders, 
Hermione was glad she could make him smile like that.  Ron poked his head around the corner 
and frowned at both them.  “—Oy!  Catch up, or you’re going to be late!” 
 
 
Chapter XXXVII. 
 
Severus was in a snit, as he stalked up the corridor towards the staff room at precisely nine twenty-
nine, that evening.  Part of it was sheer anger at whatever trumped-up excuse for gossip-
mongering someone had called this Ethics Review over, Merlin only knew…and part of it was 
fear that he did, indeed, know what the reason was, and the fear that it did, indeed, have some 
basis for for the coming accusations to stand.  Choosing to ride the anger, rather than let the fear 
ride him, he threw Dumbledore a hard look as the Headmaster approached from the other 
direction. 
 
“Ah, there you are, Severus!  Allow me to get the door for you.”  Opening the door, Albus ushered 
him into the empty room.  Or perhaps it only looked empty.  Severus wouldn’t put it past 
Hermione to be in here already, lurking somewhere in that blasted Invisibility Cloak.  Dumbledore 
touched his arm, gesturing with the other hand.  “Perhaps you would feel more comfortable in 
your usual chair, over there by the hearth?  But if you could please turn it to face the rest of the 
room, rather than the fire?  I’m sure the others would appreciate having your full attention.” 
 
Wary, Severus moved to the low armchair and moved it around, scraping it over the hardwood 
floor so that the stones defining the cheerfully lit fireplace would be at his left elbow.  There was a 
small niche behind the chair, between the fireplace and one of the bookshelves lining the room.  
Albus reached behind the chair, into that niche, and pulled out the wrought iron stand containing 
the fire tongs, poker, hearth brush and coal hod. 
 

“There…now we won’t have to crawl behind you in order to stoke the fire, if anyone wishes to do 
so by hand.  I myself like to use the occasional Muggle touch; gives me something to besides 
merely waving my wand about…” 
 
“Albus, did you really—”  he started to interrogate the old wizard, but the door opened again and 
in trooped several of the school’s teachers.  Effectively ending any chance for a private 
conversation.  Disgruntled—she probably was in the room, wearing that dratted cloak—Severus 
sat down in the chair with ill-grace, though he did his best to erase the urge to scowl from his 
expression.  An Ethical Review was not nearly as serious as an Ethical Hearing, but it was serious 
enough.  Very serious, if he didn’t tread very carefully for the next little while. 
 
To his bemusement, the teachers who entered the staff room didn’t sort themselves out into their 
chairs.  Rather, they chose to come over to him.  But not to greet him; instead, they bent over—
and in Flitwick’s case, rose up on his toes—and peered at his face.  Puzzled looks crossed more 
than one face before they retreated to their usual, preferred pieces of furniture.  But rather than 
settling into the usual hodgepodge of clusters and solitaries scattered around the room, Severus 
watched with carefully concealed trepidation as they Summoned their seats with a bit of wand-
prodding, arranging them in a double-rowed semi-circle that faced him and the hearth that was 
centered along one wall of the long, wood-panelled room. 
 
Something gently touched the back of his neck.  Severus suppressed most of his flinch, masking it 
by shifting in his seat, crossing his legs and bracing his elbows on the armrests, steepling his 
fingers in front of his chest.  It was a posture he knew made him look very intimidating.  It wasn’t 
meant to make the last few staff members uneasy as they entered, crossed over to him, and peered 
at his face, however—though that was a bonus.  It was to chide the source of the hidden finger that 
had parted the hair at his nape.  [Dammit, Hermione!  I told you not to come here!] 
 
{Both Professor Dumbledore and I think it’s a good idea for me to be here.  Two heads will think 
more clearly in a crisis than one,}  she reminded him.  He had to resist the urge to turn around and 
search the niche behind him for her shrouded presence.  {Besides, I’m the reason why you’re 
having this review.} 
 
[You will not sacrifice yourself in some stupidly noble attempt to save my career,]  he ordered her, 
sensing the determination in her sub-thoughts.  He would have said more, but the Headmaster 
cleared his throat. 
 
Albus stood in front of his own chair, gesturing for the others to take their seats.  When they had 
done so, he faced Severus.  “Professor Snape…Severus,”  he allowed with a brief incline of his 
head, no longer the dotty old wizard he usually portrayed.  This matter was just a little too serious 
for such games.  “You have been summoned before your peers for a review of your ethical 
behavior in this school, because of certain questions that have been raised, and doubts that have 
been expressed.  Please understand that this is not a formal Hearing, but that anything you say 
tonight can be used as testimony in one, should this matter extend that far.  You do have the right 
to demand a formal Ethics Hearing, of course, if you are so inclined.” 
 
Severus snorted in disgust.  “As I consider this review to be a pointless waste of my time, I don’t 
think I shall bother.” 
 
“The allegations…sorry,”  Minerva corrected herself primly,  “…the questions involved are 
potentially quite serious, Severus.” 
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There had never been any real affection held between the Head of Slytherin and the Head of 
Gryffindor.  Professional courtesy, even a touch of admiration for each other’s magical skills, but 
their House rivalries had kept Severus and Minerva from ever counting themselves friends.  Even 
his work in the Order of the Phoenix hadn’t done much to abate the subtle—and sometimes not so 
subtle—competition between them. In some ways, their rivalry was a little absurd, from Severus’ 
point of view; Minerva had been teaching at Hogwarts long before he had joined the staff, and in 
his opinion was still a far better teacher than he could ever hope to be. 
 
{Stop terrorizing your students so much, and you’ll be an educational match for her, any day.} 
 
[Your kibbutzing is not assisting…though your confidence in me is appreciated,]  he found himself 
adding honestly. 
 
Albus cleared his throat.  “Be it as that may, Severus, it has been requested by some of the 
teachers that you be brought before them to answer the questions they hold.  It has also been 
requested that Professor Flitwick cast a Truth-Glow Charm upon you, to help verify your answers.  
You may of course refuse,”  he allowed as Severus stiffened a little,  “but I think it would help to 
settle the minds of your fellow staff-members if you agreed to the charm.” 
 
{He’s giving you the Look,}  Hermione murmured in the back of Severus’ mind as she felt him 
start to refuse. 
 
[What do you mean, the ‘Look’?]  he questioned her as he pretended to ponder the matter, slowly 
tapping his steepled fingers together. 
 
{Whenever he wants someone to do something, but can’t tell them exactly what to do, he gives us 
the Look.} 
 
[I see I’m going to have to have words with that batty old man about encouraging the three of you 
in your bloody, dangerous, yearly antics,]  Severus grumbled, catching her sub-thoughts on the 
matter. 
 
{Well, he’s never given us bad advice,}  he heard her defend stoutly.  {And this is our last year, 
anyway, so the point’s rather moot by now, isn’t it?} 
 
[…Fine.  Don’t touch me while he casts it, then, or they’ll see an outline of you, too, despite the 
ruddy cloak.]  Sighing, Severus spread his steepled fingers as soon as he felt her finger disappear 
from his skin.  “Lay on your Charm, Finnegan.” 
 
“Erm, yes…  Sorry about this, Severus,”  the diminutive Charms Master squeaked.  Lifting his 
wand, he swished and flicked,  “Veritas Valdemaris!” 
 
Severus could not see it himself, but he could hear the soft exclamations of the other teachers, and 
knew they were now seeing a soft blue glow haloing his body.  A moment later, he felt his hair 
shifting slightly once again as Hermione discreetly resumed skin-contact. 
 
{You’re glowing blue, now.  So long as you tell the truth, you’ll keep glowing blue, but thankfully 
it won’t compel the truth out of you.} 
 
[I do know how the Truth-Glow Charm works, Miss Granger,]  he retorted sardonically.  [It’s a 
basic sixth-year spell, and I did graduate from here, after all.] 
 

{Well, maybe I’m just trying to show off my good memory so I can earn back those points you 
ripped from me, earlier,}  she responded tartly. 
 
[You’ll have to do better than reciting a charm learned only a year ago, to impress me,]  he dared 
to tease her, his sub-thoughts warming briefly with humor. 
 
“That’s a nice, bright Charm there, Finnegan; well done,”  Albus praised the petite professor.  
Clearing his throat, he asked,  “For the record, Severus, would you please state your true name?” 
 
“Severus Sebastian Snape.”  He felt Hermione filing that bit of information away in her prodigious 
memory, and sent her a disgruntled thought.  [You don’t need to remember that!] 
 
{It’s a girl thing,}  she dismissed airily.  {You know, like remembering birthdays and 
anniversaries…} 
 
[…Spare me,]  he muttered, resteepling his fingers together in front of his black-clad chest. 
 
“Excellent Charm,”  Albus praised again.  “Steady as a Muggle light.  Now, would you please tell 
us that your name is ‘Harry Potter’, so we may verify the Charm works when you lie?” 
 
“Not in a trillion years, Albus.  But…I will say that my name is most definitely ‘Blaise Zambini’.  
Will that satisfy your curiosity?”  Severus enquired silkily, giving the Headmaster a tight, false 
smile. 
 
{The light definitely winked out,}  Hermione offered, as Dumbledore nodded. 
 
“Good, good.  Unmistakably a lie.  Now, on to the questioning.”  Extracting a scroll from his 
robes, Albus untied it and unrolled the first portion.  Adjusting his spectacles, he scanned the first 
paragraph, lips moving soundlessly for a few moments before he spoke.  “According to the 
information I’ve been handed, you appear to have…well, lost some years in your appearance, 
somewhere between New Year’s Eve and New Year’s Day.” 
 
That arched one of his black brows.  “’Lost some years’?  What sort of rubbish is that?” 
 
“How old are you, Severus?”  Minerva enquired stiffly. 
 
“Forty-one, as you well know.” 
 
“—You don’t look it,”  Hyacinth interjected, her golden eyes scanning him from black-haired 
head to black-shod toe.  “You don’t look at all like you did right before the holidays.  No baggy 
eyes, no wrinkled brow, no…well, actually, you’ve still got the same horrid scowl.” 
 
Severus increased his glare.  “Good.”  It wasn’t easy keeping his severe expression, given the 
mental giggle in the back of his head from the cloaked woman touching his nape, but he managed.  
“Now, would you be so kind as to inform me what my appearance has to do with this Ethics 
Review?  Because if you’re going to ask me nothing but rubbish, I have far better things I could be 
doing, right now.” 
 
“Your appearance, Severus, has everything to do with our questions,”  Ermengarde reminded him.  
The round-faced, gray-haired Herbology Mistress usually had a bit of knitting in her hands at 
these meetings, but not tonight.  Severus discovered he wished he could hear the rhythmic click of 
needles in her hands, because this line of questioning was not only absurd, it was unnerving. 
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“However do you mean, Ermengarde?”  he asked her.  There had always been less rivalry between 
him and the Heads of Hufflepuff and Ravenclaw, being Ermengarde and Finnegan respectively—
save for where Quidditch and House-points were concerned.  Certainly they both had also taught 
longer at this school than he had, and their competency had earned his respect for both of them 
right from the start. 
 
The Head of Hufflepuff shrugged.  “Well…rumors have been flying all around the school in the 
past few days that…well, you’ve changed your appearance because you’re having a sort of, 
erm…that is to say…” 
 
“Oh, don’t pussyfoot around it, Ermengarde!”  the Quidditch Coach snapped, hands on her hips as 
if she were standing on the pitch, lecturing her pupils, instead of seated in an armless chair next to 
Flitwick.  Hyacinth told Snape bluntly,  “We’ve heard rumors that you’ve snapped and are having 
a mid-life crisis.  There’s even been a few rumors floating around that you’ve been contemplating 
having an affair, or are having an affair, with one of the students.  The odds are currently three to 
two in favor of it being a heterosexual relationship, though there’s been too many names bantered 
about to give a short-list of contenders.” 
 
{Good god, the woman’s blunt!}  Hermione muttered, sub-thoughts taken aback. 
 
Severus, cheeks burning, tapped his steepled fingers together and growled,  “…Am I to understand 
that you called this meeting on my looks, and a bunch of wild rumors that I’m…I’m snogging 
someone?” 
 
Half the teachers looked away, uncomfortable with his demand.  The rest might have blushed, but 
firmed their chins and met his narrowed, affronted gaze.  Minerva was foremost among them, 
cheeks pink but chin firm.  “Yes, Severus.  To be as blunt as Hyacinth, that is exactly what we’re 
worried about.  As your peers, we have the duty to ask you if any of these allegations are true.” 
 
“Gossip and rumors, Minerva,”  Albus cautioned her.  “Gossip and rumors only; we are not here 
to make any accusations.” 
 
“Yet,”  she asserted stiffly, flicking her gaze briefly to the Headmaster and back. 
 
“This is absurd!”  Severus protested.  “I have taught at this school now for sixteen years, and 
while I admit I have been tempted to poison a few of my students along the way, I have very 
carefully refrained from doing so!  And I assure you, I have been tempted to do that far more often 
than I’ve ever been tempted to…to…  The very thought of it is disgusting!”  he fumed, as 
Hermione warned him in a sub-thought that his choice of words might lead the glow to falter if he 
kept charging down that path.  “There is nothing more loathesome than a teacher who takes 
advantage of his or her students in such a manner!”  he insisted, glaring at them all, knowing the 
glow around him would remain true.  “It would be as if a doctor had chased one of his patients, or 
if a married vicar tried to snog a parishoner!  The extenuating circumstances would have to be 
very extreme to even permit such an otherwise unthinkable act!” 
 
“He clearly means everything he says,”  Finnegan squeaked from his seat beside Albus. 
 
“—So you’re not playing hide-the-Snitch with any students, then?  Male or female?”  Hyacinth 
asked in her usual Bludger-like way. 
 

Severus sneered at her, sharing a quick sub-thought with the girl hidden behind his back on how to 
field this question.  “…I will admit freely to giving up some of my spare time over the years to 
assist certain, special students in extra-credit projects, remedial lessons, and a large number of 
detentions to the dunderheads that tromp through my classes without paying the least bit of 
attention to my teachings.  But I assure you, every time I have been involved with a student 
outside the classroom, and it wasn’t simply a conversation, it has concerned either a remedial 
lesson, an extra-credit project, or a detention.” 
 
{Uh-oh!  The glow went out!}  Hermione warned him.  {Right on that last bit, there.} 
 
[Crap.  I thought I’d covered that—] 
 
The Headmaster’s eyes weren’t the only one that narrowed, but he was the first one to speak.  
“You’re leaving something out, Severus.  Wasn’t there a time, about four years ago, when you 
were involved with a couple students in a different way than the ones you’ve just listed?”  At the 
younger man’s puzzled frown, he prompted,  “Such as the time that you saved Miss Granger and 
Misters Weasley and Potter from Sirius Black?” 
 
“Oh.  That.  I had mercifully forgotten about that disaster, since I would’ve gotten an Order of 
Merlin, Second Class, if Black hadn’t escaped.  Fine—there have also been times when I have 
been involved with the students outside of classtimes in the effort to save their miserable, 
ungrateful little lives,”  Severus stated firmly, relieved to be able to relate this particular excuse.  
Rescuing Hermione did fall into this category, after all. 
 
{Glow’s back,}  Hermione informed him.  {They’ll believe you, now.} 
 
[Thank god you’re here to help m—damnation.  I’m supposed to still be furious at your presence!]  
he muttered. 
 
{Dumbledore must’ve known they’d ask for the Truth-Glow Charm, and knew you’d never be able 
to see it on your own, and thus wouldn’t know what parts of this interrogation needed to be 
covered over, if and when you slipped.} 
 
[Clearly.  But you’re still in trouble for being here.  This is a closed meeting, after all.] 
 
{So spank me, after this is all over.} 
 
[Dammit, this is not the moment to give me a hard-on!] 
 
She laughed in the back of his mind, her finger wobbling against his nape as she shook with 
amusement, though she at least had the sense to not make a sound while doing so.  He firmed his 
scowl a little to control his own urge to laugh.  Relaxing as the urge passed, he waited for the next 
bombshell to drop. 
 
Albus cleared his throat again.  “Well, with that question firmly set aside—it was a pity you didn’t 
get that Order of Merlin, Second Class, for that particular rescue—then we must focus on 
stamping out the rest of the rumor-fires started by the spark of your change in appearance.”  He 
consulted his scroll briefly again.  “It says here…ah, yes, that you’ve apparently entered a mid-life 
crisis stage.  That, being in a mid-life crisis, you intend to date one of the students.” 
 
“Ridiculous!”  Severus snorted in reply, quite capable of answering this question on his own with 
the barest minimum of hedging.  “I have no intention of dating any of my students.  They would 
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have to be of-age and no longer attending Hogwarts before I’d even consider it…and I assure you, 
there’s hardly even one of them through all the years I’ve been here that I’d seriously consider 
dating after they left Hogwarts.” 
 
{Nice hedging, there, just in case one of them does come out of the woodworks later on,}  she 
praised, her sub-thoughts subdued. 
 
His reply was prim, his sub-thoughts also carefully squashed.  [Thank you.] 
 
“So, outside of a classroom context…you aren’t involved emotionally with any of the students 
here?”  a feminine voice asked from the back row, the voice of Kathleen Frejne, the Defence 
Against the Dark Arts teacher.  Severus had almost forgotten she was there; despite her 
remarkably long blond hair and reasonably pretty features, the woman had an uncanny ability to 
blend and vanish into almost any setting, when she wanted to disappear.  He was fairly certain it 
wasn’t magic, either; it was simply the way the woman was, when she put her mind to it.  In her 
classes, she was frighteningly competent, according to Hermione’s sub-thoughts, but here, she 
almost didn’t even exist.  Until she spoke. 
 
Severus gave her a level, calm look.  “No.” 
 
“No, as in you are not involved emotionally, or no, as in you are?”  she asked him shrewdly. 
 
“No, as in I am not.” 
 
{—Idiot!}  Hermione quickly scolded him.  {The damned glow went out like someone hit it with a 
Nox spell!} 
 
At the same time, several of the instructors eyed him sharply, glancing at each other for 
confirmation that the rest had seen it, too.  Kathleen eyed him speculatively, too, though she was 
already fading herself back into anonymity with just a few subtle changes to her posture and 
intensity.  Sevrus felt the blood draining from his face.  [Troll-crap.  Hermione—] 
 
{Tell them about Harry, quick!}  she urged him, thinking rapidly.  {Admit the truth of how you 
feel about him!} 
 
Clearing his throat, Severus interjected as smoothly as he dared,  “…I can see from your 
expressions that the Truth-Glow has gone out.” 
 
“Yes, it has,”  Albus confirmed gravely.  “Is there something you wished to tell us, Severus?” 
 
“Not if I had any choice,”  he half-growled.  “But since my little secret has been trumpeted beyond 
recall, I do have an overriding ‘emotional involvement’ with at least one of the students at this 
school.  No doubt most of you will want to denounce me for it,”  he added sardonically as several 
of the witches and wizards arrayed before him started whispering to their neighbors,  “but as I 
might have a shred of dignity to retain by admitting it openly… 
 
“I loathe, detest, and despise Harry Potter.  Almost as much as I loathed and detested his father.  
Which is saying more than anyone else in this universe. 
 
“I hate his arrogance, his disregard for discipline, his inexcusable ability to eel out of any serious 
infraction of the rules, and I cannot abide the way half the wizarding world fawns over him, 
simply because his mother chose to sacrifice herself in the attempt to save his life.  If anyone 

should be adulated, it should have been Lily Evans Potter, not some little brat who can’t even go 
one year without having to embroil himself in some dangerous, utterly foolish enterprise that 
almost inevitably leads him straight into disaster!  And his friends, Granger and Weasley, are 
hardly any better! 
 
“So, yes, I suppose I am ‘involved emotionally’ with some of my students.  Though I would 
hardly call those particular emotions applicable to the innuendos you’re attempting to slander me 
with,”  he drawled coldly.  “I am a teacher.  Whatever else your opinions of me may be, I have not 
throttled the life out of that scar-bearing prat, however much I have been sorely tempted to do so 
over the years.  If I have not done that, which is one of my greatest desires where my students are 
concerned, do you really think I would stoop to snogging a student?” 
 
That seemed to satisfy most of them, including Ermengarde, who reached into her satchel and 
pulled out a half-completed, pale blue, baby-sized jumper and started clacking her needles in a 
soothing rhythm, hands twiddling expertly with the yarn snaking up out of her bag. 
 
“Have you ever been approached by a student interested in snogging with you?”  Hyacinth asked 
next. 
 
He rolled his eyes, beseeching the long-dead greatest British wizard, Merlin the Magnificent, to 
grant him a ruddy lot of patience.  “Yes.  Every year, some idiot gets it into her—or even his—
head to approach me, usually a departing seventh-former, to unburden their tender little heart to 
me about how they think I’m misunderstood, that I just need someone who cares about me in my 
life, and to offer themselves as that caring, understanding person,”  he sneered.  “Whereupon I 
usually trample their delusions right into the ground, where they belong.  Thankfully, it only 
happens once or twice a year.” 
 
{Glow’s still quite strong,}  that cheerful feminine voice in his head ressured him.  {You’re on the 
right track; just don’t derail it with too much vociferousness…} 
 
“…And before you ask another idiotic question along those lines, Hyacinth,”  Severus added with 
a cold, calculating smile,  “I feel compelled to point out that you’ve snogged far more of your 
fellow teachers on the school grounds than I ever have.  Since I have not snogged a single one.  
Nor the rest of the staff, for that matter—even the bloody house-elves are safe from my ‘sexual 
predations’!”  he snarled.  He snapped his gaze to Albus’, hands clenching the ends of the armrests 
under them.  “Are we quite done here, Headmaster?  I find these ridiculous allegations—excuse 
me,”  he mocked,  “questions—to be a total waste of my time at best, and beyond insulting at 
worst.  I know I am considered to personally be a black-hearted bastard by a number of you, but I 
thought I always at least had the respect of my peers for my ethics and abilities as a teacher.” 
 
“We’re almost done, Severus,”  Albus reassured him mildly, consulting his scroll one last time.  
“But there still remains the question of your, erm, ‘mid-life crisis’, which is what fuelled this 
session.  Are you currently using some sort of charm or glamour to alter your appearance?” 
 
“No.” 
 
It was too flat, too emphatic to be denied.  But Minerva still tried.  “A potion, perhaps?” 
 
“—Maybe some of that water from the old Fountain of Youth?”  Ermengarde offered. 
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“Like ‘e could afford that,”  Rubeus muttered from his seat at one end of the semi-circle, 
overflowing his armless chair with his great, bearded bulk.  “Not e’en the Malfoys could afford 
sommat like that.” 
 
“No, I think it’s some sort of anti-wrinkle or anti-aging creme,”  Richard Vector, the Arithmancy 
Master, offered from his seat near Kathleen Frejne.  “Just look at his face!  No shadows, no 
wrinkles, no crow’s-feet—” 
 
“I Foresaw this day,”  a deliberately dreamy, horridly familiar voice interjected from the back row.  
“The day that Severus Snape would reveal a formula so powerful, it would appear to take years off 
his haggard, aged, embittered, decrepit, rotten, old—” 
 
“—Sod off, Sybill,”  Severus ordered impatiently, giving her a disgusted look.  “There is no 
potion that I have taken that has ‘de-aged’ me.” 
 
“Behave, children,”  Albus admonished both the black-draped Potions Master and the spangle-
braceleted Divinations Mistress—the one who had bothered to come upstairs to this meeting, that 
was, since Firenze as a centaur was both disinterested in participating in such human matters, and 
disinclined to put forth the effort that mounting the stairs to this floor would’ve entailed. 
 
{Thank you, Headmaster!}  Hermione muttered in the back of Severus’ mind.  {I never liked that 
batty, rubbish-filled woman.} 
 
[Yes, I heard about you storming out of her class, several years ago.  Remind me to give you a 
belated twenty points for such clarity of vision.] 
 
“If it was no charm, no glamour, and no potion that has done this…this de-aging trick, then might 
I ask if it was some other form of spell?”  Richard asked.  The Arithmancy teacher gestured at 
him.  “Because, quite frankly, you look almost as young as you did when I myself first joined the 
staff, over six years ago.” 
 
“I don’t know of any spell that could have done such a thing.” 
 
{Erm…the glow is sort of…sputtering.  Do you know what that means?}  Hermione asked him, as 
the other teachers exchanged looks once again. 
 
[Sputtering?]  he questioned. 
 
{It sort of fluttered, bright and dark, back and forth.  Like it couldn’t quite make up its mind.} 
 
“I would guess from the glow about you that you do know what might have caused this 
transformation, Severus, but have not yet realized it consciously,”  Albus offered, clarifying the 
matter somewhat. 
 
“How could that be?”  Severus challenged him.  “Either I should know, or I shouldn’t know.” 
 
“Have you been experimenting with new forms of magic in your spare time, recently?”  Albus 
asked him. 
 
“Well, yes, but…  Oh.”  The soft exclamation escaped him before he could stop it.  It was echoed 
in his head by his hidden partner as she, too, realized which spell had been responsible. 
 

“So, you have used a spell to youthen your features?”  Ermengarde enquired eagerly, knitting 
needles clittering and clattering along at a respectable speed, now.  She looked around at the 
others for support as she added,  “I’d pay a hundred Galleons for such a spell, if it really worked!” 
 
“—I’d pay a million bucks!”  someone else piped up, the Defence Mistress; for a moment, her 
American accent came through.  And, Hermione and Severus both decided, a hint as to her 
heritage, Muggle-born or half-blooded to some degree.  The other teachers jumped into the 
possibility with a scattering of conversation. 
 
“I’d love to have a new source of age-reduction, myself.” 
 
“I heard the last bottle of Fountain-water to hit the market sold for a record fifty thousand 
Galleons.” 
 
“Yes, and that it contained only enough liquid in the vial to de-age its new owner by five years.” 
 
“Yes, but it went to He Who Mustn’t Be Named.” 
 
“—Fat lot of good it did him,”  Hyacinth muttered, just as frank with this topic as with the last 
one.  “He got mostly-offed by little Harry not even a year after buying it, or so I heard.  Bloody 
waste of too much money, if you ask me.  Come to think of it, that ‘Dismal World’ over in 
America was a bloody waste of perfectly good swampland, too.” 
 
There was some general agreements among the others.  Severus had to firm his mouth against the 
urge to smile, for Hermione had started laughing silently again in his head.  Even her finger 
quivered where it was pressed to the back of his neck, and he almost thought he heard snickering 
breaths somewhere behind his back.  [Control yourself, girl!] 
 
“Severus, did you find a spell to youthen yourself?  Is that what you were experimenting with?”  
Albus enquired as Hermione calmed herself down with a firm, admonishing sub-thought. 
 
“No, it wasn’t.  This is the only spell I could think of that did not turn out as it should have.  It was 
supposed to be a spell to strengthen some of the school’s internal wardings,”  he admitted as 
truthfully as he could, mindful of the Charm still watching his words.  “One triggered by a 
thought.  But raising the amount of magic necessary took more of my concentration than I’d 
realized, and before I could free my mind from that effort enough to think of the actual trigger for 
the spell…the energy dissipated.  I thought it had all been lost.  Nearly every other spell I’ve 
worked on recently has come out as it should, and those that did not, I know by now what went 
wrong, and what the actual results were.” 
 
The others in the staff room gave him bewildered looks.  Even Hermione’s sub-thoughts were 
puzzled. 
 
“But…that doesn’t explain how a spell to ward the castle could turn into a youthening spell,”  
Minerva protested, frowning at him.  “Unless…unless you were trying to Transfigure part of the 
school…” 
 
“I would have gone to you, if that had been the case,”  Severus interjected firmly.  “We may have 
our differences as the Heads of our respective Houses—and in the way you consistently spoil the 
Potter boy with your favor—but you have always had my admiration of your superb skills at 
Transfiguration, Minerva.” 
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He didn’t need to hear Hermione’s sub-thoughted confirmation to know the blue of the glow 
remained true.  Minerva blushed, clearing her throat and adjusting her spectacles.  “Though we 
may have indeed had our differences on many subjects, I have never doubted your skills at 
brewing potions either, Severus.” 
 
Albus beamed at both of them.  “Excellent!  I do so love it when my staff makes such a wonderful 
effort to get along!” 
 
They both shot him quelling looks, which were about as effective on his determinedly cheerful 
demeanor as Stunning Charms had been on their half-giant Care of Magical Creatures instructor a 
year and a half before.  Which was to say, no visible effect at all. 
 
{Utterly batty,}  Hermione sighed,  {but you’ve got to love him anyway…} 
 
[You may love him; I would rather settle for just admiring him,]  Severus quipped.  He tapped his 
steepled fingers together again.  “Now, is that the last question you have for me?” 
 
“Not until you tell us what this miracle-working spell is!”  Hyacinth asserted. 
 
“Hyacinth, please!”  Richard admonished her.  “We don’t even know if the spell wrought a 
permanent change in his age, or a temporary one, or merely a glamour-based one.” 
 
“—Oh!”  Finnegan exclaimed, looking up at Albus.  “The Physical Age Charm!  That would at 
least tell us if it’s a permanent or a temporary change.” 
 
The Potions Master rolled his eyes.  “Please, spare me your interest.  I tell you all, the spell didn’t 
work properly.  I don’t know what went wrong, I don’t know how to repeat it, I don’t know if it 
can be repeated, let alone what conditions triggered such a vast divergence in purpose.  It seemed 
to be working properly,”  Severus emphasized,  “but something happened at the very end that 
made it go all wrong.  Since it seemed to be doing me no harm, I saw no point in investigating the 
matter any further.  As for this rubbish that I look several years younger—!” 
 
“You truly do, Severus.  I’m not surprised it took us a few days to notice, as the changes are 
subtle, but they are there, to the observant eye.  Finnegan, I believe you may now dispel the Truth-
Glow Charm, and apply the other one,”  Albus directed the diminutive wizard at his side.  The 
Headmaster looked around him.  “Unless anyone else still needs convincing that our Potions 
Master is innocent of all rumors, despite the aura-backed evidence from his own lips?” 
 
There were several head-shakes around the room.  The Charms Master lifted his wand with a nod 
of his head, even as Hermione hastily withdrew her finger.  “Finite Incantatum!  
…Incorpotempus!” 
 
A bolt of white light, tinged with gold around the edges, burst from the tip of his wand, hitting 
Severus squarely in the chest.  It tingled right through his flesh, washing a sparkling gold shroud 
over his eyes, then withdrew.  Glancing warily up, eyes still somewhat dazzled by the after-
effects, Severus squinted at the numerals hovering wraith-like over his head.  The Head Girl 
touched him covertly again. 
 
{In case the angle’s horrid for you, it…oh, my.  It says…‘thirty-four’.}  Her mind-voice was 
subdued with awe as she shared her better viewpoint with him.  {God and Merlin, Sev…we 
somehow actually de-aged you!} 
 

 
Chapter XXXVIII. 
 
After that revelation, Wednesday night’s rendezvous was a bust; it was all Severus could do to get 
away from his fellow teachers by reasserting that he had no idea how to duplicate the spell, and no 
intentions of doing so again, let alone telling anyone which spell he had attempted, so that they 
could see if they could mess it up so wonderfully for themselves.  Poppy had then taken command, 
hustling him off to the Infirmary—Hermione had tagged along, under the cover of Harry’s 
cloak—for a thorough physical examination, just to make sure there were no ill-effects from his 
accidental youthening. 
 
Which meant it had been close to midnight before he’d wrenched himself free of her pokings and 
proddings, yanked his clothes back out of the school nurse’s grasp, and escaped to his thankfully 
hidden stronghold.  He did so as fast as he could stalk, pausing only to order Hermione to meet 
with him the next night, granting her a full thirty points for having the good sense to see right 
through Sybill Trelawney’s so-called Divination powers, docking her twenty-five for showing up 
at the meeting against his wishes, and granting her fifteen for her quick-witted assistance in 
avoiding the Truth-Glow traps that had awaited him.  Which left her House up by twenty 
points…and which was still not enough to overcome the horrible losses incurred by all the other 
incidents. 
 
Yet she knew if she asked him about helping her make up the loss, he’d probably just smirk at her.  
Sure, maybe he could’ve been picked for Gryffindor, and maybe he now regretted his choice in 
hindsight, somewhere deep down inside, but he’d spent the last thirty years of his life proving 
himself staunchly a Slytherin.  She wasn’t gullible enough to think he’d let her worm extra points 
out of him. 
 
There were two good fallouts from Wednesday, however:  one was that everyone was now too 
afraid of Professor Snape’s reaction to do more than whisper to each other about the ‘mid-life 
crisis’ rumors.  At least, in his classroom, after he started subtracting points from all four Houses 
again.  And the second came from the other teachers.  Having satisfied themselves as to his 
professional ethics, they, too, began taking House-points off those who dared to whisper about it 
in their own presence.  They didn’t do whole classrooms at once, like Snape had done with his ten 
Gryffindors and eleven Slytherins, just the individual culprits, but they made their displeasure 
known. 
 
Most of them also deducted their points in a very cagey manner, by catching the students for 
‘talking without permission’ or the like, rather than for ‘rumormongering about one of the 
teachers’.  That meant it minimized the emphasis on the rumors.  The incident with the interview 
Harry had given for the The Quibbler in Hermione’s fifth year had proven how effective banning 
something specific could be in a school setting.  Which was to say, utterly the opposite.  The 
rumors of his youthful appearance and a potential middle-aged moment of folly were still being 
passed around, but by the end of Thursday’s classes, they were already losing their efficacy as 
gossip-fodder—though Snape’s deduction of points from his own House was keeping that much of 
the topic rife with speculation. 
 
It was at supper, in fact, when Hermione heard the new rumor:  Professor Snape had apparently 
only deducted points from everyone in his classroom yesterday when he overheard one of the 
Slytherins whispering to another the suggestion that he was gay.  Or rather, ‘not so heterosexually 
inclined as all that’.  And that he’d overreacted because he was gay, and was deathly afraid of 
anyone finding out the truth. 
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…Oh, good lord!  She rolled her eyes, as she heard the rumor being passed behind her along the 
Ravenclaw table.  Here’s praying he chooses to laugh, when he hears this new twist.  Or at least 
that he doesn’t hear it from someone in my own House.  Gryffindor’s still down by too many 
bloody points! 
 
She had to concentrate on her homework in the common room, then go on a patrol near curfew-
time, but it was finally with relief that she made her way down to the Potions classroom, slipping 
inside the darkened interior.  Once again, the storeroom door unlocked itself to her touch, and 
there was another contraceptive potion waiting for her by the sink.  Taking a pinch of Floo-
powder, she hurried back into the main room.  Then stopped and frowned, remembering 
something.  Returning to the storeroom, she grabbed a spare jar, filled it with more powder, then 
returned to the hearth. 
 
She’d almost forgotten that all of the fireplaces in the castle were connected to each other as a part 
of the Floo network, save only for the two connecting the Potions classroom and Severus’ private 
quarters.  Further down the wall was another, slightly smaller hearth, one of six around the edges 
of the chamber used for the larger potion-processing needs.  Casting her class project onto its 
nearly dead coals, she stated firmly, 
 
“Room of Requirement!” 
 
And stepped into the bright green flames.  Whirling three times around, she found herself spat out 
in a chamber filled with ruby and sapphire swags of cloth, a huge four-poster bed in the 
center…and two sweaty, naked, entangled bodies.  Two familiar, sweaty, naked, very intimately 
entangled bodies.  Both of whom had skin the color of milk-doused tea and black hair, though one 
set was silky smooth and the other was twisted into dreadlocks. 
 
“Lee!”  she gasped, as they jerked on the bed.  “Padma!” 
 
“—Hermione?!”  Lee squeaked ignomiously, utterly disconcerted as he tried to smother the girl 
under him with his own body to protect her bits and bobbles from the Head Girl’s shocked view. 
 
“Oh, god!”  Padma wailed, yanking a pillow over her face. 
 
Shaking off her shock, Hermione whirled and threw Floo powder on the hearth.  “Potions!” 
 
Dashing into the storeroom—grateful the unlocking spell continued to work—she rooted quickly 
through the shelves for a different potion than the one on the counter.  Grabbing it and a set of 
measuring spoons, she returned to the smaler hearth and shouted the same location again. 
 
The two of them yelped as soon as she whirled into view, yanking the sheets over their 
disentangled bodies.  “Hermione!”  Lee protested, hitching up his sheet and holding out a hand.  “I 
can explain!” 
 
“—You’re dating her, too?”  Padma demanded, shock predominant in her entire posture. 
 
“Lee, you have a positive brilliance for saying the wrong thing at the wrong time.  No, he’s not 
dating me.  He knows I’m rather furious with him, as the Head Girl, finding one of my own fellow 
Gryffindors…  Well, anyway, you’re both in very serious trouble!” 
 
“Oh, c’mon, Hermione!”  their longstanding Quidditch announcer protested.  “It’s not like you’ve 
never snogged with Ron!” 

 
“Yes, but I, at least, kept my clothes on!”  she snapped back. 
 
“Only because you’re frigid,”  Padma muttered. 
 
For a moment, white-hot anger blazed up inside of her, at the insult.  Hermione mastered it firmly, 
settling for a glare instead of an Acne Jinx.  The Acne Jinx was very tempting, though. 
 
“That’s not what I heard,”  Lee retorted, frowning at both girls.  Hermione looked sharply at him, 
and he shrugged.  “There’s a rumor going round that you’re, erm…well, maybe I shouldn’t have 
brought it up…” 
 
In the days since receiving her golden, Muggle-charm style bracelet, Hermione had discovered 
just how useful the Wand Wallet charm could be.  It took literally just a thought and a dip of her 
hand to flick her wand up into her grip, just as it took merely dropping the wand from her hand to 
snap it into the charm for safe-keeping, rather than letting it clatter to the floor—she had 
discovered the trick when she had accidentally lost her grip on the ebony stick a couple days 
before. 
 
Now, it was just a quick thought and a snap down-up of her wrist to level her wand threateningly 
at the young man.  “What, exactly, did you hear about me?” 
 
Lee swallowed.  He’d been in their Defence Club too long to not know how effective her jinxes, 
curses, and charms could be.  “Erm…it was a couple of Slytherins, so I didn’t really pay any 
attention, mind you, but…er…they had it that you were the odds-on favorite for being Snape’s 
choice of ‘mid-life crisis’, shall we say?  It was Malfoy, talking to a couple of cronies of his.” 
 
Draco.  Damn his hide!  I was wondering when he’d start spreading the rumors of our little floor-
show…  She relaxed her stance somewhat, lowering her wand.  “I hardly think I would qualify as a 
potential romantic target of his, considering how much he loathes and despises Harry, Ron, and 
myself.  I’ll let the crack pass—both of them,”  she added, giving Padma a sharp look.  “But the 
two of you are in serious trouble, still.” 
 
Padma reached up from her position, sitting on the edge of the bed, and clutched at Lee’s hand.  
She lifted her chin defiantly.  “We’re in love!  Go ahead and get us expelled—we’ll just pull a 
Weasley, given we’re both seventh-years!” 
 
Hermione arched her brow skeptically at that declaration, but when she glanced at Lee, he had 
lifted his own chin, and had untangled his hand only enough to wrap his arm around her shoulders, 
pulling her against his hip as he stood next to her.  “Do you feel the same way, Lee?” 
 
“Yeah, I do.  I love her.”  He glanced down at Parvati’s twin with remarkable tenderness for the 
Ravenclaw girl, then lifted his chin defiantly once again.  “I’d do anything for her, even quit the 
school.” 
 
“You’ll do nothing of the sort!”  Hermione snapped, impatient with the two dunderheads.  “You 
both know as well as I do that Voldemort’s out there, waiting for young fools just like you to cross 
his path so he can Avada them for his own amusement.  You’re both going to stay in this school, 
learn everything you can to defend yourselves…and you’re going to take this, and limit all further 
conjugal relations while you’re still here at Hogwarts to only those points in time when you can 
take a bloody contraceptive!  And not get caught!” 
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She thrust out the measuring spoons and the jar.  They both blinked at her.  Padma found her voice 
first, swallowing hard.  “You’re…you’re not going to have us expelled?” 
 
“I’m not completely unsympathetic to those with romantic entanglements,”  she told them gruffly, 
crossing over to press the bottle into Lee’s free hand.  “Take that, both of you; the dosage is on the 
label.  Merlin’s Beard, Padma, what do you think your twin would say if you wound up pregnant 
with a full term left to go?  Not to mention, your parents?  And you, Lee, neither of you twits even 
have jobs, yet!  You’ve got to think about securing your futures before you should think about 
bringing a newborn into this world!—Well?  Drink up!”  she ordered both of them.  “Or I will go 
straight to Professor Flitwick and Professor McGonagall, and tell them I caught the two of you in 
flagrante delicto.” 
 
“—You’re the best, ‘Mione,”  Lee praised her, measuring out a dose and popping it in his mouth.  
The grimace that followed the extraction of the spoon was a small, vindictive pleasure for 
Hermione, watching him wince and shudder.  “Urgh!  What’s in this, essence of sea slug?” 
 
“Your just desserts.  Drink up, Padma,”  Hermione ordered.  “You, especially, have to take it.  Just 
in case I interrupted things a little bit late, shall we say?” 
 
Padma promptly grabbed the spoon and the bottle, swallowing her dose fast enough, she barely 
had to grimace for more than a second. 
 
“Accio bottle,”  Hermione stated firmly, catching the vial as it smacked into her hand.  “Accio 
spoons.  Just to keep the two of you honest, and hopefully focused on your work, I’ll take this with 
me, when I go.  But, er…it protects for twenty-four hours in either direction.  But don’t think I’ll 
go soft on you, next time,”  she added firmly as they stared at her.  “If you do get into trouble 
again—caught or conceived—I’ll make sure they throw the rulebook at the both of you before you 
can even try to escape.” 
 
“Hey, ‘Mione,”  Lee called out to her as she returned to the fireplace.  “Thanks.” 
 
“Just do me the really big favor of making sure I never see your bait and tackle, Lee Jordan,”  
Hermione retorted over her shoulder.  “Or I’ll have to poke my eyes out and get my memory 
modified before I can live with myself.  Now, excuse me while I return this to the locker I nicked 
it from—and heed my warning about that time-limit, or else!  Potions!” 
 
The Room of Requirement whirled away.  It took her only a few minutes to return the jar to its 
place on the shelves, and to wash the spoons at the sink.  Checking her diminishing supply of Floo 
powder, Hermione added it mentally to the Polyjuice Potion she was crafting in her spare time, 
down below.  After tonight, she wouldn’t have to sneak all the way down into the dungeons, if she 
didn’t want to; a trip to the Gryffindor common room hearth—or any convenient hearth in a 
classroom, found on her way down from the Tower—would take her nearly wherever she wanted 
or needed to go, nearly instantly, virtually sight unseen. 
 
However, using the Room of Requirement for her test-Flooing—which far too many students from 
the old D.A. Club knew about—wasn’t such a good idea, in retrospect.  Good god—Lee Jordan 
and Padma Patil.  Who’d have thought? 
 
“Sanctum Hermium,”  she murmured, quietly but distinctly, stepping into the whirling green fire 
on the largest set of hearthstones.  Emerging on the stretch of burgundy carpet to the right of the 
blue davenport, she found the owner of the suite standing in front of the windows, peering out past 
his reflection at the night. 

 
“You’re late.” 
 
“Last minute castigation of a couple of students,”  she explained shortly, firmly banishing the 
memory so that he wouldn’t go ballistic at her having bent the rules so that two more people here 
at Hogwarts could turn it into their own, private little Snogwarts.  “I don’t want to think about that, 
now.  How was your day?” 
 
“Five points from Slytherin, ten from Gryffindor, ten from Ravenclaw, and twenty from 
Hufflepuff.  The dunderheads.” 
 
“Well, if I mix up another successful batch of Floo over the next few days, do you think that might 
earn me a few points?”  she quipped, moving up beside him. 
 
“Running low, are you?”  he asked, some of the ire draining out of his voice in a sigh as he 
glanced at her. 
 
“Well, we have been meeting down here a lot,”  she pointed out.  “Going to ask how my day 
was?” 
 
He arched a brow.  For a moment, she wasn’t sure if he’d play along.  Shrugging, he enquired,  
“And how was your day?  Aside from any last minute castigations you’d rather forget.” 
 
“Slytherin’s spreading rumors that I’m your odds-on favorite for a ‘mid-life crisis’.  Dead-meat 
Draco is churning the rumor-mill himself,”  she muttered, eyeing her lattice-broken image in the 
diamond panes of the section of window before her. 
 
“I’ll have a word with him.  It would be detrimental to the Dread Lord’s plans for him to create 
enough curiosity among the other students about your sexuality to risk their interference with my 
‘control’ over you.” 
 
“Good.  Make sure you shut him up, or I will.” 
 
“I know how to handle the boy,”  Severus admonished her.  “I want to talk about something else.” 
 
She nodded.  She didn’t even have to take a peek at his thoughts to know what was on his mind.  It 
was on hers, too.  “The ouroboros layayoga.” 
 
“Precisely.  Or rather, imprecisely.  Are you positive you weren’t thinking of anything?” 
 
“I can’t say for certain. All I can remember was looking at your face, feeling everything building 
up inside of me, both passion and magic surging almost out of all control.” 
 
“Same here.  Something we did triggered the spell, but if it wasn’t a concrete thought…”  He 
shook his head, returning his gaze to the windowpanes.  “I’m out of ideas.” 
 
“What if it wasn’t a thought?”  she asked, as a thought occurred to her. 
 
He snorted in derision. 
 
“Now, just hang on a moment,”  she ordered him.  “What if it wasn’t a conscious thought?  What 
would we have left?” 
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“A sub-thought.  But I can’t think of any sub-thoughts I was feeling or experiencing.  Nothing 
comes to mind, not even at the subconscious level.  At least, nothing that would have removed 
some of my physical age.” 
 
“Neither can I,”  she agreed.  “So then we must examine the next layer down.” 
 
“This exercise is pointless,”  Severus countered.  “There is no next plausible layer.  Unless you’re 
trying to tell me that an unconscious thought, totally beyond both our control, instantly removed 
the ravages of seven years’ worth of my physical age?” 
 
“Not an unconscious thought, so much as…so much as a wish.  I think,”  she added cautiously.  
He eyed her dubiously.  “Look, it’s not that far of the mark as you’d think, right?  You were 
looking at my face, and I was looking at yours.  You’ve pointed out before that you’re as old as 
my father, and we’ve both wished before that we were closer to each other’s age.  Maybe, just 
maybe what we were thinking at the time, on a sub-subconscious level, on a wish-making level, 
was that you were a bit closer to my age?  It’s the best thing I can come up with that makes sense, 
at any rate.” 
 
Considering her suggestion took a few minutes.  Shifting his arms from folded across his chest to 
hands clasped behind his back, he shrugged.  “There’s another possibility.  Maybe I was wishing 
to be closer to your age, and you were wishing to be closer to mine.  You do seem a bit 
more…mature, of late.” 
 
“I don’t feel any older,”  she protested, though it was half-hearted.  “I suppose it’s possible I gave 
up a few years of my life, aging myself in exchange for youthening you.  But I really don’t feel all 
that much different.” 
 
“We should still check.”  Sliding his wand out of his sleeve, he lifted it, then hesitated.  She 
nodded permission, and he flicked and swished it at her.  “Incorpotempus.” 
 
Gold-tinged white light smacked into her ribs, spreading quickly through her whole body, blinding 
her for a moment.  When she could see again, she blinked and peered at her somewhat dim 
reflection in the windowpanes.  A ghostly ‘eighteen’ hovered over her head.  “Well.  There goes 
that idea.  You’re the only one whose age has changed.” 
 
“Quite.  I think the fluke of our choice of spell-trigger most likely happened because we were 
unprepared for the intensity of the kriyas,”  he told her, returning his wand to his sleeve.  “I did 
some studying last night, when I couldn’t sleep.  The Conversations states that the ouroboros 
layayoga is a much more advanced magic than a mere kundalini.  If we had been able to 
concentrate properly, if we’d had more practice, I believe our warding-spell would have turned out 
to be a very powerful form of protection indeed.  A pity we won’t be trying it again.” 
 
“—What?”  Hermione protested, as the numbers over her head faded and vanished.  “What do you 
mean, we won’t be trying it again?  We have to test the theory!” 
 
“If I lose any more of my physical age, I’ll look even younger than I do now, and that will cause 
even more commentary around the school.  As it is, I’m going to have a very difficult time 
concealing the knowledge of how this accidental youthening was achieved from Lord Voldemort.  
He is very much interested in the possibility of extending his life—obsessed with it, in fact—and 
if I am now physically seven years younger than I was before, if all it took to reduce my age by 
seven whole years was shagging the right person during the right mystical ritual…  I’m not going 

to hand him that sort of near-immortality,”  he told her flatly.  “We cannot share it with anyone 
else for another valid reason, either.” 
 
“Well, of course not; that would expose the nature of my extra-credit project,”  Hermione snorted.  
“You’ve just come out of that inquisition looking like you’re wearing the proverbial chastity belt.  
If people find out it’s an Eromantic ritual, you’ll get sacked, I’ll get expelled, and neither of us 
will be doing the Order any good, because we won’t be of any further use to old Moldy-Face.” 
 
“True, but I was thinking of another reason.  It also might not work for anyone else.  As you 
pointed out the other day,”  he reminded her,  “the Veritamoria tying us together complicates the 
issue beyond most normal calculations.  A wish that powerful, however sub- or unconscious, 
probably wouldn’t have worked with a pairing whose minds were not linked so intimately as our 
own.  So, to remove all temptation—on either side of our partnership—to try wishing for more 
youth, we will simply not perform the ritual again.”  He paused, then added with what had to be a 
Veritamoria-forced dignity,  “At least, not until the Dark Lord is firmly and truly  dead.” 
 
At her enquiring look, he blushed. 
 
“I, ah, like feeling younger and more vigorous than I did back before New Year’s Eve.”  His 
demeanor turned a little defensive.  “Spying is not a game for the old.” 
 
“Well, you’re hardly old enough to be my father, now, so you’re not that old anymore,”  she 
pointed out.  “At least, physically.” 
 
“If your body is eighteen and mine is thirty-four, I still could have fathered you at the age of 
fifteen.” 
 
“—And been kicked out of Hogwarts for it?”  she snorted.  “I don’t think so.” 
 
The corner of his mouth twitched up.  “No.  I wouldn’t have done anything to jeopardize my 
education, nor done anything that would have had me expelled and sent home permanently.” 
 
“Lousy home-life?”  she enquired lightly. 
 
“…I’d rather not talk about it.” 
 
The cold, hard, shut-down of his tone ended the conversation effectively.  She wanted to point out 
that Harry’s own home-life was miserable, different from yet very similar in some ways to what 
Severus’ own childhood must have been like, if his own father had whipped him until he scarred.  
True, Harry’s scars were almost entirely emotional, due to the contempt and neglect of his 
relatives, but there was much that the two of them could’ve found in common to bridge the hatred 
between them. 
 
She didn’t offer any comparisons, however.  Hermione would’ve rather gone back to promoting 
S.P.E.W. full-tilt—and suffer the mounting troubles she’d had with the house-elves here at 
Hogwarts her fifth and especially sixth year—than have tried that conversational gambit right 
now.  Instead, she continued to look out the night-darkened windows of his sitting room, 
identifying a spot of village-glow from Hogsmeade off to the left, though it was hard to see any 
details.  It was raining out there right now, in typically dismal Scottish winter weather. 
 
“I’m…sorry.” 
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That came out of nowhere.  Hermione looked up at Severus.  She almost asked ‘what for’, but 
something in the weight of his thoughts beyond her mental walls—always weakest when he was in 
her direct line of sight, these days—kept her silent.  Apologizing was not something Severus 
Snape did very often.  She did not want him to feel uncomfortable in doing it, if he truly felt the 
need. 
 
“I shouldn’t have been so rude.  My childhood is a long series of painful memories I would rather 
not relive in your company.  Not when there are far more pleasant things we could be doing.” 
 
“Well, I don’t know how pleasant stewing Polyjuice and prepping the initial stages of Floo 
powder might be, but I’m willing to give them a go,”  she agreed, letting him off the hook. 
 
 
Chapter XXXIX. 
 
“First things first, Hermione,”  Severus chided her, speaking somewhat dryly.  “There is another 
reason why you are down here on a Thursday night.  To ensure that the Veritamoria does not wear 
off through neglect.  We missed last night’s opportunity.  I will not have our precautions delayed 
another hour, let alone another night.” 
 
She blinked up at him.  He lifted an eyebrow when she didn’t say anything, then released his 
hands from behind his back.  Raising the left one, he ghosted his finger over her cheek.  Sampling 
her sub-thoughts. 
 
[…I see.  So you liked the way I said that, did you?] 
 
{I liked the implication of your impatience to make love with me,}  Hermione corrected.  Then 
winced slightly and gave him a lopsided smile.  {Veritamoria be damned for my being so 
honest…but, well, a lady likes to know when a gentleman is interested in her.} 
 
He turned toward her, away from the window.  Both hands shifted to cup her jawline, lifting her 
head a little.  His own descended, curtaining out her view of the room as his shoulderlength locks 
swung forward.  [And what if I don’t want to be a gentleman?] 
 
Her heart skipped a beat, dropping for one instant all the way down into her loins, before bouncing 
back. 
 
[…Mmm, I felt that,]  he breathed into her mind, his mouth hovering half a wand-width above her 
own.  [So many sub-thoughts to choose from…  Shall I kiss you sweetly?]  he offered, teasing her 
lips with the faintest brush of his own, feeling the anticipation building inside of both of them 
before shifting one hand into the thick curls at the back of her head.  [Or should I dominate you…]  
he offered in a silky, mental drawl, tightening his fingers in her hair until it was just painful 
enough to stimulate her,  […until you scream with your pleasure?] 
 
Lust shuddered through her blood, weakening her limbs.  Her eyes drifted shut as his teeth nipped 
lightly at her bottom lip.  {Damned Pavlovian response to that damned, mesmerizing voice of 
yours…} 
 
He laughed into her mouth as he kissed her, a combination of tender strokes, punishing nips, and 
amused little puffs of air.  A turn of her head, and he nibbled on the curve of her ear.  Hermione 
groaned and wrapped her arms around him, even going so far as to twine her calf behind his in the 
urge to get closer, though her school robes were getting in her way.  Until she heard his sub-

thought.  Without giving herself time to think about what she was doing—and thus tip him off—
she twisted and wrenched, toppling both of them with a judo throw to the carpet in front of the 
windows. 
 
Hermione wasn’t sure who was more surprised; him for being pinned, or her that it worked.  
Severus grunted when she landed on top of him, then frowned when she caught his wrists and 
forced them and the wand he gripped down, manacling it to the floor.  Since her hands were 
pressing down against his sleeves, he had to resort to words.   “—Whatever was that for?” 
 
“You’re not getting anywhere with me, until you teach me that damned Disrobing Charm!”  she 
warned him with a silky growl of her own as he stared up at her, bemused.  “I mean it, Severus!” 
 
He sighed, closing his eyes.  “Not right now—neither of us have enough spare garments on hand,”  
he added as she drew in a breath to countermand him.  “Until you’ve mastered the Charm, it’s best 
to not use clothes you actually want to be able to wear again, afterwards.  I’ll go into Hogsmeade 
this weekend and pick up some old things from the Secondhand Wands shop.  We’ll practice 
Saturday.  Or on Sunday.  One of those two days—I promise, I’ll teach it to you this weekend, 
Hermione,”  he vowed firmly when she shook her head skeptically.  “Now, are you going to let me 
up, or do I have to start taking House-points off, for pinning your teacher in such an undignified, if 
highly effective, maneuver?” 
 
“Only if you give me more points than you take away, for successfully pinning you,”  she bartered 
somewhat recklessly. 
 
He snorted.  “Try again, Miss Granger.  That’s hardly a sufficient inducement.” 
 
She thought for a moment, then offered,  “Alright…  Twenty points to Gryffindor for flipping and 
pinning you successfully…and fifty demerits for the indignity of it.” 
 
That made him frown at her.  “Whyever would you want your House to lose thirty…oh.  
Demerits.” 
 
“Mm-hmm.”  Her smile felt quite salacious.  In fact, it probably looked a lot like her cat, 
Crookshanks, whenever he’d caught a garden gnome during her many summertime visits to the 
Burrow, residence of the Weasley family.  She even licked her lips, to further entice him. 
 
It didn’t take him long to ponder that offer.  “—Accepted.  Twenty points to Gryffindor for your 
successful application of, what did you say those lessons were in, earlier?  Ah, yes, I remember.  
For the successful application of judo…and sixty demerits, my little slave, for daring to try and 
dominate your Master.” 
 
She bit her lower lip on a soft, whimpering moan at the unbargained increase, recalling the 
pleasure he had given her while spanking her, the other two times they’d played this game.  He 
rolled her unresisting body onto her back, bracing himself over her with his left hand as he moved 
with her.  With his right hand, he levelled his wand at her and whispered the words of the 
Disrobing Charm, sending her clothes to their usual place under the Encyclopedia-laden coffee 
table.  A moment of thought, and he sent his own clothes as well. 
 
[It would be wonderful to order you to strip me, one garment at a time, as I punished you for your 
transgressions,]  Severus murmured as she arched her body up against his, enjoying the sudden 
feel of flesh on flesh.  He ground himself into her belly in response.  [But I find myself too 
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impatient for such leisurely play, right now.]  Rolling off of her, he kept contact with a touch on 
her arm.  [Kneel over my face, slave!  Cunt to my lips, and mouth to my prick!] 
 
{Yes, Master!} 
 
Her enthusiasm quickly shifted them into place.  Lifting his wand, Severus ordered,  “Accio 
pillow!  Accio paddle!”  A cushion shot off the couch, allowing him to pull it under his head to lift 
it closer into range.  The paddle came next from where he had left it on the coffee table, and he 
charmed it as he had before.  “Alapat glutea!” 
 
Hermione whimpered involuntarily as her lips pressed kisses to his turgid shaft, doing so even 
before the paddle swung itself into position over her posterior.  She gasped outright when the 
patented side smacked into her right buttock.  “Thank you, Master, that was one!”  she panted out 
loud.  It smacked again, this time on the left nether-cheek.  “Thank you, Master, that was two!” 
 
[I did not give you permisson to begin counting,]  Severus warned her sternly.  [Twenty more 
demerits for daring to presume where my intentions are concerned.] 
 
{I’m sorry, Master!}  she quickly apologized, wincing as the paddle smacked her again.  {Shall I 
start counting now?  Or…at your pleasure?} 
 
[At my pleasure,]  he informed her coolly, though his sub-thoughts were quite hot.  His hands 
flexed, gripping her hips, pulling her back onto his face.  [You will not commence counting until I 
decide you are wet enough to start—Merlin’s Balls, you’re very wet, already!] 
 
She laughed at his started exclamation, then gasped as the paddle smacked her again.  {Wet, am I?  
Gee, I wonder who got—ah!—me that way?} 
 
[And another ten demerits, for teasing me,]  he said as he licked her dewy slit.  [Oh, goddess, 
heaven…I think I’ve discovered the Ancient Greek source of ambrosia, the food of the 
gods…mmm!  Commence counting, slave!  Cum on my lips!] 
 
She did.  Right then and there.  It wasn’t an overly huge or long orgasm, but it did shiver through 
her body, from thrown-back head to scrunched-up toes.   “Ohhhhh god!  Thank you, lord and 
master, that was one!” 
 
Severus redoubled his efforts.  [Suck my prick every other stroke!—Wait, apply the Perineum 
Charm, first,]  he ordered her, passing his wand down to her.  [I want this to last…] 
 
A tap from the wand tip, and she sucked his hard shaft, inhaling it into her mouth as her nether-
cheeks jiggled from the force of another pink-blooming stroke.  It came from the hovering paddle 
whacking her delicious flesh a mere inch from his forehead and nose.  Each meaty smack was an 
aphrodisiac for both their ears, as were his hungry grunts of pleasure and her breathy whimpers 
and moans, alternating with frantic sucks of his prick. 
 
She was somewhere near thirty-seven when he had his first dry orgasm, while she was already 
working on her third.  At fifty-three, Severus prodded the paddle to flip randomly between the 
smooth, hard patent side and the soft, thickly furred side, since her backside was beginning to 
sting painfully.  At seventy, he had her knee up higher, tilting her pelvis to expose her mons as he 
leaned his head back.  “Alapat veneris!” 
 

The shiny side of the paddle struck her glistening nether-curls.  Severus smirked as she yelped, 
enjoying second-hand the tingling pain emphasizing the pleasure.  He accented it by occasionally 
quested a finger through her reddening, sensitized folds.  When she stopped counting at ninety, he 
decided to reward her.  A murmur of,  “Vibrato,”  and he applied the tip of his now buzzing finger 
to her clit, between the ongoing swats of the paddle. 
 
Her screams of pleasure were music to his ears, her climaxes firing his blood and shuddering 
through his body in dry convulsions of his own.  He hadn’t done this since their first night 
together—it always made his finger tingle uncomfortably, afterwards—but he was gratified by her 
instant response.  And grateful they were so far underground.  One of the swats from the paddle 
caught his digit; Severus quickly dismissed both the vibration spell and the hovering paddle, 
pulled her hips down, and buried his face in her essence.  Devouring her damp flesh.  She choked, 
her cries shifting to feral growls.  The urgent need in her sub-thoughts echoed his own rising 
desire.  Pushing her down along his body, Severus sat up and shifted so that he knelt behind her 
writhing, panting figure, impatient himself for something else. 
 
The first thrust was heaven, the second nirvana, the rest a gallop through all the other blessed 
afterlife possibilities.  Hermione knew he could still smell her juices smeared all over his mouth 
and nose, knew the incredible pleasure he derived from licking as much of it from his skin as he 
could while he pounded into her tight wetness at the same time.  The slapping of the paddle had 
been replaced by the slapping of their flesh, increasing their mutual pleasure. 
 
Around his fourth dry orgasm after penetrating her, when she was a quivering mess in his grip, 
sobbing with pleasure, she felt him shift and grab for his wand, dismissing the charm holding him 
back.  To her near-mindless surprise, he didn’t climax immediately.  Not for several more thrusts, 
takingh his time, angling carefully and thrusting against her g-spot, wringing every last drop of her 
own orgasms out of her, convulsing her flesh around him with a feral groan.  Only then did he 
shudder and shout, bucking into her, rocking her body with each ragged, convulsive thrust. 
 
For a long moment, he rested inside of her, still and quiet save for their matched, ragged panting.  
Then his hips ground deliberately against hers, and he slowly began thrusting again, still hard, still 
ready for more.  She moaned, tossing her head weakly where it dangled between her stiffly braced 
arms.  He pulled out of her, making her moan a second time in protest.  Pushing her around, onto 
her back, centering her head on the abandoned settee cushion, Severus slid into her again, 
weighting her down with his body as he feasted in slow, suckling kisses on her neck. 
 
[God, I’d forgotten how I could stay hard after the first climax with concentration, at this age…  
How do you like my being in my physical prime, Hermione?] 
 
{You want…me…to think?}  she demanded weakly, eyes rolling up in her head as he ground into 
her, mashing her sensitized clitoris with his groin.  {—Oh god, yes!} 
 
He laughed, both in her ear and in her head.  [Just imagine what I was like back when I was at my 
sexual prime, around the age of twenty-two…]  The accompanying sub-thought, of walking around 
almost constantly with a hard-on, having to wear tight pants under his wizarding robes to conceal 
his sexual eagerness, tipped her right over the edge into another shuddering orgasm.  Especially 
when he added,  [But no pussy I ever kissed at that age could compare to yours, my little pet.  Nor 
how much I love to ‘stroke’ you.] 
 
Her head arched back, her moan rising into a rapturous keen as he indeed ‘stroked’ her, and 
stroked her very well.  Chuckling as he did so.  With a tiny corner of her mind that wasn’t 
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wrapped up in having a seizure of pleasure, Hermione noted that he wan’t able to laugh for very 
long.  Indeed, Severus turned very serious, and very determined to prolong her ecstasy. 
 
[…That’s right,]  he answered her sub-thought as she came down from the shuddering heights of 
another orgasm.  [A woman should experience four or five climaxes for every single one a man 
should enjoy.  On average,]  he clarified his philosophy.  [However, I have no intention of ever 
being an ‘average’ lover.  Do you have a problem with that?] 
 
{Yeah,}  she panted.  That arched his brow.  She managed a smile.  {I want to be on top, this 
time.} 
 
[Your wish is my command,]  he agreed, rolling both of them over.  Hermione tugged the cushion 
under his head, then braced her hands on his lean chest, his skin flushed with the exertions of their 
lovemaking from its usual pallid sallow to an almost peach-flesh color. 
 
Gripping his flanks with her thighs, Hermione sat up a little more, impaling herself slowly, 
rhythmically on his thickness.  Her fingertips circled the sensitive skin of his nipples as she 
continued their conversation.  {What if I want to give you multiple orgasm for every one of mine?} 
 
[I’d probably die of a heart-attack.  Or fail you after only a few times,]  he responded.  [Even with 
a body in its prime, I can only discharge a few times before I’m milked dry.  And you may be 
thinking about the perineum charm,]  he added, catching her hands and kissing her fingers, pulling 
them away from the ticklish sensitivity of his nipples,  [but it cannot be used that frequently, that 
intensely.  Not for more than half a dozen orgasms at most.  Constant reliance on the charm can 
lead to priapism, continuous erection.] 
 
{Wouldn’t that be a good thing?}  she enquired, stilling for a moment as she focused more on her 
curiosity. 
 
[No, it most definitely would not.]  At her puzzled sub-thought, he explained.  [I’m not referring to 
the natural, constant randiness of a young man in his late teens to early twenties.  I’m referring to 
the inability to deflate.  As in, the inability to ejaculate.  The inability to achieve release in more 
than one manner.] 
 
{Eww.  That doesn’t sound pleasant,}  she commiserated. 
 
[And I sincerely hope I never suffer from it,]  he agreed.  Shifting his hands to her hips, he pulled 
her down more snugly around him.  [Squeeze me with those muscles of yours.  Please?  I want to 
feel you imprisoning me again,]  Severus coaxed, studying her through slitted eyes.  [I 
want…damned Veritamoria…I want to feel you dominating me, for once.] 
 
Hermione gave him a bemused look, uncertainty radiating from her sub-thoughts. 
 
[If you even can,]  he added, challenging her deliberately. 
 
She considered it, then lifted her chin slightly.  Defiantly.  {No.  I’m not in the mood.} 
 
And squeezed herself around him, even as he started to frown.  His eyes drifted shut on a soft 
groan as she did it a second, deliberate time. 
 
{I’ll give you pleasure, Sev, but I’m not in the mood to dominate you.  Not while I’m still enjoying 
the smarting feeling of all that paddling you gave my bum.} 

 
A smile curved the edge of his mouth as he circled the tips of his fingers over the curves of her 
hips, making her shiver at the tickling touch.  [You are a perverse creature, Hermione Granger.] 
 
{Flattery will get you nowhere,}  she quipped, squeezing him again.  {Cup my breasts, and thumb 
my nipples!}  she ordered him firmly. 
 
His eyes opened to slits.  […I thought you just said you didn’t want to dominate me.  Now you’re 
daring to order me around?] 
 
She gave him a smug, arch look.  {Yes.  On my terms, Severus Sebastian Snape.  Now, caress and 
stimulate my breasts, or I’ll take House-points off of Slytherin.  I can do that, you know, as the 
Head Girl.} 
 
[…You sneaky little witch,]  he praised her, cupping and lifting her breasts with his palms.  [Did 
the Sorting Hat ask you if you’d rather be in Gryffindor, or in Slytherin?] 
 
{Gryffindor or Ravenclaw, actually,}  she corrected him smugly.  {Or hadn’t you guessed how 
smart I am, by now?} 
 
He rolled his eyes.  [Spare me the false humility…] 
 
Smiling, she squeezed around him again.  {You know, it’s kind of fun to watch you flinch, when I 
do this.  Especially when you’re happy about it at the same time.} 
 
[I look forward to our experimentation with the Polyjuice Potion, at the end of the month.  Once 
I’m you and you’re me, I will endeavor to show you exactly what that does to a man.]  Wriggling 
his fingers, he teased her breasts, massaging them and lightly nipping their turgid peaks.  [Oh, yes, 
and we mustn’t forget the knickerless experiment with jeans with a metal zipper…] 
 
{Promises, promises.}  Undulating her hips, she rode him slowly, closing her eyes so she could 
enjoy the sensations a little more. 
 
[Goddess, you’re beautiful,]  Severus murmured, staring up at her face, with the curve of her 
lashes brushing her cheeks, the smile that hovered around her full lips, her enjoyment of her own 
sensuality stamped almost unconsciously throughout her whole body, from the expression on her 
face to the graceful way she moved, straddling him.  Her eyes snapped open, their light brown 
depths staring down at him in wonder.  He felt a blush staining his cheeks, and added defensively,  
[Well, you are.  I’d never admit it out loud, of course, but it is undeniable that, in this moment, you 
are a manifestation of the Goddess in Her aspect of youthful lover.] 
 
Hermione blinked at him.  {Y ou’re pagan?} 
 
[I’m agnostic.  I don’t subscribe to any one particular religion, since most of the trappings and 
rituals are about as important as wearing an orange robe to support the Chudley Cannons, versus 
a blue robe to support the Edinburgh Bludgers—it’s all just Quidditch, in the end,]  he told her, 
surprising her a little with the philosophy.  [Only the rules, the players, and the moves they make 
are truly important.  As for the others out there, you’ll find that a number of people in the 
wizarding world are pagan, and a number are Anglican, some even combine aspects of both in 
their choice of worship, and yet more exist that follow other creeds and callings in a broad 
variety.  Just as the Muggles do.] 
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{You know,}  Hermione thought slowly, having stopped her rocking in order to ponder his 
thought,  {for the first time in my life, Quidditch actually makes sense to me.  Why anyone would 
want to get all fired up and enthusiastic over it, I mean .} 
 
He quirked his brows, perplexed.  [You are a very strange woman.] 
 
{Well, I never considered the possibility of you waxing philosophically about God and Quidditch 
in the same sentence.} 
 
[Religion and Quidditch, Hermione,]  he corrected her dryly.  [I’m agnostic.  I don’t believe God 
is comprehensible by even the most extraordinary human mind.] 
 
{Sorry,}  she apologized.  Then blushed and laughed a little.  {I can’t believe we’re having a 
theological discussion in the middle of a lovemaking session!} 
 
[It is absurd, isn’t it?]  Using his hands, he nudged her off of him.  Sitting up as soon as she 
dismounted, Severus climbed to his feet and offered her his hand.  Puzzled, she took it, letting him 
draw her up as well.  [Come; let us done some robes and go work in the lab.] 
 
{But, we’re not done!  At least, you still have a hard-on, and I haven’t…well, actually, I have 
orgasmed several smashingly good times…}  she had to admit honestly. 
 
[Whatever gave you the idiotic thought that I was done with you for the night?]  Severus prodded 
her with a mock-frown.  [I am simply suggesting that we take a break for a few moments to check 
on your Polyjuice project, and to start working on a new batch of Floo powder.  Besides…I have 
an urge to shag you in my laboratory.] 
 
His suggestion utterly derailed her thoughts.  {Oh.  Well.  I suppose that’s doable…} 
 
[Hm, yes.  So are you.]  Smirking at her dazed, blinking expression, he led her away by the hand. 
 
 
Chapter XXXX. 
 
After that, January settled into a pattern; Hermione visited Severus in his quarters at least twice a 
week, sometimes three times.  He took on the surprising choice of ignoring all further whispers 
and rumors about his mid-life crisis and his sexual preferences, once the first week had passed.  Of 
course, it helped that after a week of taking points off his pupils for daring to whisper rumors of 
any kind in his classroom, very few students were inclined to continue talking about him—
Professor Snape taking off House-points for any conceivable reason was nothing less than Snape 
simply being Snape, after all—and within a week it was classwork as usual.  Which relieved him. 
 
Hermione’s relief came when the rumors coupling her and Snape started dying down, thankfully 
before they could really get started.  Though she occasionally caught Draco staring at her with 
disconcerting knowledge in those pale eyes of his, and twice she spotted him licking his bottom lip 
as he gave her that knowing look, he didn’t press the point between them.  Thankfully.  Whatever 
Severus had told Malfoy had not been emotionally charged enough to break through the mental 
wall she usually kept up between them when they weren’t touching, granting him privacy when 
they weren’t in the same room together.  It also helped that Draco was now in the back of the 
classroom and she was up in the front.  If Malfoy stared at her with a knowing look during 
classtime, she didn’t see it, and thus didn’t grow unaccountably nervous in his presence. 
 

Unable to progress any further with the layayoga techniques of the Lingam Yoni Conversations, 
the two of them shifted their attention to the Taoist Eromancy practices contained in The Jade 
Stalk and The Flower Terrace.  Hermione, investigating the possibilities for her next project, came 
up with an idea.  Recalling Severus’ comment about learning origami-magic from an exchange 
student back in his own day, she cobbled together a research idea combining the Chinese practice 
of origami paper-folding magic and a variation of Tantric Eromancy based on a section of The 
Grimoires of Vatsyanna that dealt with enchanting objects as sexual-sensation transferrence 
devices—enchanting a wand so that when it was stroked, the penis it was linked to magically felt 
as if it, too, was being fondle, for instance. 
 
In this case, her goal was to fold up an origami Jade Stalk—one of the colorful asian nicknames 
for the penis, or a lingam in Tantric terms—and an origami Flowered Terrace—another colorful 
nickname, this time the folds and crevasses of a woman’s loins, the yoni of Tantrism—and 
enchant them to be sympathetic symbols of real male and female genitalia. 
 
The first stage, of course, was to master origami, the art of folding, tearing, snipping, and shaping 
sheets of paper into representations of objects.  Though she was spending some of her spare time 
teaching Luna how to knit, Hermione more and more often found herself with an old origami 
instruction book of Severus’ in her lap and a stack of squared-off paper occupying her fingers 
during the slower moments of her days.  She quickly progressed from simple boxes and lily-
flowers to cranes and frogs within a few days, and was able to animate those things and more as 
the days turned into weeks. 
 
But she was still behind her teacher’s recovering abilities.  Though his fingers had almost 
forgotten the intricate twists and folds of origami, Severus found he was rediscovering the 
pleasures of topographic Geomancy.  And while he didn’t express himself out loud very often, she 
could hear in his sub-thoughts that he was taking increasing pride and joy in learning old tricks 
and new, and passing on the ancient Asian art to her, along with the other things they were 
learning about eastern asian Eromancy in between. 
 
Along with schoolwork, eromancy, and origami, the next Quidditch match was also fast 
approaching, occupying a lot of people’s attention:  Slytherin versus Gryffindor.  By mutual, sub-
thoughted consent, Severus and Hermione did not discuss it when they were alone together.  It 
was, however, a point of much contention for the rest of the school. 
 
Slytherin was leading the race for the cup by nearly a hundred points, but the Hufflepuff captain, 
Jayne Piddlington, was insisting to anyone who would listen to her that the only reason why they 
were up by that much was because the Slytherins had managed to distract Madam Hooch long 
enough with a faked fall from a broom to sneak in some extra scoring during their game against 
Hufflepuff, and then had the temerity to pull the same exact stunt during their match against 
Ravenclaw, too.  All the while blaming their falls on ‘equipment failure’.  Most of the students 
believed her, but there was no way to prove it. 
 
The only satisfaction Hermione had been able to get out of the whole argument was being a 
witness to a brief confrontation between Harry and Draco in one of the corridors on that very 
subject.  It had pleased her to watch Draco’s pale face flush bright red when Harry pointed out that 
it was all those aging Nimbus 2001s which Draco’s father had purchased that were failing, and yet 
his own Firebolt and the Weasleys’ and Creevys’ Cleansweeps were still going strong.  It would 
have been a worse confrontation than that, as Draco and his two thugs, Crabbe and Goyle, grabbed 
for their wands; the Gryffindor trio had gone for theirs as well, ready for anything. 
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Strangely enough, it was Peeves who had broken up the fight, and not a passing teacher—several 
balloons filled with wet paint had splattered down around them just as each side had drawn breath 
to hex the other.  The bombardment turned all of them them splotchy, splattered shades of horrid 
colors, like puce, goldenrod, avocado, and other rejects from a painting-supply shop.  And not 
only did Peeves break up the impending battle between the two factions—he temporarily, 
inadvertently, united them. 
 
Crabbe, showing a bit more speed of hand and thought than he usually did, quickly immobilized 
the pesky poltergeist with Impedimenta; Goyle gave him a bad case of bat-bogey wings all over 
his clownish face; and Malfoy did the Denticular Charm, densaugeo, which he’d accidentally cast 
on Hermione while trying to hit Harry back in their fourth year.  Harry did a nasty ghost-corker 
that literally stuffed Peeves into a bottle that materialized in midair; Ron got him with a limb-
knotting hex he later called the Preztel Jinx, one that not even Hermione had known existed; and 
she zapped the poltergeist with a rare charm, Ectoelectro, burning a hole in the shrieking 
polgergeist’s polkadotted pants even as he was being squeezed, with his elongating teeth, knotted 
legs and wing-sprouting face, into the bottle that had been conjured for his temporary prison. 
 
For one moment, both sides had glanced back at each other as the bottled Peeves clattered to the 
floor.  For that moment, all six of them shared a triumphant smile at having vanquished such an 
annoying opponent.  For only a moment, though.  The approach of other students had the two 
groups backing off before they could recover their enmity, muttering cleaning spells as they 
retreated in opposite directions. 
 
The day of the Quidditch match, a Saturday, finally arrived.  When Hermione got up, she 
discovered the dorm-room was too cold for comfort, despite the fire crackling firmly in the hearth.  
Glancing at the curtained beds of her dorm-mates, she flicked her wrist to summon her wand from 
its charm-holder, and murmured,  “Calorotropicum!” 
 
Warm, flower-perfumed wind ruffled the Gryffindor-scarlet hangings of the poster-beds, and 
swayed the matching velvet covering the windows.  A glimpse of light from beyond those 
curtains, a little too much light for this early on a winter morning, drew her over to them as the 
spell she had learned chased away the chill in the air.  Pulling aside one of the curtains, Hermione 
found herself looking out at what her Muggle friends would have called a fairy-tale wonderland.  
Not that faeries actually liked to be out in such miserably cold conditions, but the castle was an 
enchanting sight.  Inches of snow coated everything she could see, while yet more swirled down 
out of the looming clouds overhead. 
 
It was snowing the proverbial buckets.  Hermione had no idea what visibility would be like for 
today’s game, if the peaceful-seeming storm would abate by then or not, but she did know what 
she would do for the robes of the Gryffindor team; she had a spell for keeping someone warm and 
dry in inclement weather that would be perfect for today, allowing them to wear regular clothes 
under their sporting robes instead of gobs of layers of wool and such, thus allowing them to 
maintain their mobility. 
 
One thing she knew they would not have in their Quidditch robes was a swarm of origami frogs.  
She’d squelched that sub-thought of her lover’s just the other night.  Of course, she’d had to 
promise to let him take her up on his broom for a cloud-level lovemaking session in 
compensation—or as he had put it, join him in the ‘Nimbus Nirvana Club’, sort of the wizarding 
world’s equivalent to the Muggle world’s ‘Mile High Club’—but though heights scared her on 
such flimsy transport under normal conditions, nevermind naked and naughty at the same time, 
she had agreed. 
 

Her friends would never know the lengths she would go to, in keeping them safe from Severus 
Snape’s twisted sense of humor. 
 
So, when the time came that afternoon, and the snow was still swirling down heavily across the 
school grounds, she hurried down to the lockers with Ginny, easily getting permission from Ron, 
who was now the team captain, to enchant not only their robes for warmth, but their faces with the 
same Impervius charm that had managed to keep Harry’s glasses dry and clear throughout many 
an inclement-weather match since their second year. 
 
[…Oh, good god—today, of all days!  She’ll probably blame me for this piece of idiocy, if 
anything goes wrong for that ruddy team of hers.  I should’ve put those frogs in their robes, while 
I had the chance…] 
 
Hermione blinked, stiffening at the intrusion of his thoughts.  From the tone of them, they weren’t 
emotionally strong, but he was somewhere nearby; proximity as well as line-of-sight increased her 
sensitivity to his stronger thoughts.  Ginny, fastening up her now comfortably warm scarlet and 
gold robes, eyed her askance.  “Are you alright, ‘Mione?  Only you’ve got this funny look on your 
face.” 
 
“Uh…er, right.  Just thought of something.  Does anybody need a de-icing charm for their broom-
twigs?”  the older Gryffindor quickly asked, and got agreements from everyone. 
 
“—I’ll do it,”  Ginny interjected, fishing her wand out of her robes.  “I’m good at that one.  You’ll 
have to teach me this robe-warming one; it’s smashing.  Even my toes are getting warm.”  She 
flicked her wand at the others, de-icing their brooms each in turn, then looked over at Hermione, 
who was grinning and giving her a thumbs-up for the neatly laid charms.  “You’ll need to get on 
up to the stands now, Hermione, if you expect to get a decent seat.  Though I expect it’s cold 
enough out there, being squashed in together like a tin of sardines might be nice for keeping 
warm…” 
 
Nodding, Hermione moved towards the doors; she’d already cast her warming-charm on her own 
robes, so the proximity to others wasn’t a concern for her.  She was pleased with Ginny’s de-icing 
spell; the only thing holding Ginny back from being flat-out better at Charms than Hermione was 
merely the fact that the elder girl had simply studied more of them, having an extra year of 
schooling on the other girl, and a bit more in the way of homework-study under her belt. 
 
Those doors opened, and Professor Snape strode inside, almost colliding with Hermione.  They 
both jerked quickly back from each other, careful to not make contact.  Ron frowned at him and 
moved forward, instinctively wanting to protect his team.  The elder Weasley had been made team 
captain last year by a vote of one:  Harry’s.  The Boy Who Lived had pointed out to the rest of the 
team—who had all wanted to make him captain, Ron included—that Ron had a much better grasp 
of strategy and tactics thanks to his knowledge of chess and other games, and of having played the 
game since early childhood with his brothers’ coaching and examples before him.  Whereas the 
Boy Who Lived was a smashing Seeker, yes, but wasn’t nearly as good at plotting out overall 
strategy as his best friend.  Being given the team captaincy had done wonders for Ron’s self-
confidence, but it still took a bit of courage for anyone to face down the Potions Master. 
 
“What do you want, Professor?”  Ron enquired now, not exactly top-form polite, but not entirely 
rude, either. 
 
Those dark eyes swept the Gryffindors gathered in the changing room.  “I’m here to inform you 
all that Madam Hooch has slipped on an ice-patch, and has broken her wrist.  I will be refereeing 
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this game while she is set to rights in the infirmary.”  Severus’s gaze fell on Hermione, and 
another thought escaped him.  […What is she doing here?  Did she really think I would put frogs 
in their robes, despite our agreement?]  “Miss Granger, the changing rooms are for team and staff 
members only, on the day of a game.  Five points from Gryffindor.” 
 
The doors opened again and Professor McGonagall entered, breaking up any intent by the team to 
protest the lost points.  She gave Snape a pointed stare and a bit of a wide berth, crossing over to 
Ron with her chin lifted imperiously.  “—I’m sure Professor Snape has told you by now about the 
accident with Madam Hooch; the breaking of her wrist was a bit more complicated than 
anticipated, but she should be able to rejoin the game within the hour, if it is still going at that 
point in time.  The weather is a bit inclement out there, so a quick game would be preferrable for 
the comfort of all.  Now, Professor, if you don’t mind, I would like to share a few encouraging 
words with my House team before the game begins…” 
 
Giving his colleague a slight nod, Severus swept around and strode for the door.  Pushing it open, 
he turned and looked back at Hermione.  Arching his brow as she didn’t move.  “…Did you not 
hear me, Miss Granger, that this room was off-limits to non-essential persons, today?” 
 
She didn’t wait for him to threaten her with another five points, but hurried past him.  When the 
door to the Gryffindor’s changing room clicked shut, leaving her in the chilly, open-sided corridor 
that passed around the base of the stands, she looked behind her, slowing her steps.  Severus met 
her gaze only briefly as he stalked past her, no doubt continuing on his way to the Slytherin 
changing rooms to have whatever passed for a pep-talk with his own students.  “Professor…” 
 
He halted, sweeping his gaze along either end of the curving passage out of cautious habit, making 
sure they were alone.  “Yes, Miss Granger?” 
 
Hermione moved a little closer to him, dropping her voice.  They were alone for the moment, 
joined only by the occasional flake of snow that swirled in through the latticework of struts that 
kept the corridor open to the air from the waist up, but only for a moment.  “Just in case you were 
wondering, I didn’t come down here to check for paper frogs.  We, erm, have a deal, after all.  I 
was just helping cast a warming-charm on their robes.” 
 
He studied her inscrutably for a moment, then allowed the corner of his mouth to curve up just a 
little bit.  “Good.  I haven’t thought to apply one myself, yet, but with this weather…  Five points 
to Gryffindor for the good idea.  Which charm did you use?” 
 
She smiled at the careful balancing-out of the points he had just cost her.  “Insulatus.” 
 
“A useful charm.  If you’re clothed,”  he added in an undertone, a brief spark of humor warming 
his coal- black eyes.  “I prefer Calidicutis, myself.  It works best on…bare…skin.” 
 
Stepping even closer, close enough that the hems of their robes almost brushed, Hermione tapped 
his chest with her wand and whispered,  “Insulatus….  I’ll keep you warm, this time.  You can 
keep me warm, next time.” 
 
He caught her wand-hand, his dark eyes heating with the implication of her words.  Or rather, he 
caught her wand so that he could flick it, his fingers cupping hers as he touched and shifted the 
wood.   “Caecus!” 
 
Magic tingled over both of them, the air rippling slightly around them even as Hermione felt a 
flash of desire washing into her from that simple contact of skin-on-skin.  Backing her to the outer 

curve of the wall, he pushed her up against the waist-high barrier, her back pressed to one of the 
thick-beamed support struts.  Even as she thumped gently into it, Severus caught her mouth in a 
firm, not quite punishing kiss.  His hips ground into hers, letting her know even further that he was 
aroused at the thought of the two of them riding a broom sans clothing and caution  For herself, 
she moaned softly and clutched at his head, burying her fingers in his soft, shoulderlength locks; 
all it took these days was a look, a touch, even a thought from him, and her blood warmed with 
need. 
 
A door clicked.  Both of them stiffened, and Severus quickly turned his head to see who it was, 
peering through the faintly rippling air cloaking them.  It was McGonagall, of course, done with 
her pep-talk.  He felt Hermione’s fear  as the older woman turned their way, and quickly cautioned 
her,  [Don’t move, and don’t make a sound.  She should pass by us without brushing our robes, but 
if she hears us and investigates, the game is up.] 
 
They both stood very still, Hermione still caught between Severus and the pillar, her breath caught 
in her throat along with her heart as they watched the Head of Gryffindor approach.  The 
Transfigurations Mistress strode past without even glancing at the two of them, despite the clear 
way that the Potions Master was standing rather unethically close to one of his students, and the 
very unseemly way the Head Girl was embracing one of her teachers. 
 
Hermione let out her pent-up breath with a near-silent sigh of relief, relaxing as soon as she 
watched McGonagall enter the stairwell to the next bleacher-stands section, just a short distance 
up the hallway.  {I didn’t realize there was an Invisibility Charm, only the cloaks, and the 
Weasleys’ novelty hats…} 
 
[You’ll learn it at some point, later this term.  But it’s not as useful as you might think,]  he 
cautioned her.  [It only lasts about five minutes at most, and can be disrupted by any number of 
things, wards and such.  Invisibility Cloaks, bloody expensive though they may be, are much more 
permanent, stable, and versatile.] 
 
{I’ll have to remember that, then.}  She looked up at him, wishing in a sub-thought that they had 
more time.  A soft sigh of impatience escaped him as he lowered his head again, kissing her 
thoroughly, if more briefly than before. 
 
[Damnation…now I’ve got to go mount a broom while I’m as hard as one, and no chance for 
relief in near sight.] 
 
{Even worse…whichever side wins , their House will want to party, and that means that person 
won’t be able to slip free for a little flight through the snow with the other one of us, tonight,}  she 
sighed, disappointment coloring the pleasure still warming her thoughts.  {Otherwise you just 
might be able to help me cure my fear of broom-flying.} 
 
[Why do you think I invited you?]  he groaned softly in her mind, and crushed her back against the 
pillar, rubbing his hips rhythmically against hers through the layers of their clothes.  Erotic sub-
thoughts swirled through their heads like the snow swirling down around the stands as he thrust 
and thrust against her, devouring her mouth with his own.  The fever of thought and desire built 
rapidly, until he shuddered and groaned again, cumming in little jerks of his hips against her, 
making her gasp and shudder in her own sympathetic climax.  Pulling back, breathing unsteadily 
as his heart slowed from its rapid pulse, he looked down at her as desire drained slowly away, 
leaving him relaxed and alert.  […Well.  At least I’ll be able to mount a broom now, without 
injuring myself.  I wish…I wish I could leave the mark of your effect on me in my trousers for the 
rest of the day.  Or better yet, inside yours…] 
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A shiver of aftershock pleasure washed through her at the thought of sitting through a Quidditch 
game while wet with their combined desire.  Kissing him, Hermione returned,  {Well, I suppose 
it’s the thought that counts.  You’re a ruddy tease, though.} 
 
[ Just imagine how wet you’ll be, when I fly you up into the clouds and thoroughly cure you of 
your broom-flying fright.]  A last, slow, drugging kiss, and he sighed.  {…I really must go to my 
House for a last-minute chat, now, then get out on the pitch.  I doubt the Headmaster would 
understand his Referee ruling for a ‘game delay’ just because he wanted to snog someone 
senseless.]  Stepping back, he shifted their still-joined hands, using her wand once again.  “Finite 
caecus.” 
 
The air stopped rippling around them.  He released her fingers, his skin sliding in a last caress over 
hers, and Hermione gently flicked the tip of the ebony shaft at his wool-clad groin in thanks.  
“Virilis mundic.” 
 
Bowing his head slightly as soon as he was clean, thanking her for the charm, he turned and strode 
down the passage, heading for the Slytherin team’s lockers.  Hermione wistfully watched him go, 
then headed the opposite way, looking for a stairwell to mount up to the bleacher-levels.  At least 
she’d be able to study him some of the time through the Omnioculars she’d stuffed into a pocket 
of her robes.  Though discretion demanded that she not look his way too much. 
 
There were days when she didn’t know whether to hate Voldemort and his Death Eaters for 
putting the two of them into this situation, or send them flowers and thank-you cards. 
 
 
 
Chapter XXXXI. 
 
“…And fighting the good fight for the honor and glory of Gryffindor, it’s the spectacular tag-team 
combination of Creevy, Creevy, Weasley, Weasley, Liesle, Jjones, aaaaand—Potter!” 
 
Severus rolled his eyes briefly in disgust as Lee Jordan’s over-enthusiastic introduction caused an 
eruption of cheers from most of the students in the stands, with mostly only the Slytherin 
section—a sea of thick woolen cloaks and mufflers in snow-dusted green and silvery-grey wool, 
booing and jeering almost hard enough to dislodge the snow mantling the Quidditch stands around 
them.  Malfoy, Crabbe, Goyle, Derkins, Bullstrode, Atteborough and Zabini—who was a rather 
decent Keeper, thankfully; Severus was forced to admit that Slytherin just hadn’t put out any 
spectatular players since Marcus Flint had left the school a few years ago—were already circling 
the snow-filled air over the pitch, waiting for the signal from their substitute referee to land, shake 
hands, and begin. 
 
Let’s get this over with.  Lifting his whistle to his lips, Severus blew a strong, sharp trill.  The 
fourteen players landed on the ankle-deep blanket of snow coating the field, red to his left and 
green to his right.  “You know the rules, boys and girls.  Captains, shake hands.” 
 
Ron and Draco stalked towards each other, clasped hands, and attempted to grind each other’s 
bones into literal dust for a few seconds.  Rather than letting the contest of strength go on—the 
youngest male Weasley had filled out a bit more in the way of muscles than Malfoy had—Snape 
lifted his hand.  “Mount your brooms.” 
 

They swung into position.  Severus looked over at his assistants, a couple of Hufflepuffs from 
their Quidditch team, and nodded for them to toss him the Quaffle.  Mounting as soon as he had it, 
he kicked off, left hand guiding his Cleansweep, right hand holding the red sphere tucked safely 
under his arm, the whistle still caught in his lips.  A short blast and the two teams kicked off, 
flying up into starting formation.  Hefting the Quaffle, Snape piped the release of the Bludgers and 
the Snitch, and tossed the ball in his hand high into the air.  And dove straight down, not wanting 
to get caught in the scrum of Gryffindors and Slytherins colliding with all the enmity of their 
House rivalries. 
 
Swooping up and to the side, he peered through the drifting curtains of snow, trying to make sure 
at least some of the illegal moves that were undoubtedly about to unfold were caught.  He was 
stuck in the position of having to ignore some of the infractions the Slytherin team was no doubt 
itching to commit, to favor his own House to further prove his loyalty to the Death Eaters’ cause.  
He knew he could catch some of them, though, and wondered how unsubtle his House-mates 
might try to be, this time around.  A pity Draco hadn’t learned the level of subtlety that his father 
was capable of, yet. 
 
Something golden whizzed past him, a humming blur that left a thin swirl of snowflakes in its 
wake.  Thankfully, neither Seeker had noticed it, yet, so neither bowled him over midair in the 
effort to reach it.  Gryffindor scored three times, Slytherin none, before one of the Beaters 
whacked a Bludger his way, forcing Severus to roll and shift position to avoid the ornery black 
ball.  When he straightened and pulled out of his dive, it seemed Bullstrode had tried grabbing 
Weasley—Ginny Weasley—by her long red hair in the attempt to pull her off her broom during 
his moment of distraction, while Atteborough was—what the hell was Atteborough doing to Liesl 
that had the third-year boy just sitting there, slack-jawed and wide-eyed?  He shifted his position 
in the air to the side for a look, and felt his own jaw drop. 
 
—Good God!  Severus shot his Cleansweep forward, barrelling up at the pair.  Atteborough finally 
noticed him coming and quickly yanked her robes down, but not before he halted between her and 
the boy and snarled in her face,  “Twenty points from Slytherin, you little slut!  And a detention!  
You do not distract the other students in such a manner, especially when they’re under-age!” 
 
He hoped the spittle flung with his furious bellow froze on her startled face.  Soaring away, he 
found a couple Gryffindors shouting at him, the youngest Creevy, Lisa, and Ginny Weasley, 
something about Ginny’s scalp bleeding.  Irritated at Atteborough, he debated briefly ignoring the 
penalty for both—and watched in the distance as Crabbe and Goyle slammed into the other 
Weasley, trying to knock him off his broom.  Blatantly, by hooking their arms through his elbows. 
 
Ah…Merlin’s bloody balls!  Fitting the whistle to his lips, he blew the penalty blast, zooming their 
way.  Crabbe and Goyle didn’t let go of the lanky redhead, who was clinging stuttornly to his 
broomshaft with thankfully muscular legs, since it was a long way down.  They were too stupid to 
let go, even though he could hear Ron shouting that the referee was coming their way.  A Bludger 
slammed into Goyle’s back, whacked at him by one of the Creevys, releasing Ron on his left side; 
the redhead in turn punched Crabbe in the throat with his freed fist.  It was an awkward blow, but 
the other meat-head choked and released him.  Snape blew his whistle again.  “Penalty to 
Gryffindor for trying to pull their Keeper off his broom…and a penalty to Slytherin for attacking 
one of our Beaters.” 
 
“—What?”  Ron gaped at him through the snow powdering the air around them, anger clouding 
his freckled face.  “There were two of ‘em trying to bloody murder me!  The regulations state—” 
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“I am the referee here, boy!  Defend your goals!”  Catching the Quaffle as it was tossed to him for 
the penalty shots, Severus retreated to where the Slytherin Chasers hovered near the bleachers, 
disgusted with what was going on between the two teams.  Maybe Hermione’s sub-thoughts are 
right.  She keeps worrying that this stupid House-rivarly is going to wind up getting students on 
both sides killed— 
 
WHAP! 
 
Powdered white exploded past his shoulder.  Whirling, furious, Severus looked for the source of 
that snowball.  It wasn’t a Gryffindor teammate; they were hovering off to the side.  So it had to 
be someone in the stands.  Tossing the Quaffle to Derkins, he scanned the stands to look for a 
guilty face.  Almost everyone was peering through the mess of flakes, trying to see if Slytherin 
scored or not, some squinting, others with Omnioculars trained on the goals. 
 
One figure was not looking in that direction, however.  Frowning, Severus realized it was 
Hermione; her Omnioculars were pointed back towards the school.  A chime sounded, distracting 
him.  Slytherin had managed a goal while his attention had been distracted.  It was time to get the 
ball to Gryffindor for the return penalty— 
 
WHAP! 
 
Another snowball hit him, this time striking his shoulder just as he turned to soar towards 
Atteborough, who had dived after the falling Quaffle to retrieve it.  Scowling, he faced the stands 
again.  Some of the students, mostly being a patch of Gryffindors in this section, were laughing at 
him, happy to see their hated Potions Master take a powdering from a well-flung blow like that.  
But some were staring at Hermione with wide-eyed shock.  Hermione…was the one who threw 
that?  She waved her arms at him and pointed with snow-dusted mittens off in the direction that 
she’d been looking with her Omnioculars, shouting something that he couldn’t quite hear over the 
roaring of the crowd. 
 
“Professor!  We’re ready to start the game again!”  Atteborough called out to him, distracting him 
by tossing him the Quaffle.  Since he didn’t know what the foolish woman wanted—or was even 
thinking, trying to catch his attention so publically like that—he turned away from her, soaring 
towards the Gryffindor Chasers so that they could select one for their penalty goal. 
 
A stream of flames roared past his shoulder, making him swear and dodge defensively.  As he 
righted himself, the stream formed huge, twelve-foot letters that hung over the pitch, startling 
players and spectators alike. 
 
FIRE,  the line rapidly spelled in quick, harsh strokes.  More scratched itself in the air as he craned 
his head back, seeking the source of the flaming words.  It was Hermione, slashing her wand 
through the air, scribing the words blazing in the midst of the airfield.  He whipped his head back, 
making out the rest of her note.  NORTH TOWER 
 
A huge line seared its way through the snow-filled air, capping itself with the point of an arrow.  
One aimed in the direction she’d been looking only moments before. 
 
Squinting through the blanketing snow, Severus felt his eyes widen as he spotted an ominous, 
flickering orange glow—from the angle of it, the North Tower was on fire!  Blowing his whistle 
sharply several times to signal a break as the bodies crowding the stands all stood and peered in 
that direction, trying to see what he had a better view of up on his broom, he dropped the Quaffle, 

letting it fall to the whitened pitch below.  Gripping his broom with both hands, streamlining his 
silhouette, he shot towards that glow as fast as he could get his Cleansweep to go. 
 
The driving snow was ruining his visibility, forcing him to squint against the stinging-cold flakes.  
A scrabble of his hand through his robes fetched out his wand.  “Impervius!” 
 
That shunted the snow to either side of his face.  Readying one of his more powerful extinguishing 
spells, he whipped his wand through the air as he sloughed sideways to the burning tower.  The 
flames crackled and roared with greater intensity than expected; the fire danced in gouts of yellow 
and gold and white, rimmed with red at their very edges, and with hints of other colors down near 
the heart of the blaze.  He didn’t delay, but flung his chosen spell at the building. 
 
“Aquatempes!” 
 
All of the snow for a good four hundred yards in any direction, whether whirling through the air, 
blanketing the buildings or resting on the ground, leapt up, swirled in a blur of white around the 
tower for a moment, melting and forming a great torus of water.  For a moment, it hovered there, 
whirling around the building, then it splashed into the walls, flooding through the heat-broken, 
flame-spouting windows.  A great gout of steam billowed out in response, stones cracking with 
brittle, sharp retorts from the contrast of cold water being dashed over them.  It forced him to back 
off by a score of yards, or risk getting burned by the searing-hot moisture.  Satisfied that the worst 
would not be extinguished, Severus drifted back even further to await better visibility, readying 
himself for conjuring lesser water-spells for the mop-up of those smaller fires that might have 
been missed by the main deluge. 
 
A horrible sound emerged through the hissing of water dousing flame—a woman screaming.  
Severus stared at the tower.   Sybill…  Great Merlin, she’s still in there! 
 
The steam lightened.  Literally, for it turned golden and flickering…revealing flames that were 
still burning bright.  And the heart of those flames, he now realized, glowed not only yellow and 
white, but with hints of green, and blue, and purple.  Alarmed by what that meant, he turned his 
broom to seek help from the stands in the distance—and spotted a red-robed figure streaking 
straight towards the tower. 
 
Damned would-be hero!  Jolting his Cleansweep into action, Severus slammed into the Potter prat, 
knocking his Firebolt off-course, and almost knocking him off the bloody expensive broom. 
 
Harry cursed at him, struggling to get free.  He screamed in Severus’ ear, punching the older man.  
“Dammit—let me go!  Trelawney’s in there!” 
 
“I know!  That’s salamander-fire, boy—shite!” 
 
Another red-robed blur had shot right over their heads, scaring both of them.  The sharp sound of a 
window bursting higher up the building proved where Ron Weasley had gone—it had to have 
been Ron; Severus knew the redhead would follow the Boy Who Lived just about anywhere.  
Staring in horror, the Potions Master almost couldn’t think for a moment, imagining what Molly 
and Arthur would do when they heard one of their precious children had died in such an ugly, 
gruesome manner.  Sharply regathering his wits, Severus shook the boy in his grip, snarling at 
him. 
 
“Stay.  Here!” 
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Flinging away from him, the Potions Master shot back towards the stands, right past the streaking 
figures of the rest of the Gryffindor team.  He had only a moment to realize that one of them was a 
long-haired redhead, proving beyond a doubt that the blur to foolishly follow Potter towards the 
fire had been Ron Weasley, youngest of the Weasley boys, before he was soaring over the stands 
of the Quidditch pitch.  Whether or not the idiots went into the Tower was beyond his control, 
now.  There was only one person in the school he knew of who might be powerful enough to 
corral those flames. 
 
“Granger!  Granger—there you are!  Granger, lift your bloody hand!”  She looked up, caught in 
the mob queueing for the stairs down out of the stands.  Shocking her, he swooped right down 
over her head, leaning low and reaching for her.  “Give me your hand!” 
 
She looked wild-eyed at the students around him.  “I—” 
 
“That’s bloody salamander-fire!”  Grabbing her arm, he yanked her upon onto his broom as the 
other students stared at him.  Kicking his Cleansweep, Severus shot both of them up over the 
stands again, shouting in her ear as he hugged her body in place with an arm, since their hasty 
positioning didn’t exactly give either of them any skin-contact, let alone grant her a solid perch.  
“We need a Pyromancer to control the fire, before it consumes the whole castle!” 
 
“Salamander—?  I’m not powerful enough to extinguish those kind of flames!”  she shouted back.  
“I told you!  I’m no Fredrick von Firebug!  I won’t be able to put it out!” 
 
“Then at least control the flames!  Salamander-fire burns whatever it touches!  You’ve got to peel 
the fire away from the tower, and make it consume itself!”  he ordered her. 
 
They reached the knot of red-robed teammates hovering a short distance from the now roaring, 
rainbow-edged fire.  Several of them were literally holding one of their members suspended in 
midair, though the redheaded young woman was struggling and screaming, trying to get free. 
 
“Ron!  Ron!  Lemme go!  I’ve got to save him!” 
 
“—Ron’s in there?”  Hermione demanded, giving him a horrified look over her shoulder. 
 
“Ron and Sybill Trelawney—get those flames away from the tower, now!” 
 
“I—I—”  Flicking up her wand, she tried to concentrate, but her hand shook so much, she couldn’t 
even aim at the entire tower, let alone aim steadily. 
 
Severus freed the hand that was still clutching the shaft of his broom.  He was wearing knitted 
gloves with the fingertips missing, so that he could ensure fine control over his broom and still 
have enough warmth in his hands to grip it firmly.  Touching the snow-dusted edge of her hairline 
at her temple, he quickly calmed his thoughts from long years of practice, and forcibly calmed 
hers, using a combination of Legilimency, Occlumency, and a heavy-handed seasoning of 
Veritamoria.  [Master your emotions…calm them, in tandem with me…medium breath…breathe 
again…deep breath…relax your mind…that’s it…  Unleash your affinity for fire…now.] 
 
Her wand-hand steadied, aimed, and flicked as her lips spoke the Word of Command for the 
element Fire.  “Pyrrhus!” 
 
The flames roared, surging in an angry-looking shockwave.  Hermione cried out, struggling in her 
mind almost as if she were trying to lift a massive, weighty, unwieldy bulk with her actual arms 

and hands.  Severus breathed out as she breathed in, matching his breaths to hers, lending his 
strength to hers, giving what he could of his power to add it to hers, though this was not his 
normal affinity.  He did, however, lend more of his concentration to locating the salamander-fire 
than she could, and with a muttered locator-spell, fed her that information so that she could corral 
and command all of it. 
 
{It needs to feed—something solid to go to, not just the air!}  Hermione gasped in his mind, just as 
a red-robed figure swooped up beside them.  {I can’t entice it away, with just the snow and the 
air!} 
 
“What are you doing with her?”  Harry demanded. 
 
“Not now, boy—”  Severus growled, almost letting his impatience with the brat break through the 
forced calm guiding Hermione’s struggling efforts—and abruptly changed his mind.  “Potter, that 
statue!  Break it off and levitate it!  She needs to send the fire to something it can devour!  
Quickly!” 
 
He stared for a moment, taking in the touch of the Potion Master’s fingertips on his friend’s 
temple, and the struggle on her grimacing face.  His own half-gloved hand groped in his robes, 
flinging out his wand at the gargoyle Severus meant, a stone carving the size and vague shape of 
an upright, horned and winged cow.  “Fissum!  Wingardium leviosa!” 
 
It cracked free of the ramparts across from the North Tower and whirled up into the air.  With a 
cry of pained triumph, Hermione ripped a huge, billowing mass of rainbow-edged, golden-white 
flames away from the castle walls, hurling it past the startled, quickly scattering Gryffindors.  The 
flames smacked into the statue, swallowing it whole with a fiery roar. 
 
Harry, showing he had some brains, quickly slapped an air-barrier bubble around the sphere, 
forcing the fire to consume only the air and snowflakes within the magical forcefield, and nothing 
else.  The roiling mass of rainbow-edged gold pulsed inward once, twice, thrice—and vanished 
with an implosive wop-sound, as the barrier-spell broke under its own vacuum-based pressure.  
Nothing drifted to the ground, not even the remnants of ashes; salamander-fire literally consumed 
everything it touched, though it could and often did spark regular fires from sheer heat alone.  
Severus repeated his Water Storm spell to get the last of the non-magical fires in the Tower, then 
muttered a range-extender to his searching-spell and quested his mind outward.  Examining first 
the charred remnants of the North Tower, he didn’t relax when he found no more traces of fire.  
He sent his mind down into the rest of the castle, trying to find any remaining flamelets of the 
highly dangerous stuff.  Salamander-fire was no accident; someone was deliberately trying to 
destroy the school! 
 
He found it, seven floors down and off to the right.  Diving—Hermione gasped and clutched at his 
arm in fright—he swept them through the towers, over to the stained glass windows of the Great 
Hall.  [In there!  One last flamelet, perhaps someone trying to start a new fire—] 
 
“—Pyrrhus!”  she commanded sternly, determined to vanquish this second foe.  It might have 
only been a small piece of salamander-fire, but even a small patch of the stuff would continue to 
burn until it had nothing left for fuel.  One of the window panes broke as a miniature comet of fire 
burst through the colored wall of glass, summoned by her will.  Severus reached for his right 
sleeve, for one of his buttons, intending to jerk it off and toss it out as a target for the fire to burn, 
but something else came flying down from their right.  A Quidditch glove, hurled by its lightning-
scarred owner, who had followed them. 
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Salamander-fire impacted on stitched leather, flared into a furious sphere as Harry slapped another 
air-bubble around it…and the flamelet extinguished and vanished without further trace.  Prodding 
the rest of the school with his search-spell, Severus grunted, relieved to find no other danger from 
salamander-fire on the school grounds.  Only then did he relax just a little bit. 
 
Dipping the Cleansweep down, he flicked his wand at the tall, colorful windows, opening one set 
of them.  Soaring inside, he found, not the perpetrator he’d hoped to catch, but two thankfully 
familiar figures in front of one of the two great hearths in the Hall.  One, on her feet and still 
screaming in fear, clutching at her soot-stained clothes, was Sybill Trelawney.  The other, on the 
ground and writhing in pain, clutching a charred, smouldering stump, was Ron Weasley.  Tears 
had tracked streaks through the soot staining his freckled face, and he was moaning piteously. 
 
With a shock, Severus realized the salamander-fire had eaten away the young man’s left hand, and 
most of the way up his forearm. 
 
{Oh, god—I’m going to be sick—} 
 
Severus quickly turned Hermione around, pressing her face into his black-robed shoulder.  
[Easy…I’m sure Poppy can fix this…I think…I hope…] 
 
Sybill finally stopped screaming, and as she subsided into gasps, a commotion could be heard 
from beyond the doors, the approach of some of the students and faculty.  Severus quickly urged 
Hermione off his broom, glancing at Potter and giving him a quick, hard glare to make sure the 
boy didn’t say anything about the way he’d cradled her, however temporarily.  The doors burst 
open even as they parted hands, Dumbledore striding into the Hall with a quicker step than his 
aged frame should have allowed as Hermione quickly turned to face him. 
 
“Professor Snape—is the fire entirely out?”  Albus enquired, striding around the end of the 
Ravenclaw table to join them. 
 
“I believe so; I can find no other trace of it, elsewhere,”  Severus returned, dismounting from his 
broom.  He glanced at the moaning youth on the floor.  “With your permission, I think a 
postponement of the match is in order.  Much as Mr. Weasley should not have stupidly gone 
charging into a building burning with salamander-fire, I do believe he is being punished 
sufficiently for his idiocy.” 
 
Both Potter and Granger looked at him sharply for the callous-seeming words.  Some days, it was 
a pain in the arse to have to play the black-hearted bastard of Hogwarts.  He hadn’t lived for this 
long without remember to play that part thoroughly, however. 
 
“Yes…I do believe the students and staff will be too shaken up to continue the game for today.  
Though I would not chastize young Mr. Weasley for such bravery, however foolhardy.  He is a 
hero, because of his courage.  And Miss Granger’s Pyromantic abilities must be praised as well.  
But not right now.”  A flick of his wand, and the Headmaster conjured a stretcher under Ron, 
levitating him up off the floor.  “Right now, we have a seriously injured young man in need of 
major healing.  Professor McGonagall, will you inform Mr. and Mrs. Weasley that I have taken 
their son to St. Mungo’s?  And reassure his sister that he is now safe, and will soon be sound 
again, Merlin willing.  Professor Snape, please sweep the grounds and see if you can find any 
trace of who brough the fire-salamander onto the school grounds.  I want to know who agitated it 
enough to start this attack, and if he, she, it or they are still here, with the salamander.  Ah, there 
you are, Madam Pomfrey; come with me.  We have to find a room with some Floo Powder, but 

we should get young Mr. Weasley to the hospital quickly enough that the damage to his arm can 
be mitigated—” 
 
“—Here, Headmaster!”  Hermione offered, holding out a short, wide-mouthed ceramic jar she’d 
taken from somewhere inside her robes.  Uncorking it, she offered him the powdered green 
contents.  “Floo Powder.  My own making.” 
 
“Ah.  Excellent.  Ten points to Gryffindor for being so fortuitously prepared.”  Taking a fistful of 
the powder, Albus tossed it into the huge hearth, and gripped the edge of Ron’s stretcher, as the 
school nurse gripped the far end.  “St. Mungo’s, emergency ward!” 
 
The two of them stepped onto the hearth together, Ron’s moaning body lying between them, and 
whirled away in a funnel of green fire. 
 
“…My…my rooms…my belongings…all gone…  Where will I stay?  Where will I go?”  Sybill 
moaned, her thick-lensed glasses magnifying her wide-staring eyes until they were uncomfortable 
to view.  The hands that had clutched at her blouse now clutched at her face, half-covering her 
mouth. 
 
No doubt it had been a horrifying sight, to realize she’d been trapped by the salamander-fire.  
Severus wondered, not for the first time, why the woman was so stupid as to not realize what Ron 
Weasley clearly had remembered, that all of the hearths—well, almost all of them—were linked 
together, though most of them were no longer connected to the rest of the Floo network.  The only 
thing keeping the students on the grounds was the fact that Floo powder was strictly controlled by 
the teachers, hence only specific rooms had them…such as each teacher’s office.  That was clearly 
how Weasley had rescued the badly shaken professor, and gained his salamander-fired injury in 
the process.  Severus opened his mouth to chide the foolish woman that she would obviously stay 
in one of the suites reserved for substitute-instructors, but someone else spoke first. 
 
“You’ll stay with us, in Gryffindor,”  a firm tenor voice asserted.  Severus blinked and frowned 
down at Potter.  He had that blasted look of determination on his face that told the Potions Master 
he was not going to be budged. 
 
“Harry—her, in our Tower?”  Hermione hissed at him, so quietly that only Severus could hear 
her. 
 
“She’s a former Gryffindor…and I have my reasons for wanting her close at hand,”  he murmured 
back.  “Go escort her up there.  Please.” 
 
Rolling her eyes, Hermione stalked off, gently taking the Diviniations Mistress by the elbow, 
guiding her out of the hall.  Severus stepped up behind Potter, and clamped his hand on the 
younger man’s shoulder as he moved to follow.  “Not just yet, Potter.  I want to have a word with 
you.” 
 
Hermione glanced over her shoulder at that, clearly worried about what he intended to do to her 
friend, but was forced to keep moving when he merely stared at her, his expression carefully 
inscrutable. 
 
A hard look cleared the other students and staffmembers out of the room.  Sometimes it was good 
to be the black-hearted bastard of Hogwarts.  Harry shrugged off his hand, turning to face him 
with a glare.  Severus kept his gaze on the doorway until the last student had slipped through and 
the doors had closed, granting them privacy.  Only then did he lower his gaze to the boy.  It came 
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to him in a jolt that Harry was still over four inches shorter than him, only a couple inches taller 
than Hermione.  At this point in his seventh year, James Potter had been only an inch shorter than 
Severus, and much broader in the shoulders than this skinny young man.  Paired with those wary 
green eyes and the sight of that distinctive scar marring the young man’s forehead, it was a 
reminder that this wasn’t James…though there was still enough about the boy of his father to 
make Severus’ head ache. 
 
“What do you want?” 
 
“’What do you want, sir,’”  Severus reminded him coldly.  “As for what I want, Potter…I have not 
spent most of the last month suffering ridiculous innuendos of unethical conduct, only to watch 
you try to wriggle free of such accusations yourself.” 
 
Harry frowned up at him.  “What are you babbling about?  Sir.” 
 
“Why would you be so insistent on Professor Trelawney staying in your own House…unless 
you’ve formed some sort of…tendre for her?” 
 
The disgust screwing up the younger man’s face told Severus that his suspicions were 
embarrassingly wide-off their mark.  “…Her?  Urgh!  I can’t believe you just implied that…that I 
and…that woman…!  Are you sure you shouldn’t go to St. Mungo’s, for that lunatic idea?”  Harry 
retorted, eyeing Severus as if the older man had started leaking Bubotuber pus from his ears.  
“They’ve got a whole ward for people who’ve gone insane, you know—they’ll probably give you 
a bed right next to Gilderoy Lockhart, if you ask.” 
 
“I was going to forgive you your impertinence,”  Severus growled,  “until you paired that buffoon 
with me in the same sentence.  Why is it so urgent that you must protect her, personally?” 
 
“It’s not just me, personally; it’s all my friends.  And I’m not telling you why.” 
 
Severus lifted his wand with a snap, levelling it at the brat before he could realize his teacher’s 
intent.  “You’re not so good at Occlumency that you can keep me out, boy, even these days.  Tell 
me the easy way, or tell me the hard way.  I will be generous, and allow the choice to be yours.” 
 
Harry glared back at him.  For a moment, Severus wondered if he was about to have his bluff 
called—the boy was good enough these days that he just might be able to fight back strongly 
enough to see what Severus was doing with his favorite female friend—but Potter finally relented.  
Sighing roughly, he stated grimly,  “I believe Professor Trelawney was the target of that attack, 
because she is the one who foresaw the Prophecy of how I’m supposed to defeat Voldemort.  The 
Dark Lord couldn’t force her out of the school under Umbridge’s tender care in my fifth year, he 
couldn’t successfully kidnap her last year, and so he’s probably now resorted to doing what he 
usually does when he’s thwarted—killing that which he can neither have nor control.  Probably 
out of the fear that I’ll eventually learn the whole of the prophecy, and use whatever I learned to 
destroy him.” 
 
“—And you think you and your precious friends can protect her better if she stays in your 
dormitory?”  Severus sneered.  God, the arrogance of the boy! 
 
“Yeah.  I do.  She’s also a Gryffindor,”  Harry pointed out.  “That means she has the right to ask 
shelter from her fellow Gryffindors.  At least, in my book!” 
 

“Do you really think Voldemort would back off his attack if he learned she was staying in 
Gryffindor Tower with you?  Where you’d have an even better chance of learning whatever she 
knows?  Not to mention endangering your fellow students, should he grow desperate enough to 
mount an attack of some kind?” 
 
The stricken frown that furrowed the young man’s brow satisfied Severus.  Harry bit his lower lip.  
“I…didn’t think about that.” 
 
“She can stay there until Professor Dumbledore returns,”  Severus allowed grudgingly, since that 
would probably only be a few hours at most.  “The Headmaster will then find suitable quarters for 
her until her own are restored.”  Turning to go, he caught his still-hovering broom and strode 
towards the door.  Then slowed, and stopped.  Damned conscience.  I can practically hear that 
girl nagging in the back of my head…  Twisting his head, he looked over his shoulder at the red-
robed boy.  “Potter.  For once, you showed great prudence, in staying out of the Tower despite 
your best friend’s mortal peril.  There are times when not even the greatest courage can avail a 
man, young or old; when the wisest course of action is the one of caution, and even inaction.  
Twenty points to Gryffindor.” 
 
“I wanted to go in after him,”  Potter called out after him as he started for the door again.  “I would 
have…if I hadn’t seen the others approaching, and knew I had to keep them out, or risk their 
getting burned as well.” 
 
“That’s why I gave you the twenty points, Potter.  You saved your other teammates’ lives.  Now 
go reassure the youngest Weasley that her brother still lives, before her ember-haired hysterics 
burn down the rest of the school.” 
 
There.  That’s for you, Hermione.  Two months ago, I’d have not bothered otherwise 
with even half that much for the blasted boy. 
 
 
 
Chapter XXXXII. 
 
At Dumbledore’s insistence, Ron was sent home the following day to finish most of his 
recuperation in the infirmary ward at the school, albeit with a plethora of potions to take to regrow 
his arm.  Such injuries were treatable, and recoverable, if the witch or wizard in question got 
medical attention in time.  Mad-Eye Moody hadn’t always been able to get his own plethora of 
injuries treated…or had simply been too stubbornly wary to know when to back off and go get 
help, Hermione had always secretly suspected.  She had guessed quickly enough that the 
quickness of his return was to keep Ron safe from an attack by Death Eaters, whom she already 
knew had not hesitated to attack previous patients at St. Mungo’s.  As it was, though he was 
judged safe enough to ship back to Hogwarts, the sheer number of potions he had to take was 
reminiscent of their fifth year—more than she’d had to take after the battle at the Ministry of 
Magic, in fact, at least fifteen of them, and several times a day. 
 
But Madam Pomfrey was very positive he would be completely whole and healed within three 
weeks, and though he would clearly need help with getting dressed and carrying his books and 
such, it didn’t take more than a day before he was able to rejoin his classmates for supper, his left 
arm carefully swathed in cotton-wool and bandaging, supported in a sling.  Some of the potions 
made him a little muzzy, but when he was allowed into the Great Hall the day after his return, he 
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was able to smile and even joke a little throughout the special heroes’ feast Dumbledore had 
ordered for both him and Hermione. 
 
It was a little embarrassing for both of them, even somewhat inured to fame and infamy alike as 
they were by now, but Dumbledore awarded Ron one hundred points for saving Professor 
Trelawney’s life, especially because of—or perhaps in spite of—his confession that he’d realized 
before entering the tower that the odd-colored flames were salamander-fire.  And Dumbledore 
awarded Hermione an additional hundred for spotting the fire in the first place, and then 
successfully corralling and quelling the fire before it could spread to the rest of the castle.  Even 
more embarrassing, each of them received a special placque, to be displayed in the trophy case in 
the room near the Entrance Hall with all the other awards and honors. 
 
Needless to say, it was a relief to settle down to the eating portion of the feast.  Afterwards, there 
was a great party in Gryffindor Tower, for though Ron had to go back to the Infirmary after 
supper, the others were all determined to praise Hermione for her Pyromantic skills, and cheer 
Harry for assisting her in giving the magical flames a target to consume, and for cutting off the air-
supply to the flames so that they would smother as soon as there was nothing left to burn.  And of 
course, to celebrate the fact that Gryffindor was now in the lead, House-points-wise. 
 
It was impossible for Hermione to calm everyone down and get them off to bed at a decent hour, 
hard for them to retire at a reasonable hour, and very late when they finally toddled off at some 
early-morning hour.  She ended up sleeping late Monday morning.  So late, in fact, that when 
Parvati finally woke her by slapping her on the rump with a notebook on her way down to classes, 
Hermione had to scramble in a mad rush to get herself dressed and her books together…and was 
still too many minutes late, literally skidding into Potions on Monday morning, hair a tangled, 
unbrushed mess, and her robes and school tie still askew. 
 
Snape looked up mid-lecture, sneered, and stated,  “…Well.  Here’s a new twist.  It’s usually our 
infamous Mr. Potter who disregards such conventions as punctuality and neatness, and not the 
other way around.  Two points for every minute you were late, five points for looking like you 
turned your school uniform into cleaning rags over the weekend…and a detention, to make up for 
your lost classtime.  You may serve it at lunchtime.” 
 
Great.  Now she wouldn’t be able to eat anything until supper.  Quickly smoothing her tie under 
her robes, tucking it into her waistcoat, she strode up the aisle to join Adam at their shared 
worktable at the front, and scanned the instructions for the day’s lesson on the board.  Adam 
surreptitiously edged his lecture notes her way so that she could copy the first part of them, 
earning him a brief but grateful smile from her.  And earning her a brief narrowing of her teacher’s 
coal-black eyes in return.  She didn’t have to lower her mental walls to know he was wondering if 
she realized she was quite possibly encouraging the boy.  Potentially risking their Veritamoria 
link, and all that went with it.  For a moment, Hermione felt rebellious; like she should flirt with 
the Ravenclaw at her side just to prove some sort of point to the insufferable, greasy-haired… 
 
Common sense prevailed.  They were still linked by that purple potion they had shared, and still 
useful to Voldemort.  It would be foolish to risk inviting a possible snog from someone else when 
their current situation had to be maintained firmly as the status quo.  So, though she wasn’t cool 
towards her lab partner for the rest of the period, neither was she overly warm, finishing up the 
class and their project with a semblance of her usual brisk efficiency. 
 
During Runes class, Luna pestered her about what Ronald’s favorite sweets were, along with his 
favorite flower—Hermione told her chocolate frogs, and roses, the kind with the wonderful scent 
to them, not necessarily the ones that were all showy and richly petalled.  She cautioned the 

younger woman that he’d never admit to loving them, though she’d often seen him sneaking a 
sniff or two in his mother’s flowerbeds during her summer stays at the Burrow.  Luna had merely 
smiled and murmured something about an article of her father’s that revealed how romantic a man 
could be, based on his preference in flowers.  In spite of her natural skepticism about such things, 
Hermione couldn’t help wondering, just for the briefest of moments, what Severus’ favorite flower 
might be, and what it might reveal about him. 
 
Rubbish and nonsense,  she chided herself as she reluctantly peeled away from the rest of the 
students at the end of the class, heading downstairs against the flow of students gratefully escaping 
Potions.  You’ve no more call to be wondering about his romantic preferences than you do his 
thoughts on continuing a relationship after Voldemort’s been defeated.  It was a depressing 
thought, but at least an honest one.  As was the one that followed.  Come to think of it, you’ve been 
burying your head in the proverbial sand on the same subject yourself, haven’t you? 
 
…Yes, and it’s a ruddy good philosophy.  Live in the moment, Hermione,  she ordered herself as 
she crossed the last few yards of now empty corridor.  Pausing in front of the door, she placed her 
hand on the knob.  Live only in the now.  That’s all you can ever have, until Voldemort’s defeated. 
 
Opening the door, she stepped into a familiar, uncanny blanket of soundlessness.  Closing the 
door, she felt the thunk of the lock clicking into place, accompanied by a tingle of power, no doubt 
magically securing the room against intrusion.  So, it was to be one of those detentions, was it?  
Smirking, she strode straight for the desk, and the dark-haired man sitting behind it.  And found 
herself walking through a slight thickening of the air as she reached him, a bubble that enclosed 
his desk and about three yards beyond it in all directions. 
 
Sound popped back into her ears, the faint rasp of Severus’ breath, the soft clap of her leather-
soled shoes as she stepped up onto the stone platform that raised his desk and podium above the 
rest, the scratching of his pen as he scribbled something down on parchment.  Neatly folding the 
stiff material with spare, deft movements of those long, callused fingers, he picked up a stick of 
black sealing wax and melted it with a muttered, wandless word.  Smearing it on the flap, he 
flattened it with the bottom of a handy flask, and set it, the flask, and his writing implements aside.  
Bracing his elbows on the desk, he steepled his fingers, eyed her from head to toe, and gestured 
briefly at the familiar bottle on his desk, sitting next to an hourglass which no doubt counted off 
the time remaining on their luncheon break.  When she had set her bookbag down and annointed 
her brow with the caecuspiritu, he did the same, then addressed her in his trademark low, silky, 
drawling, devastatingly sexy sneer, steepling his fingers once again. 
 
“Miss Granger.  It has come to my attention that you have recently begun a campaign to flout the 
rules and traditions of this ancient, respectable institution.  Since taking off House-points and 
cleaning out vials of yak vomit have clearly not provided sufficient inducement for you to correct 
your incorrigible ways, I have decided to resort to a more…old-fashioned form of discipline.” 
 
She stared at him, only one thought in her mind.  Oh, god, I’m wet. 
 
“Take off your robe,”  he ordered her, his dark eyes glittering with the game he was playing.  
“Now!” 
 
Hastily, she unbuttoned her black school robe, folding and setting it on the corner of his desk 
where he indicated with a slight nod.  When she stepped back, he scooted his chair back from his 
desk. 
 
“Come here.” 
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She complied with the cold-voiced request, heart beating hard in her chest, nipples straining at the 
material of bra, shirt and waistcoat alike as she stepped around the end of the scarred, aged surface 
separating them.  From the way his gaze lingered briefly on them as she stopped in front of him, 
her nipples were indeed hard enough to poke through all three layers. 
 
“Turn around.” 
 
She faced the front of the room. 
 
“Drop your knickers.” 
 
“What?”  She knew something like that was coming, wanted to comply, but she couldn’t stop 
herself from questioning his demand. 
 
“Remove your knickers.  Quickly!”  The demand snapped into her like the smack of that ruddy, 
marvelous paddle of his.  Hiking up the pleats of her navy blue school skirt, Hermione peeled her 
tights down her legs, toeing off her shoes.  Dropping the dark-colored hose on his desk, she 
reached up under her skirt again, hearing the quickening of his breath as the plain white panties 
came into view, hooked by her thumbs and dragged down by her palms.  Cloth rustled behind her, 
as she moved.  As she stepped out of them, he drawled,  “Turn around and give them to me.” 
 
Breathless, Hermione did as she was told, facing him.  Her hand trembled a little as she handed 
over the scrap of cotton, and her cheeks were hot with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal.  
Their fingers didn’t quite brush, as he took the cloth from her, keeping his thoughts concealed 
from her…but it was his turn for his fingers to tremble a little.  They did so when he lifted the 
crotch to his long, hooked nose and inhaled.  Slowly, deeply…and strangely, much like she’d seen 
Ron inhaling the small, pale purple, headily-scented roses in Molly Weasley’s summer garden.  
He had that same drugged, sloe-eyed, unfocused stare of olfactory bliss that the freckled redhead 
had worn.  Only with Severus, the sight of that dark, hot arousal in his eyes added an extra 
dimension to it, making her banish the memory of her Gryffindor friend as her favorite image of a 
man in a private moment, enjoying nature in its perfumed magnificence. 
 
She watched, mesmerized, as he lowered her knickers from his face to his lap.  Where she realized 
his robes and garments had already been adjusted, baring his turgid, reddened, slightly twitching 
shaft, unbuttoned back when she’d been doffing her tights and knickers.  Some quality of the 
sound-bubble enclosing them was keeping the air warmer than usual, which helped keep her bare 
legs warm, but somehow Hermione doubted even a blinding snowstorm could have diminished his 
enthusiasm at this moment.  Nor hers, as she watched him lightly wrap, then slowly fist his 
rampant prick with her knickers; witnessing the slow, almost worshipful care he used to rub her 
panties against his flesh, her mouth turned dry with desire.  The soft, bulbous, somewhat tapered 
head peeked out of one of the leg-holes with each downward stroke; Hermione licked her lips, 
wanting nothing more than to kiss that tantalizing, peekaboo display of warm, throbbing flesh. 
 
Removing her knickers from his shaft, Severus sat forward, delving his hand between her thighs.  
She moaned, closing her eyes, as his cotton-wrapped fingers glided up to her crevasse.  A shudder 
of pleasure rippled through her as he deliberately rubbed the crotch of the material into her slick 
folds, mopping up her fragrant dew with slow, thorough strokes.  Withdrawing the undergarment 
all too soon, he smiled and tucked it into an inner pocket of his robes. 
 
“…For later,”  he murmured, still smirking.  He wiped the signs of amusement from all but his 
eyes in the next moment, returning to a more customary sneer as he informed her coldly,  “—Your 

knickers have been confiscated as a part of your punishment.  Turn around, and put your head on 
my desk.  You’re being given a time-out, Miss Granger.  A time-out…and a tongue-lashing.” 
 
Eager to comply, Hermione twisted and dropped her chest onto the cleared stretch along the 
middle of his desk with a soft moan of anticipation.  She could feel how cool the leather blotter 
felt through her layers of clothes, and how cold the stained, scarred wooden surface of the desk 
felt against her cheek.  A nudge from one of his feet on the inside of her ankle spread her right leg 
out by half a foot.  A tap on her inner left ankle, and she shifted that one out a few inches as well.  
She heard the old metal castor-wheels on his chair squeak and scrape across the flagstones 
underfoot, and the soft stretching of stressed of cloth as he leaned over.  A moment later, the folds 
of her skirt flipped up over her back, and soft warmth tickled her femininity.  She felt him breathe 
on her, deliberately blowing a stream of air on her nether-curls, first to the left, then to the right, 
then up by her anus, trickling down by her clit before beginning another tantalizing, somewhat 
randomized circuit again. 
 
Her insides clenched with anticipation as he paused for one last moment.  Then, she felt it.  The 
soft-firm point of his nose, tracing along the edge of her folds.  She knew it was his nose, for it 
came with deep, slow inhalations and hot, sharp exhalations, exciting himself with deep draughts 
of her most intimate scent.  He worked his nose up one side of her crevasse, then down the other, 
taking a few moments of his time to thoroughly appreciate her musky aroma.  Only then did he 
give her that promised tongue-lashing. 
 
Lapping at her remoistening depths, he flicked and stabbed with his tongue, twisting and laving, 
nipping with his teeth.  His thoughts were focused solely, exclusively, and entirely on the task at 
hand, arousing her further.  Or rather, focused on the task at mouth.  He laved and suckled, bit and 
licked, loving her with his mouth.  That magnificent mouth, that erotic nose, those fingers that 
caressed her thighs and buttocks, then pried apart her labia so that he had more room to capture 
her clitoris in his lips, sucking and suckling and gently tugging until she was shuddering at the 
verge of a climax. 
 
A sub-thought, sensually cruel, sexually amused, flashed from him to her, and she cried out, 
bereft, as he pulled back before she could tip over the edge into oblivion.  Moaning a denial at the 
loss of her near-perfect pleasure.  “No, no, no…” 
 
Severus slid his hand down over her exposed rump, shifting to stand beside her.  “I think a little 
corporal punishment is in order now, don’t you?” 
 
Without waiting for a reply, one hand pressing on the bared skin at the small of her back to hold 
her steady, he slapped her hard between the nether-cheeks, stinging her cunt harder than he’d ever 
struck it before.  Hermione yelped and lifted  her face from his desk, giving him an affronted 
glare.  {That hurt!} 
 
He smacked her again, just as hard.  “I didn’t give you permission to lift your head!”  Catching 
both of her wrists as she started to push herself upright, he tugged them together at the small of her 
back, pressing the flipped-up pleats of her skirt in place.  He pinned her arms there with his left 
hand, then slapped her arse a third time before cupping his fingers over her tingling flesh  “Put 
your head down!” 
 
Another smack followed that one. 
 
“—Ow!”  Laying her cheek down on the blotter again, she frowned over her shoulder at him, 
craning her chin as he rested his palm against her burning mound.  Then sucked in a sharp breath 
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as his fingers shifted from cupping her nether-lips to playing between them, a ruthless exploration 
and manipulation that, in spite of its roughness, was remarkably arousing.  Part of it came from the 
echoes of his own sharply roused desire, but part of it came, curiously, from being treated roughly.  
He spanked her again, making her gasp from the stinging pain.  “Dammit, Sev, that hurt!” 
 
“You will address me respectfully as Professor—and I didn’t give you permission to speak!”  Five 
more sharp spanks, and a deliberate manipulation of her loins left her in a weltering confusion of 
pain, pleasure, arousal and irritation.  His middle finger circled the puckered mouth of her anus, 
then pushed its way slowly, relentlessly inside, forcing her to relax against the pulling of his dry 
flesh through her unprepared opening.  He played with her fundament for a few strokes, forcing a 
second finger within, then a third alongside that one, scissoring his fingers a little as she winced.  
Pulling his fingers out, he fiddled with her clitoris with the edge of his thumb until she moaned 
again, then pulled his hand away and spanked her sharply once more. 
 
Yanking her upright before the stinging could fade, he reached around her body, releasing her 
wrists for a moment; his fingers nimbly unbuttoned her waistcoat and shirt, undoing the garments 
far enough down to pull her breasts up out of the cups of her bra, forcing them into view.  His 
callused fingers twisted and pulled on her nipples, massaging her flesh in a stimulating mix of 
rough gentleness until her head lolled back against his shoulder.  Arching her breasts further into 
his pinching grip. 
 
Catching her wrists again, he manacled them behind her back once more with his left hand hand, 
then reached between her thighs with the other, stooping slightly and stroking her with a rough, 
possesive, assertive touch until she moaned again, pain and discomfort fading underneath the 
return of her pleasure.  But once again, as the feelings started rebuilding within her, he withdrew 
his hand.  Picking up his wand from the desk, he tapped the blotter.  “Frigeo.” 
 
Wide-eyed, Hermione abruptly found herself pushed face-down on the desk again, sucking in a 
sharp breath as her hardened, stimulated nipples contacted the now chillly, frosted surface of the 
blotter.  Tightening them painfully.  A moan escaped her throat as he spanked her three more 
times, each slap sharp enough to rock her body and rub her breasts over his icy, slippery desk. 
 
That wasn’t all the torture he had planned for her, according to his sub-thoughts.  Grabbing her 
hair into a single fistful with his free hand, he twisted it into a rope and pulled it down to her 
wrists, tugging her head up at a sharp angle.  Making her gasp again from the roughness of his 
play. 
 
“Scream as loud as you are wont, Miss Granger.  No one will hear whatever I do to you—but you 
are not allowed to cum,”  he informed her in a low, particularly threatening, velvety drawl, 
switching his grip on the tether of her hair to the hand that still imprisoned her wrists.  With that 
new twist added to the mix, he spanked her hard and long, until she did indeed cry out in a 
confusion of pain and pleasure.  He kept her balanced on the double-edged knife of the two, 
pausing every few rapid, smacking strokes to quickly slice his fingers through her pussy lips, 
stimulating her blood-tingling clit.  Pausing again, he added in a growl,  “…You wouldn’t like 
what I would do to you, if you came without my clearly expressed permission.” 
 
She almost came right then and there from the sound of his voice alone, but well-aware of the 
desire boiling up through her sub-thoughts, he yanked on her wrists with his left hand, which also 
yanked on her hair.  The sharp, painful tug on her scalp and the dull, painful pressure on her arms 
quashed the urge to cum, at least a little bit.  Five more bruising swats subdued a bit more of 
it…and yet they still kept her painfully aroused at the same time.  He spanked her ten more times 
before he finally shifted position.  Still holding her wrists and hair trapped behind her back, he 

paused briefly to coat the head of his shaft, rubbing the glans over her dewy folds, and slammed 
himself into her roughly. 
 
Only the glans had been coated; the rest of his shaft was quite dry, and pulled painfully at her 
flesh.  Yet the friction and constriction as she clamped up defensively spurred his arousal, exciting 
him almost barbarically.  Pleasure won the battle, for he was so aroused, only the tight pulling of 
her hair, forcing her head up at a painful angle, kept her grounded and away from an orgasm…but 
not him.  He had no such anchor—he felt her pain, but it was more distant than his pleasure, 
merely second-hand.  Two, three, five more hard-slamming thrusts, and he ejaculated with a rough 
groan of satisfaction, while she grunted in pain from the tugging on her scalp. 
 
He paused, head bowed, breathing hard, as he concentrated; Hermione picked up on the sub-
thought that he had taken a time-concentrated aphrodisiac, one which would allow him to 
ejaculate several times in a short span, if he kept his wits about him.  Pulling out with a wet plop, 
he shifted his position slightly, prying one side of her nether-cheeks out of his way with his free 
hand. 
 
A firm push, and he seated the damp head of his penis in her almost unprepared fundament.  A 
rocking thrust, and he forced his vagina-dampened way past the ring of muscles that were 
supposed to keep him out, all the way to the hilt in her arse, while she cried out in a mix of yet 
more of her dulling pain and his driving pleasure.  A final shove to make sure he was sunk balls-
deep, a moment to rest before pulling out partway, and he started fucking her with short, hard 
strokes, punctuated by a sharp slap on her cheeks now and again, hard enough to make the 
rounded muscles quiver and blush.  Just as the tingles of an orgasm started building in her nether-
regions, he gasped out her name and came a second time, pumping his semen into her rectum. 
 
Pulling out of her widened anus, he shoved himself back into her soft, wet, warm vagina, and 
started stroking himself back to an orgasm that way again.  The object was clearly to get himself 
off as many times as he could while inside her cavities; within a minute, while she was moaning 
from the half-pleasurable friction and shivering from the cold penetrating her breasts, he poured 
yet more warm jets into the mouth of her womb again.  She whimpered when he pushed into her 
fundament once more, slapping each nether-cheek sharp and hard; the sawing of her now well-
lubricated, widened passage had her groaning with the need to cum—but every time she got close, 
he yanked on her hair and her arms, hard enough to make tears prickle in her frustrated eyes, 
confused by the way he was mixing so much pain and denial into her pleasure. 
 
{Oh please, oh please let me cum.  Let me cum, please, Professor, let me cum—let me cum let me 
cum let me cum let me cum!} 
 
“—No!”  And with a final, brandingly hard slap on her arse that spilled her brimming tears free, 
hard enough to ruin the approaching peak of her pleasure, he pounded into her with another shout, 
cumming in frantic, rough jerks. 
 
 
 
Chapter XXXXIII. 
 
Breathing heavily, carefully not thinking of anything at all, Severus rested against her frustrated 
body for a moment, then removed himself with another wet, suctioned sound.  Releasing her 
hands and her hair, he smacked her on the other cheek, if at half the strength of the last blow.  
“Get dressed.”  His voice was hard, as he fastened his own clothes.  Cold, matching his expression 
when she glanced briefly at him.  “You are not permitted to clean yourself.  You will walk around 
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the rest of the day with my cum trickling out of your cunt and your arse, as your punishment.  
Now, pull on your tights, put on your shoes and your robe, and straighten your clothes.” 
 
Even with the sub-thoughted impression that this was just an act, a quasi-fantasy, Hermione 
felt…used.  Tears continued to trickle down her skin as she shakily climbed back into her tights, 
tugging them up her now sticky thighs.  A tap of his blotter from his retrieved wand and the frost 
vanished, melting away within a second or two, while she struggled to finish dressing. 
 
She sniffed to clear her nose as she toed her way back into her shoes, not in the mood to look at 
her rough, abusive lover.  When she pulled the cups of her bra back up and fluffed her breasts so 
that they sat comfortably in place, his wand tapped her exposed strap, Transfiguring the garment 
with a brief murmur.  The change was an alarming one; the gently rounded peaks of fabric where 
her nipples normally sat were now small, open ovals, exposing the cold-budded tips to the air.  
He’d reformed her plain Muggle bra into a naughty peephole bra? 
 
His dark eyes noticed her dismay.  “You will wear your bra like this until I Transfigure it back, 
exposing your nipples under your shirt to further remind you that you are nothing more than my 
personal slut.” 
 
That welled new tears in her eyes, as she buttoned up her blouse with shaking fingers.  They were 
still shaking when she reached to fasten her waistcoat, her breath catching softly in her throat.  
Severus touched her arm, concerned by her closed, averted posture, then firmly turned her to face 
him, though she kept her head down, her gaze averted.  Neither could conceal the way a couple of 
her tears dripped from her cheeks. 
 
“Hermione…no, no—shh,”  he soothed her, cupping her cheeks, switching to thoughts so she 
would know the truth beyond contestation.  [Don’t cry—for god’s sake, don’t cry!  This was just a 
memory, something to appease Voldemort—God Above, you know I didn’t really mean it!] 
 
Tilting her face firmly up to his, he kissed her softly, gently.  Apologetically.  His arms wrapped 
around her, cradling her in tender, sub-thoughted regret.  That made her cry harder, confounding 
him.  He continued to hold her, cradle her, calm her, dusting her tear-dampened cheeks with 
apology-thoughted kisses. 
 
Just as she was calming down, Hermione felt a trickle of thick moisture ooze its way out of her 
anus, joining the liquid smearing her abused pussy lips and sticking her tights uncomfortably to 
her still-stinging crotch.  It was distressing to realize that the sensations were…arousing. 
 
[Shh,]  he comforted her.  [It’s okay; I tried to give you some pleasure during this…I didn’t mean 
to be…well, yes, I meant to be a brute, but not a total brute…] 
 
She sniffed again.  There was no denying his sincerity, his remorse, or his guilt.  It was that last 
that pulled her out of her depression, inadvertently.  She thumped him on his coat with her fist.  
{…I want to cum, dammit!  And I’ve no qualms about giving you a ruddy, huge guilt-complex until 
I…oh, damn.}  Unable to help herself, Hermione chuckled weakly.  {There goes my membership 
in Secret Women Overlords of the World…blabbing our best-kept secrets to a male…they’ll Avada 
me for sure, over this.} 
 
Relieved she was no longer angry at him, Severus chuckled and kissed her temple, unconsciously 
hugging her again.  His gaze fell on the hourglass.  Shock rippled through him as he realized the 
sands were about to run out.  [Merlin—get dressed, girl!  My next class is about to arrive!] 
 

She quickly did up her waistcoat, shrugging into her robes as he smoothed her school tie into place 
for her.  A shiver rippled over her as he swept his fingers along the vee-neckline of her vest, 
rubbing deliberately against her nipples.  She reached up and caught his hand, stopping him from 
toying with her any further.  {Dammit, Severus, either put out, or stop playing!  Why wasn’t I 
allowed to cum?} 
 
[Because that was a part of the ‘memory’, a sort of punishment-training exercise to bring you 
closer to being under my conscious control…and…and because I want you to walk out of here, 
aching for me to fulfil you.  We’ll meet tonight, on top of the Astronomy Tower at eleven o’clock.  
You and I have an appointment with my Cleansweep…remember?]  he returned, lifting their joined 
hands and pressing his lips to the back of her thumb as gently as he could.  [I promise I will make 
it up to you, until you scream to the heavens with pleasure.  And purge you of your fear of broom-
flying forever.]  A flick of his eyes towards the hourglass, and as the last grains trickling out of the 
upper chamber, he added,  [In fact, I’ll do whatever it takes to make you a broom-flying fanatic.] 
 
Tugging her briefly close, he kissed her on the lips and released her hand, gesturing for her to 
finish fastening up the front of her school robes.  She swiped at her tears with her sleeve, sniffed, 
and asked aloud,  “…What about my tears?  I can’t exactly hide those.  There isn’t a charm I’ve 
yet learned that’s strong enough to keep a woman from looking all blotchy when she’s been 
crying, without resorting to an outright illusion.” 
 
“Tell anyone who asks that your detention was too horrible to talk about, and that the Potions 
Master was an utterly cruel arse who sneered insults at you until you cried,”  he mock-drawled as 
she tidied the last bit of her clothes.  “Which would be more or less the truth…”  He cast his gaze 
over her, smoothed her free-flowing curls with a touch of his fingers, then nodded and gestured at 
his own reassembled clothes.  “You’ll do.  How about me?” 
 
“You’ll do,”  she sniffed.  “D-don’t forget to mundic yourself.  You probably smell like sex—oh, 
god, so do I!” 
 
He smirked.  “I know.  Call it one of my fantasies…and I will be very demonstrative of my 
gratitude later, if you’ll comply.” 
 
Damn his sexy voice, and damn the sensual bonds he’d secretly chained around her!  She cleared 
her throat, nodding weakly.  “I, er, remember you talking about that one.  That fantasy.” 
 
“Then I trust you will not forget it, nor clean yourself, nor use any means to make yourself cum 
until I give you my personal permission?”  he warned her, in that damned, Pavlovian drawl. 
 
Swallowing, she nodded, shouldered her almost forgotten bookbag, and headed across the 
classroom floor.  Escaping, even as she regretted having to leave.  The sound-bubble broke with 
her departure from the dais, but thankfully there were no poundings on the door from students 
wondering why their classroom was locked, just the now audible bubbling of cauldrons left to 
simmer on special stone shelves, sectioned off by year and class.  She knew by now just how 
methodical he could be, enough to have surely allowed a leeway of a few extra minutes in the 
timing of that hourglass, before trouble could potentially begin. 
 
She also learned just how uncomfortable it was to walk with painfully shagged, still-dripping 
loins.  The knit of her tights rubbed against her spanking-sensitized, tingling her flesh from cunt to 
arse; that same arse felt like she could’ve squeezed the Knight Bus into it, it felt like it gaped that 
much, and her pussy and clitoris throbbed with dissatisfaction.  Her shirt and woolen waistcoat 
rubbed against the nubs of her breasts, keeping them stimulated.  All of it it keeping her 
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stimulated.  Wanting and ready for more, as she opened the classroom door and left, finding her 
way out of the dungeons. 
 
God, she did feel like a slut.  His slut.  His to do with as he pleased, whatever he wanted, however 
he wished.  Because she could have fought free of his grip.  All she would’ve had to do was 
struggle to get her right wrist free long enough to snap out her wand, and if she’d done that, then 
all she would have needed was a single free second to aim and shout, and she’d have had him 
hexed to the back wall…but she hadn’t done it. 
 
She’d lain there, bent over on his desk, skirt up and arse exposed, body shagged four rough, quick 
times, twice in each hole, in a way that could have been so pleasurable if she’d only forced the 
issue…  But yet she had simply lain there in his grasp while he kept her from cumming with those 
rough, scalp-aching tugs on her long, light brown curls and his bruisingly strong slaps.  For a brief 
moment, Hermione contemplated cutting her hair, preventing him from ever using it like that 
again, but quickly discarded the thought.  Even the yanking on her locks had been…stimulating.  
Distressingly so. 
 
…What kind of a pervert am I becoming? 
 
Rounding the corner to the stairs out of the dungeons at a quick pace, hoping to reach the Great 
Hall before the last of the food was cleared away, she collided with another student.  A tall, lean, 
pale-haired, green-and-silver school-tied student.  They both oofed at the contact, instinctively 
throwing up their hands to each other’s arms, to catch themselves before they could fall.  And just 
like that, Hermione found herself staring up into Draco Malfoy’s pale eyes. 
 
At this distance, under the flickering light of the torches illuminating the dungeon level, they were 
almost a robin’s-egg blue, aquamarine blue with hints of green.  Normally they looked more gray 
in color, but right now, they were almost fascinating.  She was forced in that second to admit that 
his eyes and that platinum-pale hair were really his best and most attractive features. 
 
“Well, isn’t this cozy, little Mudblood,”  he smirked.  “Throwing yourself at me, are you?  I 
always knew you were a real slut, deep down underneath.” 
 
Really, his eyes and hair were his best features.  His personality certainly didn’t even come close. 
 
“—In your dreams, Malfoy,”  she snapped back, flushing at the innuendo.  She shoved him away 
from her.  “Get your inbred hands off me.  I don’t want the strength of my genetics sullied with 
the wizarding equivalent of virulent hemophilia.” 
 
His brow wrinkled as she shook off his hands and stalked around him; apparently the Muggle 
medical reference threw him a little.  But before she could get far, his hand snatched at her wrist, 
swinging her around and halting her attempted retreat.  Unfortunately it was her wand-arm, and 
his fingers had clamped over her charm-bracelet, so her first instinct in protecting herself was 
aborted.  Hermione quickly shifted her stance, preparing herself to throw him if he tried to jinx her 
in any way. 
 
He didn’t pull out his wand.  Instead, he leaned in close, his pale eyes boring into her light brown 
ones, and deliberately inhaled.  His fuzzy-pale brows furrowed for a moment, then smoothed as he 
breathed deeply a second time.  A new smirk curved one corner of his mouth.  “Well, 
well…seems like you are a little Mudslut, aren’t you?  Had a good, hard shag over lunchtime, did 
you?” 
 

She flushed, quickly twisting her expression into confusion to hide the real reason for her 
embarrassment.  “What are you babbling about, Malfoy?  I was  in the classroom with Professor 
Snape, serving my detention!” 
 
That smirk widened.  “’Detention’, eh?  Is that what he’s calling it?” 
 
“Yeah, that’s what it’s called,”  she agreed sardonically, tugging to free her wrist. 
 
He didn’t let go, leaning in again for another whiff.  His smirk became an uncomfortably knowing 
grin.  “…Strange, how you’re serving a lot of ‘detentions’ with him, these days.  Or don’t you 
even remember what he’s had you do?” 
 
“How could I forget?”  she retorted, thinking fast.  “He had me dissecting musken-glands!  I 
probably reek of the stuff—though I could be mistaken; it could be the foul stench of you.” 
 
Strangely, his smile only widened, though his fingers tightened bruisingly hard on her wrist, 
digging the golden charms into her flesh.  “You’ll know my ‘stench’ sooner or later, Mudblood.  
You might just even wind up begging for it.” 
 
Giving him a disgusted look, Hermione wrenched her wrist free, breaking his hold by finding the 
right angle for leverage.  “Grow up, Malfoy!  Before you figure out you’ve wasted your life 
admiring the false ideals of an utter madman…because you’re already starting to sound just as 
unstable as him.  Oh—and ten points from Slytherin, for grabbing a Gryffindor.  I can do that, you 
know,”  she smiled mock-sweetly at him.  “I’m the Head Girl.  It must’ve really wedgied your 
Quidditch robes, when Dean Thomas was picked to be Head Boy, instead of you. There are some 
things you can’t buy your way into, after all; you have to earn them.”  She stepped back and raked 
him from head to toe with a contemptuous look.  “A pity a useless thing like you wouldn’t know 
what an honest day’s work meant even if it came over, introduced itself, and then bat-bogeyed 
you.” 
 
His eyes widened and his nostrils flared in rage, his hand groping down the front of his half-open 
robes for his wand, but a group of fifth-years came into view, chatting with each other about how 
much they dreaded their coming Potions class.  Shoving his half-drawn wand back inside his 
robes, Draco sneered at her.  “I’m not finished with you, Granger!” 
 
She snorted contemptuously.  “Malfoy, I doubt you could even start.” 
 
Swinging on her heel, she strode around the corner, scattering the knot of Hufflepuff girls and 
boys as she passed them.  Externally, she knew she projected an air of confidence that had rattled 
the Slytherin.  Internally, she wondered if Severus needed to have another ‘talk’ with the platinum 
prat.  After the first lecture, he shouldn’t have even hinted at her sexuality, let alone blatantly 
called her by her floor-show nickname of ‘Mudslut’.  Making a mental note to speak to Severus 
about it, she dismissed all further thoughts of Draco Malfoy as a waste of her time and hurried up 
the now crowded stairs towards her Arithmancy class.  Eating would have to wait, because her 
education would not. 
 
There was only one problem; the friction of mounting the steps at a brisk trot caused her still-sore 
pussy to ache with stimulation, as her nether-lips slid and rubbed against each other.  Reminding 
her of her leaking cunt and her messy arse, and her aching nipples, which were gleefully poking 
through the peepholes in her Transfigured bra.  It was going to be hard to concentrate even on the 
fascinating branches of advanced mathemagics in her Advanced Arithmancy class, when she 
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really wanted to think about mounting her lover’s shaft and letting him fly her straight to the stars, 
tonight… 
 
 
 
Chapter XXXXIV. 
 
There were no stars, that night.  And no meeting, up on top of the Astronomy Tower.  In typical, 
fickle Scottish fashion for the weather, the cold snap that had brought the snow that had plagued 
the school during the Quidditch match warmed up by several degrees.  That state of affairs turned 
the slight flurry of snowflakes of midmorning into a heavy, frigid downpour by early evening, as a 
warm front moved in and mingled with the cold front retreating across the north end of the Isle. 
 
Thankfully the request for more Eromantic grimoires that Severus had sent off to one of his 
international colleagues had left with an owl shortly after his last class had left the dungeons, 
when the weather was still mild enough for the school owl to be willing to fly.  Hard gusts of wind 
had also moved in with the rainstorm, cancelling after-class Quidditch practice for Gryffindor, yet 
another reason to not go out for a late-night ‘Nimbus Nirvana Club’ spin.  Severus knew 
Hermione would be nervous enough, without adding adverse flying conditions such as 
unpredictable wind-shears and freezing-cold rainshowers to the mix. 
 
He glanced her way several times at supper that night, waiting patiently for her to look his way 
while she tore hungrily into her food.  He’d felt a twinge of guilt at making her miss her midday 
meal when he knew she hadn’t appeared at breakfast.  Now he felt a twinge of disappointment that 
his next fantasy wouldn’t get to be properly fulfilled.  At least for a little while.  He still had an 
idea of how to ease her into accepting broom-flight, an even better idea than a full-blown flight for 
their first time, and wanted to rearrange their meeting time. 
 
If only the dratted woman would look at him, of course. 
 
Finally, near the end of the dessert course, their gazes met.  He flicked his eyes up at the illusion 
of clouds, wind, rain…and yes, that was a flash of lightning, just bloody lovely…roiling over their 
heads.  Dropping his gaze again, he waited patiently for her to lower hers and look at him again, 
then shook his head slightly.  The relief in her face was evident.  He lifted his hand to his jawline, 
his index finger raised to rub his cheek…and drew the number ‘9’ along his jawline.  She gave 
him a puzzled frown, and he did it again, wishing for one moment that she could read his thoughts 
even without direct, physical contact.  Nine, girl!  Meet me in my quarters at nine o’clock! 
 
A blink was his only reply, for someone at the Gryffindor table snagged her elbow and attention, 
and then everyone was leaving.  Ginny Weasley caught her attention for a few moments, and then 
a Ravenclaw drifted over, an odd-eyed blond named Luna “Loony” Lovegood who stopped to 
have a chat with her.  Not only to have a chat, Severus realized with a touch of contempt, but to 
pull a snarled knot of reddish yarn out of a pocket of her robes, partially skewered by wooden 
sticks.  It took him a few moments to realize the thing was a half-finished piece of knitting.  
Ermengarde’s own efforts, which he had seen far too many times at staff meetings throughout the 
years, looked a lot more recognizably like knitting projects than that particularly labyrinthine mess 
did. 
 
Sighing, he wondered if masturbating would alleviate the half-grown hard-on he’d endured all day 
since lunch, knowing that she was wandering the school somewhere all prim and Head-Girl-ish on 
the outside, but with a nipple-baring bra, no knickers, and his semen drying in her school tights.  
Knowing that she was walking out of the Great Hall exactly in that condition right now, forcing 

him to sit for a few moments more, willing his prick to behave.  Hoping she got the message, or at 
least would show up at some point tonight, he finally rose from the table and stalked out of the 
hall, parting the sea of robes with his mere presence and piercing any student who looked like a 
miscreant or a potential miscreant with a gimlet eye worthy of Filch, the cantankerous school 
caretaker. 
 
He decided to patrol the halls for a little while, in the hopes of catching up to Hermione by chance, 
while terrorizing the student body in typical style.  There were still one or two rumors about his 
‘mid-life crisis’ and supposed love-life left to quash, and he was the black-hearted bastard of 
Hogwarts, after all.  And it was rather satisfying to catch two six-years snogging in the niche 
behind the statue of Witch Hazel—a very popular place for snogging this year, it seemed—and 
deduct twenty points from Hufflepuff and Ravenclaw for each. 
 
But she wasn’t anywhere to be seen, though he managed to catch a couple of Hufflepuffs trying to 
blow up a boy’s toilet with something called a ‘Muggle cherry-bomb’, which apparently had 
nothing to do with manifesting cherries, and everything to do with cracking porcelain plumbing 
fixtures.  It was very satisfactory to catch the two cretins and sentence them to scrubbing the 
whole lavatory with their toothbrushes—a much nastier task than scrubbing fifty crates’ worth of 
crusty yak-bile bottles with the same sort of implement. 
 
He finally retreated to his office for a little while to catch up on some of his more advanced 
lesson-preparations; for fifth-years and seventh-years, this term was their last chance to bone up 
on Potions for their O.W.L.s and their N.E.W.T.s, respectively, and this was already the last day of 
January.  Of course, a lot of the duffers didn’t put any serious effort into passing their Ordinary 
Wizarding Levels, nevermind their Nastily Exhausting ones, and some days he wondered why he 
ever bothered, but the next month’s schedule of lesson-plans were potentially interesting, 
attention-engaging brews.  Assuming, as Hermione had reminded him, that any of them could be 
bothered to ‘…understand the beauty of the softly simmering cauldron…’ 
 
She certainly understood what fascinated him about this art.  Or at least had the wit and talent to 
do rather well at it.  Her deft skill with the fresh batch of Floo powder she’d made, the patience 
she displayed while stewing the Polyjuice Potion nearly completed downstairs, her outstanding job 
on the Skele-Grow potion last term, despite his harsh treatment of her and the way it caused a 
delay for her, was enough proof of that.  If he ever needed a substitute in the future, for some 
unknown reason—Severus had always been disgustingly healthy for someone with such sallow 
skin and greasy hair—he wondered if he should pass along a recommendation to Albus to hire her 
for the job, once she had graduated.  Somehow, despite her occasional tendency towards the more 
distressing Gryffindorish qualities, he didn’t think she’d let her students get away with anything, if 
she ever did go into teaching… 
 
The evening passed peacefully, quietly.  It wasn’t until he set aside the last lesson-plan outline and 
accompanying list of ingredients that he realized it was past ten-thirty.  Jolted with shock that he’d 
forgotten to check the time, Severus hurriedly tidied his desk.  He barely paused to lock his office 
door before striding down the hall  A quick peer into his classroom found it empty and quiet, 
seemingly undisturbed.  She wasn’t in there, waiting for him.  It was growing late; he could only 
hope that she had decided to stay and read a book, perhaps even fallen asleep on his settee like she 
had done a previous time. 
 
Descending the hidden stairs to his subterranean lair, Severus unlocked the door and stepped 
through.  The first thing he saw was the faded blue back of the settee, of course, and a flash of 
lightning from the rain pounding against the cliff and the lake beyond…and the navy blue tights 
thrown over the padded back, starkly dark as the flickering white lit up the room.  Heart thumping 
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in his chest, he carefully closed the door behind him, locked it for safety’s sake—even if no one 
living but Albus and he knew what the password was to the upper door, Severus was too used to 
acting out of caution—then rounded the end of the couch, looking for more evidence of her 
presence. 
 
He found it, when he found her.  Along with her bra, her skirt, her shirt, waistcoat, robe, even her 
shoes, all scattered around the couch and littered across the burgundy carpet in sensual 
abandon…all framing the naked woman sleeping sweetly on his sofa, her scattered garments 
forming a sort of demented, fractured outer halo to the tangle of her curls and the creamy curves of 
her skin.  Instinct said there was something a little too precise in the way the garments had been 
scattered for him to believe that she was naturally this messy.  She was an overachiever, and 
overachievers tended to be neat and organized in their personal lives; he should know, for he was 
one himself. 
 
No, this was a pattern of sartorial mayhem laid out with the sole intent to seduce him.  Even the 
arm tucked onto the armrest over her head was probably positioned there because it lifted up one 
of her delicious breasts, making it almost seem to be standing and saluting his presence, begging 
for some appreciative attention.  Turning in a slow circle as thunder rumbled and rain pounded 
beyond the spell protecting the windows, Severus surveyed the wreckage.  A slight smile curved 
his lips, as he lifted his hand to his instructor’s robes.  Removing the long drape of wool, he 
debated where to toss it.  Such a carefully staged presentation deserved the compliment of 
imitation, after all; he would just cast his clothes about, get as naked as she was— 
 
“You still owe me that damned Disrobing Charm.  You promised.” 
 
He turned around quickly.  Her eyelashes formed soft curves against her cheeks, which looked as 
relaxed as the rest of her.  Peacefully-asleep relaxed.  But that had undeniably been Hermione’s 
voice, which was as sharp sometimes as his own could be sour.  He cleared his throat, tossing his 
robe past the coffee table, where it landed partially over her school tie and one of her shoes.  “So I 
did.  I also promised to cure you of your broom-flying fears…and to make up for your luncheon 
neglect to the best of my considerable ability.  But which promise would you prefer for me to 
deliver, first?” 
 
She cracked her eyes, mock-glaring up at him from under her lashes, as another distant, jagged 
streak from the clouds lit the room in diamond-shadowed flickers.  “Oh, ruddy hell.  You would 
make me choose…” 
 
A possibility occurred to him and he shrugged, spreading his frock-coated arms expressively as 
thunder rumbled.  “Why not combine them?” 
 
“We can do that?”  she asked, opening her light brown eyes wider, shifting her arm down to her 
side so she could push up onto her elbows. 
 
Severus propped his fists on his hips, giving her a firm, disapproving look.  “I find your lack of 
faith in my abilities disturbing, Miss Granger.  What must I do to prove them beyond contestation 
to you?” 
 
“Erm…I don’t know, make spectacular love to me on your broom while showing me how to strip 
your clothes off with a spell?”  she quipped, swinging her legs off the couch.  She smiled and 
lifted her hand, offering it to him, and he helped her to stand.  Severus looked down at her, at the 
curves of her breasts and hips, the dip of her waist, the shapeliness of her legs, and murmured the 
first thing to cross his mind. 

 
[…I cannot help but admire yet again how graceful and composed you are, even though you’re 
standing before me with not a stitch to your navel, yet as poised as if you were wearing full, 
formal dress-robes.] 
 
{Then you’d have to thank youself for teaching me to be comfortable with my body,}  Hermione 
returned, enjoying his compliments.  Her nose wrinkled, turning her smile a bit wry.  {Though to 
be honest, once we started sharing thoughts, I’ve found that to be a much greater exposure of 
myself, and thus a much greater intimacy, than it would be to prance around starkers.  Even, in a 
way, moreso than during a sexually explicit floor-show for old Moldy-Butt and his Dork Eaters.  
You make me comfortable, here inside my skin, Severus.  For that, I thank you.} 
 
He winced a little.  [Just keep your witticisms to yourself, at our next ‘floor-show’.  He is even 
more dangerous than most people realize, and he does not tolerate insolence.] 
 
{I’m not that stupid.  Name-calling him is just my defense-mechanism,}  Hermione quipped, 
touching his wool-clad chest with her free hand.  Her fingertips glided up the finespun fabric next 
to all those cloth-covered buttons.  {It helps me to lose my fear of him.  Never my caution,}  she 
added, quickly touching her index finger to his lips as his sub-thoughts stirred in warning,  {but if I 
am paralyzed by my fear of him, well, that isn’t very helpful in an emergency situation, now is it?} 
 
His eyes narrowed thoughtful, his brow pinching a little.  [Are you certain you don’t feel any 
different, since the layayoga exercise?  Because you are acting more…mature, lately.] 
 
She shrugged.  {I’m growing up.  It happens.  I’m sure I’ll be immature plenty more times before 
I’m old and gray…and I’ll probably wind up as dottily brilliant as our Headmaster.  Heck, you’ve 
shown a few immature moments of your own, you know.} 
 
[When?]  His mental enquiry was flat-toned.  Somewhere between skeptical and defensive. 
 
{…Let’s not get into an argument right now.  Strip.  And fetch your broom—and let me hear, 
clearly, the words you use for the spell,}  she ordered him, sliding her finger down to tug on the 
buttons at the high-collared neckline of his frock-coat. 
 
[Not until I’ve fetched out our spare clothes,]  he reminded her.  Releasing her hand, he pulled his 
wand from his sleeve.  Another burst of blue-white light flared through the windows, this time 
with a boom of thunder that came right on its heels, so loud and close, they could actually feel it 
reverberating through the bedrock cradling the suite.  “Thank Merlin the school is magically 
grounded against lightning strikes, or we’d probably have another Tower in cinders, with that 
one,”  he muttered as both of them relaxed from instinctively flinching.  They were both quite 
safe—in more ways than one, being wizards as well as solidly underground—but the reflexive 
cringing was still there.  “Accio sack.” 
 
A lumpy canvas bag floated quickly out of the corridor leading from the bedroom wing of the 
elongated suite.  Catching it, he set it on the coffee table, then looked around at her scattered 
clothes.  “I thought I could scatter my own clothes about, and just leave them there…  I suppose I 
have no discipline.  Or too much.  Let’s tidy my sitting room first, shall we?  Pay attention:  
Sartorlagen!” 
 
His wand flicked, and all of her clothes vanished from the floor, reappearing neatly stacked on top 
of the volumes for S-Z of the Encyclopedia Magica, and her shoes placed beside them on the 
volumes O-R. 
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“That sort of sounds Germanic, now that I can finally hear all of it.  Is it from Germany?”  
Hermione enquired, curious to know, but wincing as another bolt struck somewhere nearby, 
rattling the windows with the concussive strike.  This time, the lightning wasn’t quite as bright as 
the fires burning in both hearths; the lightning had struck somewhere behind the cliff and its 
castle, so they only got the reflected light from the steep hills on the far side of the lake. 
 
“…Yes.  From a tome acquired from yet another of my relatives.  As I said, they started making 
themselves known after my father died.  It is said,”  he added, lightening the mood with a slight, 
humorous twist of his mouth,  “that a witch who was the mistress of one of the Holy Roman 
Emperors came up with the spell.  Apparently she didn’t want to waste any of the limited time her 
lover could spare for her.” 
 
“How convenient.  Let’s see if I can get this right:  Sartorlargen, is that it?”  she asked him. 
 
“S-ARE-tore-LAH-ghen.  No third ‘r’, just the first two, and an almost gutteral, hard ‘g’.  Primary 
emphasis in on the first syllable, secondary emphasis on the third, with no accented stress on the 
second and fourth,”  Severus lectured her, tucking his wand up his left sleeve again.  He lifted his 
hand almost as if he held a conductor’s baton, and scribed the rhythm in the air for her, slowing 
down the word.  “Try it again.  Sartorlagen.” 
 
“…Sartorlagen.”  Hermione felt a thrill of pleasure when he bestowed on her a smile of approval.  
It was, she had begun to realize, a much more sincere smile of approval than all of the ones he had 
given Draco Malfoy through the years as his so-called teacher’s pet.  Though it had been more like 
Head of House pet.  Malfoy wasn’t bad at Potions, but there were other students she knew Severus 
could have favored more over the years, if he ignored their House affiliations and honored them 
strictly for their academic abilities. 
 
“Good.  Again.” 
 
“Sartorlagen.” 
 
“Excellent.  Had I been Charms Master instead of Potions Master, you’d have earned yourself 
some House-points for your pronunciation skills.”  He paused, smirked, and added,  “But then, 
I’ve only recently learned just how truly talented you are with your mouth.” 
 
Hermione blushed with the reference to her fellative abilities, and did her best to get him back as 
he smirked slightly at her pink cheeks.  “I, erm, regret I cannot compete with your 
own…cunning…linguistic abilities.” 
 
“Indeed.” 
 
Damn the man; he had too much self-confidence to blush.  Then again, he has a right to loads of 
self-confidence, in that area… 
 
“Now, you should have the proper flick mastered by now, but even if your wristwork were 
sloppy—and I’ve never seen sloppy wristwork from you, thankfully,”  he added in a 
complimentary aside; it took her a few seconds to realize the innuendo in that one, too, but he 
waited pointedly, patiently, until she blushed again before continuing,  “—it really doesn’t matter 
nearly as much as being able to picture in your mind, precisely and completely, exactly how and 
where the clothing needs to go.  Pick a place for my clothing to go,”  he suggested to her.  “It 
needs to be someplace that is very familiar to you, but somewhere within my line of sight.” 

 
“Under the coffee table.  You tend to send my own clothes down there an awful lot,”  she dared to 
tease.  “It would serve you right if you’re the one who has to scrabble on hands and knees, looking 
for your own knickers for once.” 
 
“I wear boxers, not ‘knickers’, as you should well know by now,”  was his quelling reply. 
 
“Not when you keep using this charm to take them off in an eyeblink,”  she retorted. 
 
“Then I shall make you remove them slowly, at our next meeting.”  He lifted his wand, then 
glanced down at her.  “…And I will not ‘scrabble on hands and knees’.  I would not do something 
so undignified, when I could simply order my little pet to fetch them for me, when we’re through 
for the night.” 
 
She crossed her arms.  Deliberately lifting and displaying her breasts as another, more distant flare 
of lightning briefly caressed her curves with silver-white instead of candlelight gold.  “Not if 
you’re going to honor your promise about making up for our earlier session, today.” 
 
 
Chapter XXXXV. 
 
He lowered his wand, studying her warily.  “…You’re going to milk that promise like a 
Devonshire cow, aren’t you?” 
 
A smirk was her only answer.  As was a tighter settling of her arms that deliberately jiggled her 
prominent flesh.  He stared at her chest, at the soft, warm valley and hills of creamy flesh that he 
wanted to lick until his saliva gleamed on her skin… 
 
Shaking off the distraction, Severus blinked, frowned slightly in concentration, and flicked his 
wand.  “Sartorlagen.” 
 
His clothing vanished in the promised eyeblink.  Hermione shifted, stooping and peering under the 
coffee table.  A pile of neatly folded black met her gaze, with the only spot of white his shirt, 
almost lost in the stack of trousers and coat.  Black boxers sat prominently on the top of the stack, 
as if to chide her for her imaginings, and his shoes sat to the side. 
 
“Impressive,”  she murmured, straightening.  Then eyed his body from toes to head, lingering for 
more than a few moments at the top of his thighs.  “But then, you usually are.” 
 
It was fun to watch him blush, his sallow-pale skin turning peachy from scalp to mid-chest.  His 
erection twitched at the compliment, bobbing slightly.  Severus looked down at himself almost 
diffidently, as if contemplating his navel, though she knew he was contemplating his length and 
thickness.  “Hermione…I’m not…large.” 
 
“I’ve seen pictures—I’ve confiscated my share of PlayWitch from my dorm-mates…and then 
spent a couple hours giggling over the pictures within them,”  she added as he looked up at her in 
curiosity.  “You’re not small.” 
 
“But neither am I large, and…”  His voiced trailed off as she planted her palms on her hips and 
pinned him with a hard look. 
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“Were you about to spout some ruddy macho nonsense about women only preferring men who are 
large?”  she enquired icily, though the irritation in her brown eyes looked rather hot-tempered for 
such a chilly tone.  “Because I can tell you right now, you’re too bloody perfect a lover for me to 
care what size you are.  You’re not so tiny or stubby I can’t feel a damned thing, and you’re not so 
huge, I feel like I’m giving birth to a watermelon each time we make love.  Nor so bloody long 
that I feel like I’m being spitted for a holiday roast.” 
 
“You hardly have enough experience to judge what a ‘perfect’ lover might be,”  he reminded her, 
his muscles stiff, his voice cool, and his gaze shuttered.  “You have known only me.” 
 
“Well, I certainly have had enough experience with you to know what a smashingly good orgasm 
feels like!”  she shot back, lifting her chin as she not quite glared up at him.  “And I’ve heard 
plenty of complaints from the other girls—those who’ve gone all the way—on how lousy, 
unskilled, poorly talented, too-quick, and thoughtless their own boyfriends usually are, when it 
comes to sharing their pleasure!” 
 
He winced, at that.  “I am not your boyfriend, Miss Granger,”  Severus emphasized, doing his best 
to remind her that theirs was not a normal relationship.  “You and I are associating under very 
unusual circumstances, and are forced by those circumstances to continue associating.  Even if we 
were to loathe each other immensely during it.  And…though we may now be friends,”  he 
allowed with a level of honesty that was painfully uncomfortable to admit out loud, but which 
would save him a hellacious amount of dignity later,  “…we are not ‘going steady’, or whatever 
current euphemism you care to use.” 
 
“No, we’re not going out together.  We’re not boyfriend and girlfriend,”  she agreed, with a quiet 
dignity that both relieved him and dredged up some admiration for the way she didn’t dissolve 
into unhappy, girlish tears.  “We’re not dating, we’re not going steady, we’re not courting, we’re 
not holding hands in the corridors, or kissing between reading our textbooks and lesson-planners, 
or arranging to spend our Hogsmeade weekends together for some sight-seeing and window-
shopping, nor telling our best friends to sod off if they should try to tease us or give us any flak!”  
she agreed firmly, slashing her hand between them.  “But we are lovers.  You cannot deny that!” 
 
“Circumstances—” 
 
“Circumstances be damned!”  she snapped, flipping a stray, light-brown lock of her curls from her 
face, where it had tumbled.  Lightning flashed again, though the thunder this time didn’t come 
immediately on its heels.  She poked her finger up at his face.  Threatening not to jab him, but to 
simply touch him.  “Don’t make me think the truth out of you!  Petrify that serpent you call a spine 
and admit as much!” 
 
Shutting his eyes, Severus shook his bowed head slowly, trying not to smile in case she took it the 
wrong way—even in the midst of a row like this, he had to admire her quick wit.  He wasn’t quite 
speechless at her vociferousness, but he was somewhat in awe of her.  Sighing quietly, he looked 
at his lover once more.  His gaze drifted down over her flushed cheeks, her straightened shoulders, 
her full breasts and the hand that was still planted on her hip.  Raising his eyes back up to her face, 
he gave her a blunt look.  “Yes.  We are lovers.  With caveats and codicils, and a scaly nightmare 
thrown into the stew.  Hermione…we cannot…”  He broke off, uncertain how to phrase what he 
wanted to say, without touching on the one subject that seemed to be carefully, mutually forbidden 
to them, even in their thoughts.  “Ours is neither a normal nor a natural relationship—strong 
emotions are our enemy, in this particular game. 
 

“Whether the strength of it comes from loathing or liking, joy or sorrow, to allow ourselves to feel 
strong emotions, true emotions, would only weaken our defenses in the face of the Dark Lord’s 
Legilimency.  When I was training your nearsighted friend in Occlumency,”  he continued, 
picking that description as the least insulting to use in her presence,  “I had to warn him time and 
again to calm his heart, emptying it of his feelings.  Needless to say, it did not work very well.  
Our…our mutual antagonism was too great to promote an atmosphere of calm.  Between you and 
I, it is not that much different,”  he added, moving quickly off the uncomfortable subject of Potter.  
“There are only a few emotions with which we could be permitted free reign.  Lust is something 
Voldemort would expect to read in our minds, and the same for contempt and shame for each of 
us, respectively.  Anything else could damage the illusion we must present, of whatever flavor that 
emotion might be.  Do you understand?” 
 
She studied him, both hands on her hips once again.  A reluctant-sounding sigh escaped her lips.  
Or maybe it was just a tired one.  “I understand.  I don’t like it, because I don’t like our 
circumstances as a whole.  I’m just saying…I’m just saying I have no idea how we got onto this 
bloody topic,”  Hermione finally muttered, her conversational exhaustion rallying itself with some 
show of briskness in her tone.  “You are right; we daren’t examine anything too closely right now, 
because we’ve got a functional working relationship right now, and that’s exactly what we need to 
get ourselves through this situation in one piece.  We don’t need anything further mucking up the 
mess we’re already in.  And I am right, in that we are taking advantage of our circumstances to be 
lovers to each other, to experiment with all the various ways we can think of to pleasure each 
other, and that it’s alright to do so. 
 
“It’s not shameful, or embarrassing, or contemptuous, or hateful.  And I’m glad it’s not.  I’m glad 
it’s been quite brilliant so far.  Because though I may have been inexperienced physically when we 
started, I’d heard quite enough about others’ experiences to know that what you and I have, 
Severus Sebastian Snape, is more important than size or length or whatever.  We have chemistry.  
We proved that the first time we met down here, and continued proving it each time we didn’t 
absolutely have to take any ‘liquid courage’ to be able to perform.  And I find nothing shameful in 
admitting we have chemistry,”  she finished with a shrug as thunder rumbled in the distance.  “It 
happens.” 
 
Severus stared at her in the silence that followed her statements.  She shifted her stance a little, as 
if she wanted to fold her arms defensively across her chest, but finally settled for lifting her chin a 
little, defying him to comment.  Finally, he did.  “I find myself amazed by you, and your 
sometimes startlingly mature perceptiveness.  And amazed a second time, that I should find 
myself amazed at all…now that I am coming to know you better.” 
 
She blushed a little, lowering her gaze.  Clearing her throat, Hermione brought them back to their 
task.  “Right.  Well, neither amazement, nor argument, nor mutual admiration will get us moving 
along.”  She lifted her chin at the lump of canvas on the coffee table.  “What’s in the sack?” 
 
“Secondhand clothes, of course,”  he drawled. 
 
“I realize that,”  she chided him, a touch of impatience coloring her voice with exasperation.  
“What, exactly, is in the sack?” 
 
“Secondhand clothes,”  he repeated himself, not sure if she would mind the things he had picked 
out.  He tried to reassure her, adding,  “Thoroughly laundered, of course.” 
 
Reaching for the bag as she arched a brow pointedly, silently ordering him to get on with it, he 
loosened the drawstring at the mouth and reached inside.  The flannel shirt he pulled out was tatty, 
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plaid, and a lurid cross of green and yellow stripes.  It was followed by a pair of paisley-patterned 
dungarees with holes in the knees.  Both of which he passed over to her 
 
Her brow and nose wrinkled in disgust, even a smidgen of horror as she took them with her 
fingertips.  “You have got to be kidding…” 
 
“Put them on, Hermione.  The bright colors and patterns will force your mind to concentrate.  You 
must be able to topographically fold the garments in your mind despite the distractions of their 
patterns.  Hideous though they might be, these will be useful for such practice.” 
 
“I don’t know how useful they’d be,”  she told him dryly,  “not when I’d be picturing them tossed 
into the fire for daring to touch me—oh, good heavens!  And I thought my outfit was bad!” 
 
He had pulled out a white turtleneck pullover splotched with giant, neon-bright, rounded, stylized 
flowers with holes in their centers, and a pair of pants flared at the trouser cuffs and striped 
vertically in hideous shades of orange, brown, yellow and red.  He eyed the shirt, eyed her, then 
held it out, silently offering a trade.  When she hesitated, he rolled his eyes.  “I do not think 
this…thing…is broad enough for my shoulders.  Trade me that shirt, Hermione.” 
 
“Like it’s large enough for my breasts?”  she protested as she took it, though she did offer the 
bilious plaid in return.  Sighing roughly, she pulled it over her head.  And grimaced as the material 
did indeed stretch too tightly over her breasts for decency.  She had to reach down through the 
high, rolled-over neckline to lift up her breasts, for the knit material had squished them 
uncomfortably flat.  She flicked out the patterned jeans in preparation to putting them on, and 
realized that Severus was staring at her.  Stilling, she stared back, studying the dazed, hungry look 
in his dark eyes, in the way his lips hung just a little slack as he devoured her knit-squashed 
breasts with his eyes.  She blushed, but gamely asked,  “See something you like?” 
 
Finishing the act of shrugging into the ugly-bright shirt, he shifted forward and dropped to his 
knees, his hands cupping her knit-encased ribs.  His nose and brow rubbing against the tautly 
contained mounds, he groaned.  A slide of his hands down to her bare buttocks as he nipped at a 
taut, utterly unconcealed nipple with his teeth made her gasp.  Part of it was from the stimulation 
of his teeth, but part of it was from a tenderness in her bottom. 
 
Licking her nipple through the fabric wasn’t as fun, texture-wise, as it could have been, though he 
could feel her enjoyment.  Swaying to the side, he craned his head past her hip, eyeing her left 
flank…and the handprint-sized bruises on her buttocks from where he had struck her.  He 
remembered how strongly he had struck her, and everything else he had done.  [Hermione…I’m 
sorry; I didn’t mean to injure you.] 
 
{You’re making me hot again,}  she grumbled. 
 
He didn’t have to ask her why as he glanced up at her blushing face.  Even without the wave of 
pleasurable memories rolling from her to him, her cheeks had flushed and her eyes had closed, her 
lower lip caught sensually in her white teeth.  Shifting his left hand from her backside to her groin, 
he hesitated as she shivered from the ticklish glide, then wormed two fingers between her nether-
lips.  Wet heat met his questing touch.  His right hand convulsed involuntarily on her left buttock 
at the lascivious discovery…and she moaned and clenched her thighs.  More of her dew coated his 
hand as she shifted a little in the attempt to grind herself against him, a warm little spurt of 
slickness that made his manhood twitch with need and seep with its own aroused essence. 
 

A need passed between them, a graphic sub-thought that she started, and he expanded.  A twist 
and she faced the coffee table, dropping her hands to the tops of the books, her forehead almost 
touching the bag of clothes.  A shift of his knees and he positioned himself behind her.  Clutching 
her nether-cheeks in his hands, Severus ruthlessly pried them apart, making her bruises ache just 
like she wanted. 
 
The crusted sight of dried semen around her puckered hole riveted him.  She had walked around 
all bloody day long with his ejaculate smeared on her body.  For a shuddering moment, it was all 
he could do to keep from cumming at the thought alone.  As soon as he calmed himself down 
enough, he muttered the perineum charm.  Hands convulsing, he leaned in and licked, suckled, 
tasted, savoring this proof of her obedience to his perverted wishes. 
 
Her gasps and moans were the sweet strains of the orchestration of his mouth, her writhing body 
the rhythm of his melody.  With the proof of his brutality there before his eyes in shades of purple, 
black and yellow-tinged blue whenever they briefly opened, he did his best to make up for her 
mauling.  He brought her to orgasm once, twice, thrice, as ruthless in a way as he had been back at 
noon.  When her thighs trembled and her knees gave way, he pulled back quickly, guiding her 
falling hips down, impaling her with blessed accuracy as she landed in his lap with a wide-eyed 
grunt of surprise. 
 
Wrapping his arms around her, still smelling her musky essence smeared joyously in his nostrils, 
across his lips, Severus marshalled his scattered thoughts, forcing both of them to calm down.  The 
tickly soft-crisp feel of her waistlength curls, trapped between her back and his chest, didn’t help.  
He had fantasies about those curls he hadn’t even tapped into, yet…  [Easy…now, try to picture 
the sexy shirt you are wearing…] 
 
His choice of words shocked her out of her daze.  {—Have you gone bloody colorblind?} 
 
His hands shifted, cupping her breasts in their taut covering.  A lustful sub-thought passed 
between them, graphically male in its appreciation.  He squeezed, then flicked her nipples with his 
thumbs, emphasizing his point. 
 
{Oh…} 
 
[Picture the shirt,]  he directed her, trying to ignore the way her body pulsed with aftershock-style 
pleasure around his aching shaft.  [Picture it first on your own body, then picture it firmly hovering 
over the table in front of us.  Don’t bother to shape or fold it, this first time.]  When he read the 
image in her mind, he nudged her mentally.  [Now, try the spell.] 
 
Flicking her wrist to activate her wand, Hermione swished it.  “Sartorlagen!” 
 
Her shirt popped from her body into the air over the coffee table, and promptly fell, draping itself 
over the canvas bag.  [Well done!  Y our first attempt, and you didn’t damage or splinch the shirt,]  
Severus praised her, sliding one hand down her belly to her nether-curls.  Cupping her mound, he 
used his ring and index finger to part her feminine lips, and used his middle finger to tease and 
circle her clitoris.  [Your reward…] 
 
The soft, circling touch on her desire-stiffened nubbin had her moaning and arching her head back 
until it rested on his shoulder, her body quaking with pleasure as she sat, willingly helpless, while 
he played with her body, one hand plucking at the curves and peaks of her breasts, the other at the 
folds and valleys of her womanhood.  Stilling his hands before she could have more than a minor 
orgasm, he smiled at her frustrated moan. 
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[Now, put the shirt back on again.]  His fingers fiddled a moment with her body, adding 
encouragement to the order. 
 
{—I heard that sub-thought of yours, Severus Sebastian bloody-minded Snape!}  Hermione 
growled mentally.  {You’re trying to instill another Pavlovian response in me!} 
 
{Really?  Whatever gave you that foolish idea?]  he enquired in his most silky mental sneer, 
tweaking her left nipple and her clitoris both with matching, synchronized little pinches. 
 
{Oh god, that voice, in my mind!}  She shivered in another minor orgasm.  It took her a few 
seconds to gather her scattered wits.  {You’re…you’re trying to get me to associate this ruddy 
spell with all the pleasure you can give me, so…so that every time I use it…ah, sweet 
Merlin!…every time I use it, I get all hot and and wet and really bothered by it!  You’re bloody 
preparing me for you!} 
 
[Like any good potion, a lot of its power comes in the care invested in its preparation,]  he 
reminded her, smirking as he nuzzled the curve of her ear.  A shift of his hips reminded her firmly 
that he was embedded in her body.  [Lean forward, pick up the shirt, and put it on, there’s a good 
puss.] 
 
It had fallen just far enough away that she had to lean forward to reach for it.  Leaning forward 
caused his manhood to press into her at a new, somewhat inventive angle.  That angle, combined 
with the circling touch of his fingertip, sent her up to the edge of a new precipice of pleasure, 
making her groan and clutch at the coffee table for support as she undulated her hips.  Or tried to 
undulate them. 
 
He quickly shifted his hands, gripping and holding her hips still.  [I don’t think so, my little puss.  
No climax until you put on that shirt and Disrobe it again, properly.] 
 
Frustrated, she grabbed the turtleneck and hauled it over her head, once again flattening her 
breasts uncomfortably from the tightness of it.  Her squirmings, pulling it on and then fluffing 
herself, sent little jolts of pleasure through both of them as the actions shifted her on his lap.  
Finally, it was on.  {There.  Now can I take it off again?} 
 
[Picture it in your mind.  This time, picture taking the shirt off and folding it neatly, and placing it 
in midair over the coffee table,]  he instructed her, rubbing his palms over the tight, knitted 
material straining to hold in her ample, apple-sized breasts. 
 
{Why in midair?}  she asked him, glad her mind-voice was steady, even while her breathing was 
not.  {Why not on the table?} 
 
[If you’re off in your mental imagings, there’s a chance the clothing and the surface on which they 
are to rest will accidentally merge…and I’d rather not have that thing made a permanent part of 
my otherwise attractive, functional furniture.  Not to mention your Christmas present.] 
 
{Right.}  Closing her eyes, Hermione pictured the shirt as she wanted it, neatly folded and 
hovering a handspan above the sack and books covering the coffee table.  Opening her eyes, she 
flicked her wand.  “Sartorlagen!” 
 
The shirt popped from her body, reappearing neatly folded for an instant in front of her, before it 
thumped softly onto the canvas bag.  She waited for her reward, but his fingers neither teased nor 

tickled.  […Did you think this time would be that easy?]  Severus admonished her at her sub-
thoughted enquiry.  [Pick up the shirt, and shake it out.  Unfold it, and make sure it survived 
intact.] 
 
Frowning, she reached forward.  This time she didn’t have to lean so far, but she did lean enough 
to stimulate herself, shivering a little.  Her instructor caught her by the hips, holding her still when 
she instinctively rocked with the pleasure.  Sighing, disappointed that he wouldn’t let her play, 
Hermione shook out the shirt. 
 
Or rather, tried to.  The sleeves had somehow glued themselves to the rest of the garment.  Perhaps 
it was more accurate to say that the knit of the hideous, neon-flowered pullover was now inter-
knitted in a way that no Muggle manufacturer could have imagined, let alone have created a 
machine to duplicate.  Frowning, she reversed the results firmly in her mind and snapped,  
“Sartorlagen!” 
 
Severus stiffened with startled fear, caught mid-breath in the attempt to order her to stop…but the 
shirt reappeared over her skin.  Squashing her breasts flat on her chest.  He quickly ran his hands 
over her body, then stripped the shirt manually from her, surprising her as he quickly tugged it 
over her head.  Surprising and relieving him, that it came away so freely.  Turning the garment 
right-side-out, he examined it.  [Amazing…  I’ve never thought to do that to reverse the damage 
done in a miscasting.] 
 
{Well, the spell clearly takes the clothing from one position and condition and puts it into another 
condition and position,}  Hermione pointed out logically.  {As I’m very aware of what it should 
feel like on my body, it was no trouble to picture it on my body, reversing the placement and thus 
the damage done.} 
 
[Put it on,]  he ordered her, handing it to her.  [Put it on, so you can take it off again, and I can 
properly reward you—no, wait; first a reward for this new use of the charm…] 
 
{It probably—mmm—isn’t a new use, just one you yourself didn’t know,}  she pointed out as he 
massaged her chest, then her groin. 
 
[Probably,]  he agreed, tracing his fingers along either side of her clit, stimulating the little sentry 
of pleasure indirectly, making her long for more.  [But it was still clever of you…and dangerous.]  
His fingers smacked into her mound, making her gasp.  [How would you have explained it if we’d 
had to take you to St. Mungo’s, hmm?] 
 
{It’ll simply be an over—ow!  That one stung—overachieving student—ouch!—experimenting with 
a new charm who messed—ah!  Bastard—who messed it up, naturally—oh, god, play with me, like 
that…} 
 
He had gone back to massaging her flesh.  Severus smiled, pleased with her responsiveness.  [You 
really are easy to train, my little puss.  Just give you a paddling when you’re naughty, and a 
petting when you’re nice…] 
 
{Father Christmas you are not,}  she retorted as he stopped playing with her.  That made him 
chuckle.  She took advantage of the break in his foreplay; Hermione quickly shrugged back into 
the awful white-and-neon shirt, pictured it very carefully, and Disrobed herself with the charm.  
This time, when she leaned forward and shook out the awful-looking thing, it was completely 
unharmed.  She grinned and peered over her shoulder at him.  {…Ta-dah!  No mistakes, this 
time!} 
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[…And here is your reward.] 
 
Lifting her by the hips, he drove up into her, quick, meaty thrusts that rubbed against her insides in 
just the right spot.  Hermione gasped, dropping the shirt from her hands even as she dropped her 
head back onto his shoulders.  Her thighs flexed in counterpoint to his, eager for the bliss his 
pistoning promised her.  Lightning writhed in her loins, neurons twisting with pleasure, unsteady 
moans escaping with each huffing breath.  A cry of pleasure crawled up her throat, bursting out of 
her even as he muttered the counter for his perineum charm; the sudden release of restraint had 
him growling into the side of her neck, though both of them could hardly catch their breath. 
 
Each of Severus’ hard thrusts jolted her, rocking her.  Catapulting her into a ruddy great orgasm.  
His own followed in gut-wrenching spurts, giving her aftershocks of second-hand pleasure.  
Prolonging the delicious delirium for both of them, he wrapped his plaid-clad arms around her, 
embracing her in slowly calming contentment. 
 
 
 
Chapter XXXXVI. 
 
Thunder rumbled in the distance.  The storm was receding.  Severus cradled her on his lap, 
exhausted yet exhilarated.  [Merlin, I love the way you make me feel, every time I hold you…] 
 
Hermione, slightly more clear-headed, felt her cheeks growing warm.  {That’s a, er, wonderful 
compliment.  Thank you.  Though we really, erm, shouldn’t…} 
 
His own skin heated where it was buried in the naked curve of her shoulder and neck, half-buried 
even as it was in her mass of curls.  […I know.  We’re not supposed to think such thoughts.  
Damned Veritamoria…  Half the time I don’t even know what will pop out of my bloody head, 
around you!] 
 
{I know,}  she commiserated.  {Come, let’s focus on the broom-riding thing.  We can work on the 
Disrobing Charm again later.} 
 
He smiled into her neck.  [I think I already ‘came’, Hermione,  You’ll have to wait a few moments 
for my recuperation, since I didn’t bother to concentrate and keep myself hard.] 
 
She smiled, glad to know she could give him such pleasure.  {Well, since you’ve already 
complimented me on my fellative abilities once or twice today, why not borrow them to ensure 
your readiness?} 
 
[Shall I spank you for thinking such a naughty idea?]  he purred in her mind, suckling on the lobe 
of her ear.  [Or shall I pet you for being so nice?] 
 
A pained smile quirked her brow.  {I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again:  you are so not Father 
Christmas, Severus Snape.} 
 
[Pity.] 
 
That quirked her brow again, this time in surprise.  {You actually want to be the jolly old fellow?} 
 

[I’d like to be—damned potion—I’d like to be even a tenth as welcomed and respected.  And 
bloody jolly.  At least some of the time.  But I’m not.] 
 
{Not everyone has to be jolly all the time; I think that would just be creepy.  Or overly annoying, 
after a while.  And you can be fun to be around, when you relax enough,}  she added candidly.  {If 
that’s not a definition for ‘jolly’, I don’t know what is.} 
 
[When have I ever been ‘jolly’ around you?]  he challenged her, shifting her off of his softened 
shaft, though he kept his hands on hers as she moved over and knelt on the carpet next to him. 
 
She didn’t reply with words, neither verbally nor mentally.  Instead, she gave him a merry look 
and pursed her lips.  Chirping twice. 
 
[…Bloody Canary Creams.  I should never have confessed that secret to you,]  he muttered, but 
his heart wasn’t in the complaint, and both of them knew it.  [If I ever find out you’ve owled the 
Weasley twins—] 
 
{Then you’ll know it’s because you’d owe me a really big apology,}  she quipped, smiling at him.  
{One so huge, you’d have to humiliate yourself by eating a Cream in front of all of my 
friends…which isn’t ever going to happen, so you have nothing to worry about,}  Hermione 
allowed magnanimously 
 
[I will never be in that sorry of a state, I assure you,]  he affirmed darkly.  Pushing to his feet, he 
lifted his wand.  “Accio broom!” 
 
His Cleansweep came out of the hall, arrowing toward them, its shaft smacking into Severus’ 
hand.  Hermione, however, had a different shaft in mind, and even before the broom reached them, 
she had taken his shaft into her own hand.  And into her mouth, licking and sucking to clean away 
the drying juices of their combined pleasure.  His breath shuddered out of his lungs as she swirled 
her tongue under his foreskin, assisting it to shrink further while the rest of his manhood 
expanded. 
 
[I can…feel that all the way…down to my toes—do you want to ride, or suck, woman?]  he 
demanded as she continued bobbing her head while he stood there, broom in hand, waiting for her 
to finish. 
 
{Mmm…yes!} 
 
Rolling his eyes, Severus tucked his wand up the sleeve of the ugly green-and-yellow plaid shirt.  
Knotting his fingers in her light brown hair, he tugged her gently free, though his lower regions 
protested the loss of that soft, wet, naturally talented mouth.  [Come up here, puss.] 
 
She rose to her feet, giving him a dubious look.  {I’m not sure about that nickname.} 
 
[Your ‘pet’ name, you mean?]  he enquired, sliding his fingers to her cheek in a caress as he teased 
her mildly about his other nickname for her.  His dark eyes met her light brown gaze, and he 
shrugged.  [You must admit, both are less objectionable than ‘Mudslut’.] 
 
{Oh, I’ll grant you that,}  she agreed, rubbing her upper arms.  When she shook her head to shake 
off the images from their ‘floor-show’, his fingers managed to keep contact; they were both 
getting very good at keeping constant contact with each other, these days.  {But I’d rather not 
think about that.  So.  We, er, we mount the broom, then?} 
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Severus smirked.  [I mount the broom.  You mount me.]  Lowering his hand from her cheek, he 
released the Cleansweep.  Once it hovered at mounting-height, he flicked himself with the 
perineum-charm and swung his leg over the broom, then carefully adjusted himself so that nothing 
was pinched.  At her bemused look, he wrinked his nose a little.  “Normally, I have trousers to cup 
and protect those bits.  Come here.” 
 
Holding out his hand, he turned her to face him when she would’ve mounted the broom facing 
forward.  Hermione gave him a puzzled look.  {Not facing forward?} 
 
He shook his head.  [Not your first time.  I want your attention focused on me, not on our flying.] 
 
{Erm…you’re not going  to bang into the ceiling or walls, will you?}  she asked, trepidation 
colouring her sub-thoughts. 
 
[No.]  Bracing the balls of his feet on the floor, he fished out his wand.  “Locostabilis!”  Tucking 
the shaft of ebony back up his sleeve, he reached over, gripped her by the ribs, and swung her up 
into place with a grunt for her weight.  [Lay off the Canary Creams, will you?  They’re supposed 
to make you as light as a feather, not as heavy as a brick.] 
 
The deliberate, punning insult distracted her from some of her trepidation, though not all of it.  
{Bastard!  That’s not a compliment!  Oh, dear…}  Her feet couldn’t touch the floor.  The six 
inches’ difference in their height was three inches too long for her legs.  {The blasted shaft is 
giving me a bit of a wedgie, here—don’t let go!} 
 
Severus choked on a laugh as she clawed at his shoulders, trying to balance herself.  [Put your 
arms around my shoulders—like that—hup!]  Releasing her ribs, he lifted her by her thighs, 
hooking them around his hips with a hitch.  That brought his shaft into contact with her mound.  
Both sighed softly, enjoying the promise of the activity to come.  Hermione squirmed after a 
moment, using her arms and legs to pull herself into better position.  Reaching between them, 
Severus positioned his shaft, and sighed again as she sank into place.  [Oh, that’s bloody good…  
Alright.  Now that you’re gripping my shaft, I’m going to lean forward and grip the broom’s 
shaft.] 
 
She clutched harder at his shoulders as he tipped her backward with the move, panic in her sub-
thoughts.  {Don’t let me fall!} 
 
[We’re only three bloody feet from the carpet, Hermione!]  he protested, disgruntled by her burst 
of fear.  That fear was real, though, and her uncertain stiffness made him relent a little.  Stooping 
his head, he kissed her, nibbling on her mouth with his lips.  Distracting her.  [Come on, relax.  I 
won’t let you fall.  I promise.] 
 
{You…haven’t failed a promise to me yet,}  she agreed, her body still clutching his somewhat 
shakily, but her mind-voice calming down.  {I think I’ll focus on that god-awful talented mouth of 
yours.} 
 
[Sorry, can’t do that while we’re riding a broom.  Logistically improbable,]  he added, licking past 
her lips, tasting and playing and parrying with her.  Meaning her nether-lips, not the upper set he 
was enjoying.  [Not without…some sort of levitation spell…angle’s all wrong…damn, I want your 
tongue all over my body!] 
 
{…Not without a levitation spell,}  she managed to jest, capturing and sucking on his tongue. 

 
Pulling his head back, Severus breathed hard for a few moments, then leaned forward, gripping 
the broom shaft in one hand and pulling his wand out with the other.  “Finite locostabilis.” 
 
“—Oh!”  {Oh, dear…}  She clung to him as the broom slid forward.  He guided it through the 
left-hand doorway, glided carefully into the laboratory, and tapped on a door in the corner that she 
hadn’t been through, yet. 
 
“Alohomora.  Lumos!” 
 
The door unlatched and swung inward.  Craning her head, she had just enough time to see a 
stairwell curving down into the darkness beyond the light cast by his wand-tip.  He tipped the 
broom downward, making her yelp and hug his body as they flew down into a lower level of the 
suite.  The air turned distinctly chilly, though not quite outright cold; her head spun and her body 
shivered, and only the warmth of his frame anchored her as they emerged in a huge, columned 
chamber, a man-made cavern hewn from the stone around them.  Torches sprang to life as they 
swept past, lit by a practiced flick of his wand, and the tropical-air spell whisked through the 
room, stirring dust and a few cobwebs as it freshened and warmed the place.  Hermione, clinging 
to Severus, found herself more amazed than nervous. 
 
{What…what is this place?} 
 
[The salle, I believe.   See, there?  Against that wall?  An old quintain, and some behourd rings for 
mounted javelin games.  He apparently rode horses as well as brooms,}  he added, meaning the 
originator of the Chamber of Reflection.  {Godric Gryffindor was a Muggle knight as well as a 
wizard, long ago.} 
 
[I already know that, Severus.  I’ve read  Hogwarts:  A History  about a gazillion times by now,}  
she added dryly.  {Just ask the boys; they’ve heard me quoting it often enough.} 
 
[Hermione, if I wanted to talk about them, I would dismount from you and the broom, don some 
clothes, and rant at you from a distance—though I will admit I fully intend to show you tricks on a 
broom you’ve never seen Potter or Weasley perform in midair, before,]  he muttered, meeting her 
gaze.  [Some things require a great deal of…experience to pull off.] 
 
She narrowed her eyes, hunting down one of his lesser sub-thoughts.  One that he was too-
carefully trying not to think about.  Hermione caught it any way.  {…“A great deal of 
experience”?  Ha!  You’ve only been a member of the Nimbus Nirvana Club once before in your 
entire life!  Don’t even try to deny it!  And it was with a fellow Slytherin player, too! } 
 
In the torchlight, it was hard to tell if he blushed.  He retorted,  [—That’s still more experience 
than your ruddy friends have.  Especially as I can read in your sub-thoughts that your ex-
boyfriend is still a virgin.] 
 
{No thanks to Moldimort and his Dork Beaters,}  she muttered darkly.  {And stop taunting Ron.  
You should feel sorry for him, rather.  You’ve gotten every virginity I’ve ever had, when we’d 
already decided we’d be each other’s firsts.  I might get to be his first, but that’s about all.  Not 
that I’m complaining much, mind.  The best laid plans of mice and men, and all that…} 
 
[Oh, Hermione,]  he drawled, his silky voice taking on an almost satiny warmth, his dark eyes 
gleaming as he stared down at her,  [I haven’t even begun to take your every last possible 
virginity…] 
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And with that, he swooped them up towards the high, vaulted ceiling.  The sudden maneuver made 
her clutch at him, but not gasp in fear; no, the switch in vectors and velocities caused a delicious 
pressure where their bodies were joined, and though she squeaked in an undignified way when he 
dove abruptly at the floor, on the upswing of his dive, she also moaned, clutching at his green-and-
yellow clad shoulders from the enjoyable shift in pressure.  Rollercoasters weren’t her favorite 
amusement ride at the Muggle parks, but this…  {Damned Pavlovian responses…  You could 
outright torture me, and I’d probably love it…} 
 
[…Duly noted.] 
 
She laughed, caught off-guard by his dry-voiced quip.  {You wouldn’t really torture me, would 
you?} 
 
[Hermione Granger, you get sopping wet every time I merely suggest the idea of spanking you.  
You are a discipline junkie—if  corporal punishment were a drug,]  he drawled, swerving them 
between the columns,  [you would be hooked for life.] 
 
{I beg to differ!  Certainly not for life,}  she protested, frowning at him. {I like it other ways, too, 
you know.  For instance…well, this way isn’t too horribly terrible.  For now.} 
 
That made him laugh, briefly.  [You’re as grudging about admitting things as I am, sometimes.  
Hold on.] 
 
She shrieked as he did a barrel-roll, spinning them along the axis of the broom.  Then groaned as 
he did a series of abrupt starts-and-stops that did almost all the thrusting for both of them.  Severus 
grunted, working his hips into each jolting move, increasing their pleasure.  A mutter to release 
himself from the charm, and he swooped her into another round of rolling up-and-down dives, his 
mouth seeking out hers. 
 
They narrowly avoided hitting a column, forcing him to end the kiss, but she compensated by 
latching her mouth onto the tender flesh at the base of his throat, below the bulge of his adam’s 
apple.  He’d never known how sensitive that spot could be; he’d always just covered it up in chin-
high shirt and coat collars.  His distracted thoughts muddled around for a moment, then mutttered,  
[I think I’ll keep it covered up, so I won’t have to charm away any of your love-bites…] 
 
A swift swap of ends with the broom drove her harder onto his lap; a fishtail the other way did it 
again, making her moan and dip her head back.  She was no longer clinging tightly to him out of 
fear, through her breasts were still mashed to his chest; she was no longer afraid of falling, through 
they were swooping a good thirty feet in the air now, not far from the gothic-curved ribs 
supporting the ceiling.  He rolled them again, diving towards the floor, and Hermione actually 
enjoyed the freefall feeling this time, watching through pleasure-slitted eyes as her curls flung 
themselves outward with the maneuver. 
 
{Oh, yesss…  Oh, yes, I could grow to like this!  More—please, more, Severus!  I’m so close…} 
 
Severus could feel her trembling on the edge of a sweet, almost giddy orgasm, and zoomed around 
the room; he didn’t need the perineum charm to keep control of his own pleasure, strangely 
enough.  All of his attention was focused on giving her the ride of her life.  Though he tightened 
his anal muscles to control the urge to explode with her when she lost control, he didn’t climax 
with her.  Part of it was out of the need to ensure both of them stayed safely on the broom, and 

keep the broom safely on course as he zigged and zagged it between the columns.  Much of it 
simply was on enjoying her pleasure second-hand, as they drifted down towards the floor. 
 
[Hang on, puss,]  he warned her gently, as in her lethargy some of her hold on his body started to 
relax.  [Don’t let go, now.] 
 
{Oh, Sev…that was…delicious,}  she sighed, replete, in his mind.  Suddenly, she let go of him 
with arms and legs, stretching them out as far as she could point her limbs.  He swore and pointed 
the broom upward, ensuring that she at least stayed mounted.  But he couldn’t stay mad at her, for 
with the stretch came a tensing of every muscle in her body—every muscle—and an aftershock 
that was just as strong as the initial one.  And then she rewrapped her limbs around him, squirming 
deliberately on his shaft.  Squeezing him with her inner muscles in that way that made the sweat 
bead on his brow and his gut tense with the urge to ride her until they both yelled. 
 
[Ah, Hermione!]  Now his own orgasm washed up over him.  It was all he could do to keep them 
steered straight as he ground into her, eyes squeezing shut in rough ecstasy.  [I’m blind—I’m going 
to hit a wall!] 
 
{No, you’re not!  You promised!}  she ordered him.  Somehow he pried his eyes open enough to 
steer them in a rough, broad circle around the columned chamber, though their progress went in 
fits and starts at the broom responding to the uneven bucking of his hips. 
 
[Ah—goddess!]  he ejaculated, literally and vocally, a groan squeezing out of his throat as her 
body milked his seed.  His pleasure shared itself with her, giving her a minor temblor that curled 
her toes and clutched her fingers.  Freeing a hand, he cradled her to him, guiding the broom down 
to the floor.  [Mmm…there.  Promise kept.  Welcome to the Nimbus Nirvana Club, by the way.  
That’s one more virginity I’ve divested from you.] 
 
{I didn’t realize this sort of thing counted.} 
 
[Everything new counts.]  A sub-thought crossed his mind.  Rather than letting her chase it down, 
Severus gave up and admitted it, looking down into those soft, toffee-brown eyes.  [I wish you’d 
been my first, for a lot of things…] 
 
Hermione, touched by that wish, lifted her hand to his face, caressing it.  A hint of stubble rasped 
over her fingers as he turned his head, kissing her palm.  {I think I could grow to like broom-flying 
after all…  Shall we go again?} 
 
[After I’ve put a bloody Cushioning Charm on the chamber’s columns and walls.  I don’t want to 
smash either of us to bits, when I lose my wits so delightfully again.]  Smirking slightly, he studied 
the woman in his arms. 
 
She smiled back.  {Tell me—did you and that Slytherin Keeper ever do it anally on your brooms?} 
 
His brows rose at that possibility.  [No…no, we didn’t.] 
 
{Good.  I want your anal virginity in the Nimbus Nirvana Club.  I should have the claim to some 
virginity of yours, in all of this,]  she added firmly. 
 
His slight smile blossomed into a grin, removing another seven years from his features.  [In order 
to do that, you’ll have to drink some Polyjuice Potion with my essense in it, won’t you?] 
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{Lucky you, then; it’ll be ready by Wednesday,}  she teased back. 
 
[You never cease to amaze me, Hermione Granger.] 
 
{The same for you.}  Looping her arms around his neck, she kissed him.  Enjoying the feeling of 
being held safely in the cage made of his body and his broom, while he started the rollercoaster 
ride all over again. 
 
 
 
Chapter XXXXVII. 
 
“You’re late.” 
 
“I’m sorry, Professor,”  Hermione apologized, a little flustered from her rapid descent to the 
dungeons.  “Professor Vector assigned an extra foot on Trigonomancy, and I was having some 
difficulties with some of the problems.” 
 
Severus set down his quill.  “I did not call you down here to listen to excuses.  You’re an hour 
late.  Do not tell me that the mighy Miss Granger was unable to cope with a mere homework 
assignment.” 
 
Setting her bookbag on his desk, she leaned over the scarred surface, dropping her voice to a 
pointed mutter.  “Don’t get snarky with me!  I work very hard to understand these sorts of things 
in my spare time.  It doesn’t come as easily as it probably looks, once I’m in the classroom.  I may 
seem brilliant, but most of the time that’s only because I’ve spent far more time trying to grasp 
what’s going on than the others bother to ‘waste’.” 
 
One of his brows arched.  “’Snarky’?  Ten points from Gryffindor for your attitude problem.” 
 
“Ten points from Slytherin for yours!”  she shot back in an agitated hiss, leaning on the desk with 
flattened palms. 
 
“You cannot take points from a teacher, Miss Granger, only from fellow students.”  He paused, 
then reached across the blotter, brushing his fingers against her own.  [You’re very tense, and 
agitated.  What’s wrong?] 
 
{My…my period hasn’t come.  It’s nearly a month overdue—I’ve only just noticed.}  Her face 
paled and flushed with the admission.  Her eyes seized his with an odd mixture of shy 
embarrassment and intense anxiety.  {God, I’m scared.} 
 
[Your…?  Wait here.  No, go down to my quarters,]  he amended, not liking the thought of her 
pacing on her own, waiting with agitation and fear, in this cold, dank, darkened chamber.  [I’ll 
bring what we’ll need.  I can at least excuse myself by saying it’s for a Slytherin who doesn’t want 
to go to Poppy for evaluation and potential humiliation, if I’m discovered, looking for the potion 
and testing strips.  It wouldn’t be the first time.  You’d think a bunch of pureblood and halfblood 
enthusiasts would be more discerning about such things, and wait until they’re out of school 
before trying to…] 
 
{You’re not helping the churning in my stomach—which I hope to god is just from nerves.}  
Pulling her hand free, she stalked to the largest hearth, fished her personal jar of Floo powder from 
her robes, and vanished in a whirl of green. 

 
Severus watched her go, feeling his own stomach churning unpleasantly.  Dammit…I thought we 
were being so careful!  I can’t…she doesn’t deserve being saddled with a child before she’s even 
finished school, let alone had a chance to make her way out into the world.  She’d be a ruddy 
brilliant mum, of course,  he allowed, tidying his desk with unsteady hands.  He selected a small, 
empty vial from the shelves, tucking it into his pocket, and headed ot of the classroom.  Not…not 
like my own.  And I’d be damned before I ended up acting like my own father… 
 
There was no question in his mind—in the pit of his stomach, yes, which felt like it was trying to 
pull out of a Wronsky Feint with too little maneuvering room—that he would do the right thing by 
her.  But doing the right thing meant getting sacked, having to hide in some Secret Keeper’s 
house, and having to live the rest of his life not only hiding from the Death Eaters, but also from 
her many friends, who would without a doubt want to jinx him into the next millenium.  
Nevermind that his father, the bastard-by-choice, would start rolling in his grave like a highspeed 
gyroscope at the thought of a Snape willingly marrying a Mudblood. 
 
He wasn’t his father, though.  He wasn’t even the man he’d been back when he was Hermione’s 
age.  Thankfully. 
 
By the time he reached the Infirmary—the long way, on foot—his nerves had settled somewhat.  It 
can’t be that drastic a situation,  he reassured himself.  She has been taking a number of different 
potions against conception.  The combination probably has just thrown her off her cycle.  I hope. 
 
Poppy wasn’t in view, but then it was after ten o’clock, and even the most dedicated of school 
nurses had to turn in for the night.  There was one spot of light, as he swept through the wing, 
heading for the storeroom where Poppy kept her equipment.  It came from a candelabra set up on 
the side table next to Ron Weasley’s bed.  The redhead craned his head to see who was 
approaching through the shadows. 
 
“Madam Pomfrey?  …Oh, bugger.  Erm, hello, Professor,”  he added quickly, politely, as Severus 
frowned at him, drifting to a stop by the foot of his bed. 
 
“I’m just as pleased to see you, Mr. Weasley,”  Severus returned sardonically.  “What are you 
doing up at this hour?” 
 
“Finishing my homework, and, erm…hoping…” 
 
The pained look on that freckled face unnerved him.  The boy obviously had something highly 
uncomfortable on his mind.  “Spit it out, Weasley.” 
 
“I haven’t seen Madam Pomfrey in a while, and, well, she’s a girl anyway, and I, er, really need to 
visit the toilet.” 
 
Oh, dear god—he isn’t suggesting…?  Severus curled his lip in a disgusted sneer.  “Are you 
suggesting you need my help to take a piddle?” 
 
It was always fascinating to watch a redhead blush; those infamous Weasley freckles all but 
vanished as his face turned red.  “It’s not…I, erm, have to sit.  I can get my pajamas down, 
but…not back up again.  Not easily.” 
 
…And she wanted to give herself to this idiot?  Rolling his eyes briefly, Severus moved to the side 
of the bed and snatched up the idiot boy’s wand from the nightstand.  Picking up Ron’s perfectly 
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functional right hand, he pressed the end of the shaft into it.  “You are a wizard, boy.  I’m certain 
Professor Flitwick has taught you the Adjustment Charm by now!” 
 
“Erm, no, actually; he hasn’t.  What does it do?”  the youngest Weasley son asked, a sort of 
desperate appeal scrunching his face as he dared to ask for instruction.  “How does it work?” 
 
“For the love of Merlin—!  The word is Vestiptare, boy.  You picture your clothing moving up or 
down your body as you desire, buttons fastening and such, as you concentrate on what you want 
the spell to do.  Vestiptare—watch where you point that thing!”  he added, catching the redhead’s 
wrist as the boy started to mouth the word with him in practice.  “I don’t need to see my buttons 
go flying because of your clumsiness!  Vestiptare.  You can practice it on yourself.  I have better 
things to do, this night.” 
 
“Vestip…vestiptare,”  he heard Ron mutter as he turned to leave the ward, and glanced back 
quickly, just in case something was about to fall down, or fly off ignomiously.  But the boy had 
pointed the wand at his pajama-clad calf, and was now exclaiming in delight as the hem folded 
itself up in neat cuff-rolls under the guiding of the wand.  “That’s brilliant!  Thank you, Professor 
Snape!  I think I can get dressed on my own now, with this!” 
 
“—Keep your voice down, boy,”  Severus snapped in an undertone.  “Madam Pomfrey has enough 
to do during the day, without having her sleep disturbed by every trivial little noise at night.” 
 
“Oh, right, right.  Of course.  Thanks again!”  he added more quietly, as the Potions Master 
escaped into the storeroom opposite Poppy’s office. 
 
And yet another favor I do for her.  A shudder rippled through him at the mere thought of seeing 
Ron Weasley’s freckled arse, during the act of playing infirmary-ward nurse.  That was a narrow 
miss, thank Merlin.  Rummaging through the shelves quietly, he found what he was looking for, 
and pulled a spare vial out of his cloak. 
 
Pregnancy-testing potions were always kept in the infirmary.  He could’ve brewed one up himself, 
but it would have taken a few days, and he didn’t want Hermione to suffer from the agony of not 
knowing for that long.  Transferring just enough for a double-test, he corked the larger bottle and 
returned it to the shelf, sealed the smaller one and placed it in a pocket, then fetched two of the 
test-strips from the jar next to the larger flask.  Once those were pocketed as well, he walked out 
again. 
 
Weasley wasn’t in sight, thankfully, so the boy must have taken himself off to the ward’s toilet.  
Relieved that there wouldn’t be any awkward questions from the boy about what the Potions 
Master was doing in the infirmary at that hour, Severus left the wing at a good clip.  He’d lie to the 
boy without compunction, but if that lie ever came back to bite, not him, but Hermione on the 
proverbial arse…well, he’d toddled off to the lavatory, apparently.  Severus made a mental note to 
remind Finnegan to teach his students the Adjustment Charm, so that this sort of embarrassing 
moment would never happen again. 
 
It wasn’t long before he was back in the chilly sanctity of the dungeons.  Eschewing the Floo, he 
used the wall-mural entrance; that way, he wouldn’t have to come back out via the Floo and show 
himself to the paintings in his classroom, so that they could see him leaving the classroom and 
retiring to his quarters. 
 
Opening the metal door, he saw a startled Hermione whirling to face him, her face blotchy in the 
way that said she’d been crying.  Pain stabbed unexpectedly through his chest at the sight of those 

tear-streaked cheeks.  Shutting the door behind him, he tipped his head silently towards his lab, 
inviting her to join him in there.  Hands tightly clasped, so tightly he could see her knuckles 
turning white when he glanced back, she followed him without more than an unsteady nod of 
agreement. 
 
He stopped at a table near the one with the Polyjuice Potion bubbling sluggishly in its cauldron, 
and took the vial from his pocket.  Measuring out the proper dosage with a spoon, he offered it to 
her silently.  Leaning forward, she supped the clear, reddish liquid from the utensil, grimacing a 
little at the first bite of the acrid flavor. 
 
“Roll it around in your mouth,”  he directed her as she pulled back from the spoon.  “Don’t 
swallow it just yet.  Wait for a slow count to fifteen…  A few more seconds...there; now you may 
swallow it.” 
 
“—Nasty stuff,”  she muttered as soon as she had done so.  “It burns like cinnamon oil, but tastes 
closer to cod-liver oil.  My grandmum once gave me a spoonful of the stuff, said it would help me 
build character.” 
 
“Character?”  Severus asked, arching a skeptical brow.  “From cod-liver oil?  I’ve never heard of 
such an application—perhaps she could loan me her potion recipe?” 
 
She rolled her eyes, but his attempted jest did relax some of the tension in her shoulders.  “She’s a 
Muggle, Severus.  What d’you expect?” 
 
“I’m sure she’s a charming woman, all the same,”  he demurred, half-teasing, half-reassuring, or at 
least attempting to be. 
 
“Not so charming if I’ve gone and gotten myself…you know.” 
 
“Wait five minutes,”  he directed her, moving to the row of neatly shelved hourglasses and 
selecting one of the right size.  Flipping it, he set it on the nearest table, then motioned for her to 
move further down the lab.  “Let’s check on your Polyjuice Potion while we wait.  No sense in 
twiddling our thumbs when we could be doing something useful.” 
 
Nodding, she joined him.  “It looks right, to me.  Same awful stench, same ugly-as-mud 
color…even the same, gloppy thickness,”  Hermione added, stirring the gently simmering 
cauldron with a ladle.  “There’s quite a bit in here.  Enough for…enough for about forty doses, I’d 
think, since it only takes a swallow at a time.” 
 
“Quite.  The brew does appear as it should properly look.  Ten…no, fifteen points to Gryffindor,”  
he amended, peering at the indeed unappealing brew.  He frowned as she turned and headed 
towards the shelves.  “Where are you going?” 
 
“To get a goblet to test it with, of course.” 
 
“Not until we know the results of the other potion; it wouldn’t be wise to mix the two,”  he 
reminded her, glancing over at the hourglass.  They still had half the sand to run through, from the 
looks of it.  “But we will divide it into bottles, for the moment.  What bottle-color would you like 
to use?”  he enquired, hoping to distract her. 
 
“Erm…”  She stared at his shelves, and finally pointed at a row of pint-sized, amber-glass jugs.  
“Those ones?” 
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“We’ll need about four of them, then,”  he gauged with his practiced eye.  “I’ll get the funnel.” 
 
“You mean, you can actually get this stuff to pour?”  she dared to tease, flashing him a smile over 
her shoulder. 
 
“If you’ve brewed it properly…no,”  he found himself teasing back, though both knew that wasn’t 
actually the case.  “But we’ll make do, I’m sure.” 
 
It didn’t take long to decant the potion.  Severus found blank labels for Hermione to write 
‘Polyjuice potion’ and the date, and magicked them onto the bottle for her.  When she reached for 
the cauldron to start cleaning it out, he held out a scrap of green paper instead. 
 
“Leave that, for the moment.  Put this in your mouth, and wrap it around your tongue with the 
ends underneath.  Leave it in there, and don’t swallow, not even your saliva, for a slow count to 
fifteen.” 
 
“Right.”  Her fingers trembled a little as she plucked the test-strip from his grasp, careful to not let 
their flesh touch.  Right now, she really didn’t want to know what he was thinking…just in 
case…and she didn’t want him to know what she was thinking, either.  A moment of hesitation, 
and she stuffed the paper into her mouth.  Her jaw worked for a moment, as she wrapped it around 
her tongue. 
 
He watched her with those dark eyes, counting slowly, quietly with her.  At fifteen, she reached 
into her mouth and pulled out the paper.   A shuddering sigh escaped her, sinking her onto the 
nearest stool.  The paper was now,  “Blue.  I’m not…” 
 
“Not pregnant,”  he confirmed, closing the distance between them with a couple steps holding out 
his hand for the damp test-strip.  “But you’ll have to take the test again in a couple hours, to be 
absolutely sure.” 
 
She didn’t hand it to him.  Instead, it dropped from her fingers as she covered her face with her 
hands.  Sobs shook her shoulders and gasped her breath as tears came streaming down.  She 
couldn’t have explained it, and she flinched when she felt his wool-clad arms wrap around her.  
But like the time she had done so for him when he’d cried in this room, he did not seek to actively 
touch her skin, did not demand to share her thoughts.  Ducking and pressing her face to the cloth-
buttoned front of his coat, Hermione let herself cry on his chest, accepting the plain physical 
comfort he offered.  Relief or regret, it didn’t matter; she’d been knotted up with dread and tension 
ever since Parvati had enquired this afternoon about whether or not she’d had her monthlies since 
before the Christmas holidays, while asking to borrow some feminine supplies for herself. 
 
For his part, Severus didn’t want to know why she was crying; he was afraid of what her reasons, 
if any, might be.  He especially didn’t want to burden her with the turmoil of his own thoughts on 
the matter, a suppressed tangle of conflicting thoughts that discomfitted him, thoughts which he 
really didn’t want to know what she thought of, should she ever find out.  So he just held her while 
her sobs slowly turned to sniffles.  Giving her a squeeze when it seemed the storm had abated at 
last, he helped her sit upright, then fetched a kerchief from a pocket, passing it to her so she could 
use it to blow her nose. 
 
“Sometimes…the highest tension will still snap inside, even when there is no cause for it,”  he 
offered in a sort of awkward comfort, hopefully giving her a dignified excuse for her tears.  “But 
when it’s released, you often feel a little better.” 

 
Sniffing, she nodded her head, glad he hadn’t touched her while she’d cried.  She’d overheard his 
brief mental bout of outraged panic, about her possibly being a mum before she’d even left the 
school, his confidence in her own skills as a future mother…and his oddball comment about not 
turning out like his own father.  The rest of his thoughts had been muted, too distanced to hear, 
and she’d closed the wall between them for extra protection as she’d waited in her misery.  Until 
the waiting had gone on for too long and she’d started crying.  She wiped at her cheeks again.  
“It’s a little embarrassing, actually.  I’m not usually a watering-pot like that…” 
 
“You don’t seem the type.  I think I know what went wrong, with your body,”  Severus murmured, 
offering his theory.  “You’ve been taking too many different kinds of contraceptives.  They’ve 
interacted with each other in a way that has altered your body’s normal cycle.  I should have 
recalled this possibility.” 
 
“So, how do we fix it?”  she asked, blowing her nose one last time. 
 
This was the part where Severus hesitated.  Not because he didn’t know the cure, but because he 
did.  “…Abstain from contraceptives for two weeks, or until your cycle resumes, then take one 
kind only for the remainder of your extra-credit project.” 
 
She eyed him askance.  “Two weeks?  But, we can’t do that—the Veritamoria—” 
 
“Abstain from contraceptives, not from sexual interactions,”  he reminded her, folding his black-
clad arms across his somewhat damp coat.  “And only you have to abstain.  I can continue to take 
them, myself.  Five points from Gryffindor, for your lack of perception.  But if you are still 
concerned, there are lots of things we can do over the next two weeks that should keep the 
Veritamoria active, and yet not involve any opportunities for seminal contamination of the 
vagina.” 
 
She stared at him for a moment, then glanced quickly at the amber-colored bottles they had just 
filled.  “And…ways to do it…where I don’t have to be female at all…” 
 
An amused smirk tilted up the corners of his mouth.  “Ten points to Gryffindor, for thinking 
inventively in the face of adversity.” 
 
Rising from the tall lab stool, she cast about her, then started opening drawers.  At the third one, 
she found what she wanted, a pair of scissors.  “Right, then.  I’ll just nip off a bit of your hair and 
pop it into one of the bottles, and we’ll sub-label it SSS.  And one for my hair, which we’ll sub-
label HUG.” 
 
Bemused, Severus watched the way she stiffened and flushed a little following her suggestion.  He 
dragged out the initials in curiosity.  “H…U…G?” 
 
Her cheeks brightened further.  “My, er, mum thought it would be cute to name me…Hermione 
Ursula Granger.” 
 
His brows rose up towards his hairline, vanishing under his somewhat overgrown bangs.  
“’Ursula’?” 
 
She glared at him.  “Laugh even once, and I’ll have an owl out to Fred and George’s shop faster 
than you can chirp out ‘I’m sorry!’ ” 
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“No, no,”  he quickly reassured her, warding off her threat with a raised palm.  “I won’t laugh at 
you.  I just never realized there was a…such a solid reason why you clung to your…unusual first 
name.” 
 
“Well, with a middle name like that, and initials that spell out ‘hug’, what did you expect?”  she 
muttered.  “’Hermione’ is marginally better than ‘Ursula’.  Though it makes me wonder why you 
didn’t prefer to use ‘Sebastian’ over ‘Severus’.” 
 
“Severus was my grandfather’s name.  Sebastian…was my father’s.” 
 
He didn’t have to explain any further than that.  Hermione nodded.  “Well.  We’ve all got little 
bits and things of ourselves and our past that we don’t like.  Bend your head down here,”  she 
instructed him. 
 
“Hermione, I am not letting you near my head with those scissors,”  he warned her. 
 
“What?  Don’t you trust me?”  she asked, spreading her hands with an innocent look.  “Besides, 
it’s my extra-credit project.  Bend over.  Please.” 
 
He gave her a skeptical look, but stooped over as she made her order somewhat into a polite 
request.  Tensing, he waited for her to take it from the top of his head, where someone might 
notice.  To his relief, she prodded aside the dark, somewhat greasy locks at the back—in need of 
another shower, now that it was the end of the day—and carefully took a snip from the hairline at 
the nape of his neck.  Where it wouldn’t show, once he straightened again.  Grateful as he righted 
himself, he watched as she examined the thumblength hairs, no more than a dozen at most.  
Carrying it over to the table with the bottles, she pulled the cork from one of the amber jugs and 
carefully shook the hairs down into the potion. 
 
The murky liquid within immediately hissed and bubbled, turning black with odd bits of glittering 
silver.  At least, she though the swirling, bubbling bits were silver, since the bottle gave everything 
a goldenish cast; the neck was a little too narrow to peer down and tell.  “Hm.  Essence of Severus 
Snape.  I wonder what it’ll taste like…” 
 
“It’s Polyjuice Potion, Hermione; it will taste awful,”  he reminded her, moving up beside her as 
she examined the glass jug.  He caught her hand as she started to bring it up to her lips.  “—Not in 
here, and not in your own clothes.  Not if you want them to survive the transformation process.  
Let’s get you into my bedroom.  I’ll give you a change of garments, and you can retire to the 
lavatory, in case you feel the need to be sick.” 
 
“Right.”  Corking and carrying the bottle, she followed him out of the lab, heading across the suite 
to his bedchamber at the far end.  Once inside, she set the bottle on his bureau and flicked her 
wand out of her charm-bracelet.  “Sartorlagen…” 
 
Her outer robe vanished, reappearing over the chair next to the bureau.  It was carefully folded, as 
was her waistcoat, which she made vanish next with another use of the charm.  Followed by her 
school tie, neatly coiled, and her blouse.  More rounds of  “Sartorlagen”  per garment divested her 
of her trousers—she had chosen to wear trousers instead of a skirt, today, though she’d seen sub-
thoughts in Severus’ head about how pretty her legs were, encased in their navy tights, and other 
sub-thoughts related to naughty fantasies about recaltricant young misses in need of a good 
spanking—then her shoes, her socks, her bra, and finally her knickers.  She’d taken a stack of ugly 
second-hand clothes with her at their parting two nights ago, and had practiced behind the privacy 
of the curtains around her bed, up in her dorm-room.  Her diligence, as usual, had clearly paid off. 

 
Severus eyed the stack, glanced at her for permission, and rifled through it as she smiled smugly.  
Every last garment was whole, sound, and had been neatly folded by thought alone.  “…Well 
done.  Fifteen points to Gryffindor.  Thirty, if you can do the lot in one go by this time next week.” 
 
Some of her smug smile slipped.  She was still having a little trouble getting them processed in 
whole batches, without splinching the different articles together.  From the way his eyes gleamed 
with humor as he glanced up at her, refolding her clothes, he knew she would find the assignment 
tricky.  Exasperated, she muttered,  “And how long did it take you to master this bloody little 
charm?” 
 
Some of his humor faded.  “Two weeks.  And several outfits.  But only if one doesn’t count the 
month it took me to wait for a Hogsmeade weekend so I could go buy used clothes, instead of 
trashing my own.” 
 
Smiling, she picked up the bottle from the bureau.  “Robes, please?” 
 
He opened the wardrobe door and pulled out a dark green velvet dressing-gown.  “Much as I’d 
rather not see that lovely writhing figure with pain into a copy of my own, I’ll need to accompany 
you, to verify the potion was made correctly.  Since it is officially a part of your project.” 
 
She hesitated, looking down at the amber flask.  “I was going to snip off some of my own hair, so 
you could take some, too.  Shall I wait while you fetch the scissors?” 
 
“No.  You’ll have enough troubles adjusting to being a man without throwing in my own 
adjustments, too.  I’ve…never taken on the essence of a woman, before,”  he confessed 
diffidently, if stiffly.  “I think one gender-switching ordeal at a time will be enough for us to 
handle, for now.” 
 
A delighted, lightly mocking smile spread across her face as she shrugged into the robe.  “Why, 
Severus—is this another virginity I get to claim?” 
 
“Drink your juice,”  he directed her, choosing to ignore the question as he started unbuttoning his 
clothes.  Which was answer enough, in itself. 
 
 
Chapter XXXXVIII. 
 
As the writhing, coiling, bursting, stretching, painfully horrid sensations faced, Hermione lifted 
her head and stared into the mirror over the sink.  It was a Muggle-style mirror, for its owner 
didn’t even like magical mirrors looking and talking at him in the privacy of his quarters, 
nevermind mere portrait paintings.  For a long, horrid, pain-filled moment, she’d feared turning 
herself into a cat again.  Instead, it was a fascinated relief to see Severus’s lean, long-nosed face, 
sallow skin, greasy black hair, and thin, wiry body inside the velvet robe she’d donned.  Before, 
the robe had draped on her smaller frame like she’d been playing dress-up.  Now, it hung almost 
right, though his body was still a little too thin to wear the garment properly. 
 
As she lifted a hand to her head, she paused, then pushed down her left sleeve to the elbow.  There 
it lay.  The Dark Mark.  A black ouline of a sinister skull with a snake emerging from its mouth 
like some sort of Transfigured tongue, rearing up over the cranium of the slit-eyed death’s head.  
The fingers of her right hand, callused from working with pestles, cleavers, paring knives and 
other tools, skimmed over the sinister surface.  It didn’t feel any different than the rest of her skin.  
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She sincerely hoped she wouldn’t have to find out what it felt like to have the Mark activated, and 
firmly turned her attention back to the rest of his—her—face. 
 
Long, callused fingers lifted to her face, as she touched the hollow cheeks, feeling the slight rasp 
of stubble against her skin.  Her fingertips fluttered over the nose that had given her nether-regions 
so much pleasure over the last month and a half, measuring its size and length—an oddball 
thought crossed her mind, the myth that the size of a man’s nose related to the size of his penis.  
She knew it wasn’t true, but she just had to part the untied folds of the robe and look down at 
herself. 
 
The lack of breasts was shocking—she could see her feet!  And not just her feet, but her knees, 
and her thighs, and her ribs and stomach, and the dangly bits that lay between.  Even as she stared 
at her groin, she felt the differences; everything was, well…pulled forward was the only way she 
could describe it.  Pulled forward, and muddled around.  Reaching down, she touched herself 
gingerly.  The sensations were different.  Heat flooded her flaccid penis, swelling it a little and 
making the scrotum underneath contract slightly.  Pleasurably.  Breath escaped her lungs as she 
cupped the soft shaft, then stroked it experimentally.  Oh, that felt good… 
 
“If you’re quite done making faces and playing with yourself?”  a nearly-forgotten presence at her 
side prodded her verbally.  Severus arched his brow at her, clad in a black velvet dressing grown 
not unlike the green one she wore, if a bit shabbier, being a bit older than the one he’d lent her.  
“We do have other things to do.” 
 
“Yes, and I’m already…doing them…”  Hermione startled herself with the depth of her voice, a 
rumbly vibration that resonated far lower in her chest than she’d ever noticed before.  Hand still 
cupping her new, external nether-regions, she looked up at herself in the mirror.  She’d never quite 
seen that look of shocked surprise in Severus’ eyes before.  “Oh, my…  That bloody voice…is 
now mine?”  She switched from a surprised tone to a sneering one, all but forgetting the original 
owner standing at her side.  “But of course it’s mine.  Who else would it belong to, you empty-
headed girl?” 
 
Severus, the real one, blinked at her.  Surprised at how quickly she sounded exactly like him.  
“Uncanny.  You are a very talented mimic.” 
 
“More than that—more than that,”  she corrected herself, dropping her own speech patterns in 
favor of using his once again, since his really was a voice made to drawl and sneer, deride and 
growl,  “if you’d look at my crotch, you’d see I’m getting hard just from the sound of my own 
voice—your own voice—oh, god!” 
 
She broke character with a shout of laughter, lighting up the face in the mirror with a real humor 
the original owner’s face rarely ever revealed.  Hearty laughter, the kind that took off seven years 
or more.  Her hand shifted on her Polyjuiced manhood as she calmed down, giving it an instinctive 
caress as her amusement caused it to stiffen a little further, and she glanced down at it and burst 
out laughing again.  Releasing it, she covered her mouth with her fingers in a very Hermione-like 
gesture, making the man at her side give her a disgruntled look through the mirror.  Severus Snape 
was never girlish in his attitudes and actions. 
 
“Whatever are you laughing about, Hermione?”  he demanded, audibly peeved that she was 
finding so much humor in his body. 
 
“It’s not—it’s not you,”  she reassured him quickly, clearing her throat.  She couldn’t force herself 
back into his speech patterns at the moment.  It just threatened to send her into more gales of 

laughter.  Brushing the short, straight, black hair she’d grown in place of her own long, chestnut 
locks out of her face, she grinned at him.  “I just—forgive me—but I just imagined that the only 
other person in the world who gets a hard-on from the sound of his own voice would be…would 
be…” 
 
“…Gilderoy bloody Lockhart,”  Severus muttered darkly.  And tried to glare at her as she shouted 
with laughter again, the sound ringing off the plastered walls of the bathroom.  It was hard to do, 
though.  For one, it had been a long time since he’d last seen his own face so happy.  One didn’t 
generally go peering into mirrors when one was overly happy, after all, and he hadn’t exactly had 
much reason to be overly happy through the years.  Not until very recently, at any rate.  For 
another…painful as it was to admit it, the concept was amusing.  Autoerotica to the extreme.  He 
caught a glimpse of himself—the real one—in the mirror, and discovered he was smiling, too.  
Shaking his head, he tapped her on the shoulder, recapturing her attention as she started to peruse 
her reflection once more.  “We have less than an hour, Miss Granger.” 
 
“I can always take another swallow,”  she reminded him, nonplussed, glancing down at the 
hourglass Severus had set on the counter next to the sink, timing the hour they had before the 
Polyjuice wore off. 
 
“Considering you arrived an hour late as it was, there is less time available for tonight’s exercise 
than you might think,”  he reminded her.  “Tempis fugit, after all…and we both have to sleep.  Or 
at least you do.” 
 
“…Right.”  She eyed him speculatively, her gaze just as dark as his own, if slightly less shuttered.  
It was his face, without a doubt, but it was definitely her spirit animating it.  He watched as she 
lifted a hand, hesitated, then cupped the back of his neck, pulling him close. 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
A green elephant on inline skates swirls into view through the door to the bedroom.  It 
bears a silver banner, reading:  “Warning, kinky slash, anal sex, and quasi-autoerotica 
ahead!  Skip to the next asterisk section, or the chapter after that—but you’ll miss 
something rather hilarious if you choose the latter!”  Before either Hermione or Snape 
notice its presence, it skips over the tiled splash-guard lip of the shower-stall and 
vanishes from view through the Stasis Leak in the corner of the stall (yes, I know, OOF 
reference to Red Dwarf; couldn’t resist)…  ~Lotm 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
Before he could do more than quirk an eyebrow at her, Severus found himself…kissing himself.  
Their lips were thin, and their noses hooked and long enough to bump for a moment—she wasn’t 
used to maneuvering around a nose that long—but the taste of her was as familiar as the inside of 
his own mouth, for it was the inside of his own mouth. 
 
It had been a while since he had kissed another man.  The fact that he was visually kissing himself 
was a little dizzying.  Closing his eyes, Severus didn’t protest when she slid her arms around his 
waist.  It had also been a while since he’d last embraced someone whose chest was as flat as his 
own—since last summer, in fact, when he’d been Summoned to a Death Eater’s meeting, which 
had turned into an orgy, which Lucius had insisted he join… 
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{Shame on you!}  Hermione chided him, her mind-voice the same light, cheerful alto it normally 
was.  {Thinking about another man when you’re supposed to be snogging this one!} 
 
That did it.  Breaking off the kiss, Severus choked on a laugh.  [Thank you, ‘Mione!  Somehow 
that puts it all into perspective.  It’s wrong…like peanutbutter and bananas…but it works.] 
 
{You’re welcome.  Let’s do the rest of this in the bedroom, where it will be more comfortable.}  
And for a moment, she almost had his own mental tones down, as if she were speaking out loud.  
His tones, but not the depth of his mind-voice.  Her spirit, in his body. 
 
Reaching up, Severus cupped the sides of that lean, too-familiar face.  He kissed his own lips, 
enjoying the way she responded, then pulled back slightly.  [I think I just might enjoy this.] 
 
She smirked—his smirk, if modified with a touch of her mischievous humor in his dark eyes—and 
stepped back, taking his hands in hers and leading him toward the door.  She chose to speak out 
loud, adopting his usual silky drawl, but adding a sensual warmth to his features, to his posture, 
that Severus instinctively knew he’d never used before, being too self-conscious and self-
controlled.  “Of course, you will enjoy it.  I’m an excellent lover…as you will soon find out for 
yourself.” 
 
[Damnation,]  he breathed, letting her pull him into the bedroom with an almost dance-like grace.  
He stared at her, unable to help himself from thinking,  [I couldn’t possibly look that good…] 
 
The smirk widened into a wicked grin.  {I told you I’d show you what you could do with yourself, 
if you ever gave it a try.  And this is only the start of it.}  A sweep of those stygian eyes down the 
length of his black-clad body, and she added out loud,  “I do believe I’m about to fulfil your 
wildest autoerotic fantasies, Severus Snape.  Drop the robe, and get on the bed.” 
 
The real Severus narrowed his eyes at her excellent imitation of his drawled commands, though he 
couldn’t quite stop the edge of his mouth curving upward, ever so slightly.  “Drop your robe, and 
get on the bed.” 
 
“Hm, an impasse.”  Pacing around him, she eyed him from all angles.  Lifting hands shaped 
exactly like his, down to the scratch on one finger from an encounter with a thorny ingredient 
earlier in the day, she shrugged out of the green robe as she passed in front of him.  Letting it pool 
on the floor in a limp puddle of dusty-soft green.  He craned his head to follow her as she stepped 
behind him once more, and felt her—his—this was very confusing—felt her hands reaching 
around his waist, unknotting the belt of his own dressing gown.  Felt thin lips and a longish nose 
brush against the curves of his ear, nuzzling the side of his cheek, pressing soft kisses to the 
muscles of his neck.  “Definitely shades of Lockhart, if you’ll forgive the comparison. 
 
“I’m feeling very aroused just by touching you like this.  Knowing I’m feeling how you feel, 
whenever you’re aroused…thick and hot and heavy with desire…stretching and stiffening, 
burning, yearning…you know exactly what I mean, don’t you?”  she asked him in his own low, 
sexy drawl, poking her hips at the back of his robe, prodding his cloth-draped backside with her 
Polyjuiced erection.  Her fingers drifted up from his waist, parting the front of the robe, touching 
and caressing his chest until he gasped at the slight roughness of those callused fingers brushing 
over his nipples.  His breath caught in his throat, his head tilting back as she toyed with his 
nipples, feeling second-hand what pleased him best. 
 
Turning in her arms, he faced himself, shrugging out of the black robe.  It landed in a velvety 
puddle over most of the green one, an untidy lump in an otherwise tidy chamber, but right now, 

Severus didn’t really care about picking them up from the floor.  Stooping a little, he pressed 
kisses to that pale-sallow, nearly hairless chest, gratified to hear her groaning with his voice as he 
reached one of those flat, coin-sized nipples.  [Didn’t realize how sensitive a man’s breasts are, 
did you?] 
 
{Oh, god, no.}  She clutched at his shoulders, stroking his back as he kissed his way up to her 
collarbone, grazing it with his teeth, before pulling her flat, male body up against his own.  His 
sub-thought shared itself, comparing their image to two demented twins making love with each 
other.  Black-haired, of course, instead of red-headed…  {God—don’t think about the Weasleys at 
a time like this!} 
 
He chuckled and licked the side of her neck, tickling his tongue in the stubbled crease just under 
her jawline where it met the soft skin of the neck.  [Ten to one, they’ve done something like this 
with each other.] 
 
{Urgh!—Stop ruining the mood!}  she chided him, but was unable to stop a husky male laugh 
from escaping her throat.  Tucking her hands around his waist, she pulled him firmly up against 
her, moaning softly as their erections rubbed together, along with their flat bellies and lean, thin 
chests.  Catching his head again with one hand, she lifted his face to hers, enjoying the fact that 
they were currently the same, exact height.  No stooping, no trying to balance on one’s toes, no 
cricks in the neck; just a pair of long noses to keep track of, and delicious, mature lips.  Their 
tongues tangled and glided, rubbing against each other in a fashion similar to their pricks, exciting 
her at an astonishing rate of arousal as she imagined the possibilities.  {Oh, yes…like that…oh, 
feeling a rhythm, needing a rhythm…} 
 
[Easy,]  Severus cautioned her, pushing their hips apart before she could rub herself to a climax 
against his hip.  [Men are more easily triggered than women…] 
 
{I can feel it,}  she agreed, her breath unsteady.  {I’ve never been turned-on so quickly, the 
proverbial zero-to-sixty…I want to feel your hand on my prick!  No, your lips…I want to know 
what a bloody blow-job feels like…} 
 
Smiling to himself at the demand, Severus pushed her tall, lean frame backwards over to the bed.  
A nudge and she dropped onto the edge of the mattress.  Kneeling on the floor at the side of the 
bed, he parted her thighs—his thighs, lean and sparsely haired near the hips, a little more in the 
way of fur towards the ankles—and kissed the inside of her knee.  Right where he knew the spot 
existed that drove him mad with ticklish desire.  From the way she gasped and laughed, squirming 
under his touch, it worked on her as well.  He pressed her knees down with his palms, kissing his 
way up the tensing muscles of her inner thigh as she dropped onto her back—his back.  Whatever. 
 
{Oh god…oh god…oh god—my prick feels like it’s on fire!}  Hermione’s hands fluttered near her 
groin, fisted, then flattened against the coverlet.  {Y ou’re not even touching it, yet!} 
 
[I would tell you to hold back, and how to hold back…but I think you will not understand what 
you’re up against until after your first masculine orgasm,]  Severus warned her.  [You’ve never 
been a man before, and have no idea what it feels like for a man to lose himself in his own desire.  
Until you do, telling you to ‘hold back’ is an exercise in futility.  You need to experience release, 
in order to know how to achieve containment.] 
 
{Oh god, yeah—lecture me!} 
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That made him laugh involuntarily, pressing his mouth into the muscles of her inner thigh, 
shoulders shaking as he tried to contain his mirth.  He tried, honestly, but all Severus could do was 
subdue his laughter into not-so-quiet sub-thoughts as he scolded,  [—You are clearly not paying 
attention!  Do I have to take House-points off of Gryffindor?] 
 
She laughed right back, a verbal and mental chuckle that warmed both of them, but at least it did 
calm her down somewhat.  {Shouldn’t that be points off of Slytherin?  After all, I’m in your body.  
Come to think of it, you’re a teacher, so I shouldn’t get any at all.} 
 
[We obey the spirit of the demerit, Miss Granger, as well as the letter.  Your spirit, your demerit.] 
 
{You’re less than a handspan from my groin—by the way, my scrotum is drawing itself up in 
pleasure every time you breathe on me, a most peculiar sensation—and all I can think of is feeling 
that bloody magnificent mouth of yours playing with my newfound prick and bollocks, and 
wondering how close it will feel to the way you play with my clitoris and vagina…} 
 
[You little witch…you’re a bloody seductress, even when you’re supposed to be a man,]  Severus 
groaned, shifting the last few inches to fulfil her desire. 
 
He kissed the dark-haired sack dangling between her parted knees, and heard a strangled sound 
escape her, somewhere between a shuddering sigh and a sobbing moan.  Slowly, he licked her 
shaft from the base all the way to the reddened, mushroom-rimmed tip.  The groan that escaped 
her transformed chest barely rose out of the baritone range.  Her muscles tensed, her hands fisting 
the coverlet, wrinkling the velvety texture. 
 
[Relax,]  Severus soothed her, as he again slowly licked was was essentially his own shaft.  The 
smell was musky, indefinable, but familiar and thus not entirely too strange, for all that it was 
physically his own penis that he licked, and therefore somewhat strange.  And yet…rather 
intriguing, and even a bit arousing, for him as well as her.  [Yes, the ultimate in quasi-
autoeroticism…  Let it happen, Hermione.] 
 
Hermione felt a strange pressure.  Part of her Transfigured body—her penis—was trying to push 
its way outward, swelling, engorging with blood with each lick of that goddamned-talented 
tongue.  Part of her body—her balls—were trying to push their way into her groin, or squeeze 
something, or…at least that was the way that it felt, but it was utterly indescribable at the same 
time—she just had no referents!  She felt dizzy, felt her blood-pressure shifting, filling her groin 
even as it drained away from other parts of her body in defiance of the Muggle laws of gravity, 
since that part of her was poking up and the rest of her was lying down.  She frowned slightly, 
trying to figure out what the sensations were…until her lover sucked the glans and part of the shaft 
into his mouth, now that it was damp enough for such a shockingly quick maneuver.  Lightning 
shocked through her flesh, crosswiring her nerves, connecting her scrotum to her left nipple, her 
anus to her navel, the tip of her prick to the top of her head, via the motorway of her spine.  She 
gasped, hovering on the edge of something…of some…thing… 
 
Determined to have her enjoy a full orgasm—and not an unsatisfyingly fast one—Severus 
removed his mouth as she shuddered, stopping her, no doubt, from dropping over the edge of the 
precipice where he’d pushed her untried, first-time-male body.  Leaving her there for a moment, 
he rose quickly from the carpeted floor, hurrying into the bathroom.  Fetching the hourglass, the 
amber jug, and a jar from the cabinet, he reentered the bedroom.  The jug and the hourglass went 
on the bureau, where the latter could be easily seen from the bed.  The jar he took with him, 
unscrewing the cap and smearing his fingers through the unscented contents. 
 

Watching him return, Hermione flexed her fingers on the crushed velvet pile under her backside.  
She’d squirmed a little further back onto the bed, propping her heels on the mattress, her knees 
bunched up and splayed wide.  She’d been tempted to touch herself in the few moments he’d been 
gone, but had refrained.  She wanted him to teach her about his body, about what pleasured it first-
hand; those would be very handy observations for her extra-credit project to take with her when 
she transformed back into herself— 
 
Who am I kidding?  she chided herself as she watched him recap the jar and set it on the 
nightstand.  I want to know so I can please him, whatever form I hold…  {God, Severus,}  she 
sighed as he climbed onto the bed, nudging her further across the coverlet with a hand and a knee.  
Squirming back, she gave him the room to kneel between her parted feet, breathing unsteadily. 
{I’ve felt what you’ve felt second-hand, through your sub-thoughts, but this…  I want to 
masturbate.  I want to fuck something—you as yourself by preference, and you as me as a close 
second…} 
 
That arched one of his brows towards his hairline.  Bracing a hand on one of her knees, he gently 
touched the unscented creme to her anus, the base of his thumb brushing her scrotum gently as he 
worked the dry-skin creme he normally used on his hands into the tight, puckered hole.  [You 
want, as a man, to fuck me, as a man?  More than you’d want to fuck me as a woman?] 
 
She smiled, finding humor in the question.  {Who would’ve guessed I was a homosexual man 
trapped in a woman’s body?} 
 
He stilled, staring at her, his dark eyes wide.  She giggled, or tried to; it came out as a husky 
chuckle instead.  […Are you making fun of me?] 
 
{If you could only see your expression—!  Severus, I don’t give a damn about being male or 
female!}  she informed him, squirming as he resumed gently inserting first one finger, then two 
into her fundament, working them slowly in and out of the opening.  {It’s like I don’t give a damn 
about your size or your length.  It’s your bloody skill that has entranced me.} 
 
He looked away.  [You flatter me—] 
 
Curling upright, she caught his wrist, stilling his hand.  Trapping his fingers in her transformed 
body.  {Don’t flinch away from the compliment, Severus.  You know it was sincerely meant.  You 
know, you really need to learn how to take a compliment.} 
 
[—I what?]  Severus eyed her quickly. 
 
{I give you a compliment,}  she explained patiently, tightening her anal muscles around his fingers 
deliberately,  {And you say, ‘Thank you’.   Or ‘Thanks’, or ‘Thank you very much’, or some 
variant thereof.  That’s how it works.  Now, let’s try it  again.  I think your skills as a lover would 
still be appealing to me, whatever our respective genders.} 
 
He studied her, his sub-thoughts…vulnerable.  She politely did not examine them too closely, and 
felt his relief at the courtesy.  Finally he cleared his throat, mentally and physically.  […Thank you.  
Now, lie back down; the angle you’re at has my fingers half-trapped.] 
 
She smiled and complied, tucking her arms—his arms, more muscular than her own for all they 
were thin—behind her currently black-haired head.  {Your command is my wish.} 
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[I’ll bloody well give you your wish,]  he muttered.  His free hand caught and firmly gripped the 
base of her penis, while the fingers up her fundament twisted, seeking, finding a soft lump and 
stroking it— 
 
“—Holy God!”   The shout crawled up from her loins, bursting out her mouth, while the pleasure 
that shoved it up felt like it was bursting out the top of her head.  The pressure on her prick as he 
squeezed firmly kept it from completely exploding.  Hermione found herself slumping on the bed, 
panting, wild-eyed as those bloody marvelous digits withdrew for a moment.  Only to add a third 
finger, wriggling and pumping softly, loosening her in the way that she’d become familiar with 
over the past few weeks.  She bit her lower lip, feeling her upper lip trying to curl up in something 
akin to a sneer of denial at the overwhelming pleasure she was experiencing—apparently some 
physical habits were transferred along with physical traits, in this case.  He withdrew both of his 
hands and she whimpered at the loss, a sort of grunting sound for such a low voice as his.  
“Please…oh, dear god, please—fuck me, Severus—fuck me!” 
 
Severus debated how to have her, greasing his prick with more of the hand-creme; a corner of his 
mind marvelled at how…sexy…his own body looked, writhing restlessly with need, his prick 
straining at a reddened angle over the pallor of his belly.  He could have her by dragging her 
hips—his hips—to the edge of the bed, standing over her.  Or he could make her move further up 
the bed, knees up and thighs splayed, so that her Transfigured prick rubbed between their 
stomachs as he thrust into her.  Or he could twist her over, and take her on her knees. 
 
He debated, and decided on the middle course.  “Align yourself on the bed.  Drag a pillow under 
your hips,”  he added, as if he were instructing her on how to make a new but fairly easy potion,  
“and get comfortable.” 
 
She obeyed with alacrity, twisting his lean, scarred body so that she lay with the length of the bed 
instead of across it.  Pulling a pillow from under the covers, she lay back, arched her hips off the 
covers, and settled it under the small of her back.  Elevating those narrow hips.  It felt very strange 
to Severus that the sight of his own buttocks, of the rosy little aperture in the crevasse between 
them, of the sight of his prick and his balls, dusted with black, should look so…enticing.  Exciting.  
Bloody arousing. 
 
 He winced, even as he found himself unexpectedly laughing.  She lifted her transformed black 
head and looked down the length of her—his—nose at him.  “What’s so amusing?” 
 
It was hard to even say it, not to mention embarrassing.  And strangely hilarious.  His shoulders 
shook even though he tried to control it.  “…I’m having a bloody Lockhart moment, that’s what’s 
wrong.” 
 
One black brow quirked as she peered down the length of her reshaped body.  “Oh.  Well, join the 
bloody club—Sevrus, stop laughing and get in here, before I give you detention!” 
 
Her imitation of his impatient, professorial tones was spot-on.  Sides aching from laughing, he 
knelt between her thighs, gripping knees that he’d always thought were a little bony.  They still 
were, even second-hand.  Scooting back for a moment, Severus pressed kisses up her shaft, still 
chuckling.  Her throaty moan of pleasure was music to his ears—he’d have to try moaning like 
that himself, when their positions were reversed, see if the sound of her own throaty voice in 
ecstasy gave her shivers of quasi-autoeroticism, like it did him.  [Well, if I’m going worship 
‘myself’, I might as well do it properly…] 
 

Mouthing the tip, coating it with saliva from the swirling of his tongue, Severus straightened and 
adjusted his position.  Pressing his creme-slick flesh into her fundament, he rocked gently inward.  
Hermione gasped—he was a lot tighter than she was, or rather, than she had become.  {Proof that 
he hasn’t had anyone knocking at the ol’ back door in quite some time…ow, ow, ow…} 
 
[Your inane sub-thoughts are distracting me,]  he chided her, before sighing softly as he sunk all 
the way to his bollocks.  Hers brushed against his pubic hair; bracing himself on one arm over her, 
Severus cupped her slightly deflated prick and stroked it, giving her a chance to recover from the 
painful stretching in her arse.  His fingers, still lubricated from stretching her fundament, made 
Hermione shiver with pleasure.  As did his next mind-spoken words.  [You’ll have your chance to 
stretch my own hole, I promise you that.] 
 
{Thank god you’re a man of your word!} 
 
Her mental exclamation made him laugh.  He accompanied it with a shift of his hips, withdrawing 
from her slowly.  Still stroking her prick. 
 
Hermione shivered, clutching at the bedding—this was more intense for his body than it had been 
for hers, and that was saying a bit!  Especially when he thrust slowly but firmly back inside, 
rubbing over that…thing…inside her body.  {Oh god, oh yes, oh, Sev—more!} 
 
Obligingly, he gave her more, pushing back on her knees to tilt her pelvis up more, increasing the 
friction against the prostate she had grown.  Adjusting his position, Severus withdrew partway, 
then pistoned inside several times, gripping her by the hips with both hands. 
 
Something was squeezing and twisting inside her, sparking lightning every time he hit against 
that…prostate-thing…  On the fifth stroke, Hermione shouted and grabbed her abandoned prick, 
for it felt as if her lover had cast an Engorgement Charm on his wand, shoved it up her fundament, 
and set off an explosion of fireworks inside her skin.  They seared up to her brain and raced back 
down again, stroking her hand instinctively, clenching her gut as she experienced her first 
wrenching orgasm.  Her body pulsed, jerked, thrust weakly as Severus shagged her, setting off yet 
more magical pyrotechnics along her nerves with each determined thrust.  Wet warmth spurted up 
along her chest, coating her fingers as she used the outpouring moisture to lubricate her frantic 
strokes, wanting to keep the pleasure going. 
 
It couldn’t, of course.  She felt Severus’ own pleasure gather itself, coiling in his body, then 
bursting free with some of the same masculine nirvana she had just experienced.  The muscles 
guarding her rectum felt each pulsing spurt as he came, so similar to her own mere moments ago, 
and felt a twinge of renewed pleasure…but her body was sated, and when he drooped over her, 
sagging, she pulled him down, cradling him against her flat, sparsely haired, semen-smeared chest.  
His hips pushed against her pelvis a few more times, then finally stilled with a satisfied sigh. 
 
Lethargy wanted to drag her down into sleep, but Hermione resisted.  Smiling, she stroked his soft 
black hair, breathing in the scents of masculine sweat and sex—muted, somehow, from what she 
remembered in her other body, but still heady.  {Lockhart, eat your bloody, Obliviated heart 
out…} 
 
A chuckle tickled the skin of her throat.  Severus revived himself, pressing kisses to the muscles of 
her throat as he slipped out of her body.  [I’d almost forgotten how much fun it was to be with 
another man.  Though hearing your feminine mind while I’m shagging my body…this is definitely 
a twisted quasi-autoerotic variant.] 
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{I never realized how intensely swift a man could grow excited—it was like everything was 
happening in fast-forward, only garbled, like speaking another language that I was desperate to 
grasp.}  She stared up at the green-swathed canopy of his bed and sighed.  {I definitely liked it.  
Essence of Severus Snape is bloody incredible…once you get past the awful taste.} 
 
Prying himself off her wet torso, Severus scooped some of the evidence of her pleasure up with 
his finger, and offered it to her lips.  [Try learning how I taste to myself.] 
 
Curious, she pursed her lips around his finger, licking the salty-bitter fluid from his skin.  A 
cautious swallow, and she eyed him in wonder.  {—It doesn’t burn the back of my throat!} 
 
[I think it could be a gender-chemistry thing, being less offense to males than to females,]  he 
agreed.  [Or it could simply be me; I’ve never minded the way I’ve tasted.] 
 
{Well, then I’ll just have to fellate you while I am you…and swallow it all down.}  Hermione 
smiled as his eyes drifted shut, feeling an aftershock at the thought of her words.  And closed her 
own eyes as she felt it, too.  As the feeling passed, she opened her eyes to slits.  {Well, that’s 
different.  Nice, but different.  My own body’s aftershocks are usually a little more intense than 
that.} 
 
[I have always firmly believed that women are made for experiencing pleasure.  I look forward to 
finding out for myself,]  Severus returned, kissing her collarbone before shifting off her, rolling 
and settling onto the mattress beside her.  He kept his body turned towards hers, an arm encircling 
her ribs. 
 
{But not just yet,}  Hermione reminded him with a mental sigh.  Her loins were quiescent, now.  
She cupped and fondled the shaft for a few moments, but it didn’t stir.  {What’s the average 
recovery time?  I’d like to know how soon I can have a go at your autoerotic virginity.} 
 
[Quasi-autoerotic,]  he corrected her, pillowing his head on her shoulder.  [And it varies, 
depending on the stimuli available.] 
 
It was…odd, seeing him settling against her like that.  Contentedly.  Of course, she had the option 
of squelching her sub-thoughts, but really, she didn’t have the energy.  Nor to fight her own 
curiosity.  {Why are you getting so cozy against me?—I’m not protesting, or anything, 
but…why?}  He lifted his head off her deltoid, bemusement in his eyes at the question, and she 
offered diffidently,   {Is it…because I look older in your body?  More your equal?} 
 
Severus stared at her.  Amazed by her perception.  […Thank god you didn’t spout anything 
sentimentally mushy!—Erm, I mean…oh, bollocks.]  A rough sigh escaped him, and he settled his 
cheek on her shoulder again, a frown pinching his brow.  [I don’t know.  Maybe.  Maybe because 
there was a time…when I trusted Lucius.  Enough to lie in his arms after we…after we shagged.  I 
thought at the time it was closer to lovemaking than fucking, but it wasn’t, in the end—and you 
can keep that pun out of your sub-thoughts.] 
 
{Too late,}  she dismissed mock-lightly.  {Though I’d rather not contemplate Malfoy Senior’s 
posterior while I’m in bed with you, thank you very much.} 
 
[Oh, so you would rather fantasize about him when you’re alone, away from me?] 
 
She stared at him, eyes shock-wide.  {Sweet Merlin, I hope you’re joking!} 
 

His face cracking into a grin, he laughed so hard at her shock, sound barely even escaped his 
throat for several seconds, until he could gasp for air.  Then his howls echoed off the canopy, the 
walls, the windows…  Tears squeezed their way out of his eyes.  Rolling onto his back, Severus 
clutched at his gasping stomach as the gales died down into spasming chuckles, feeling something 
deep inside relaxing within him for some odd reason. 
 
Hermione rolled as well, bracing herself half over him.  {Damn, you’re handsome…  You really 
should laugh more often,}  she added as she dipped her head, curtaining his view with her version 
of his own lank, black strands, before she kissed him.  It was slow, deep, in a sort of simmering-
passionate way.  Pulling back, she freed her right arm, snapping his thin, strong hand down and up 
again to summon her wand from the charm still circling her right wrist.  A shift, and she tapped his 
semi-flaccid groin.  “Virilis mundic.”  The power of the spell whirled its way over his body, 
cleansing his flesh of the signs and scents of their lovemaking.  Leaning on one narrow hip, she 
tapped her own altered groin.  “Mulie…”  A sheepish smile looked odd on his face, he discovered, 
as she corrected herself.  “Er, Virilis mundic.” 
 
A moment later, black hair ruffled a second time, as the charm cleansed her as well.  A drop of her 
wand secured it back in the Wand Wallet charm, and a drop of her head secured his lips with her 
own.  Even as her sub-thoughts hinted at her eventual intentions, Hermione kissed her way down 
to his nipples, laving and suckling at them until Severus was squirming and groaning breathlessly, 
his hands and his sub-thoughts pushing on her shoulders to get her to work lower down his torso.  
Smirking, she complied, sipping little kisses along the slopes of his ribs, suckling the indentation 
of his belly-button, licking the thin treasure-line of hair that connected his navel to his groin. 
 
Encircling his now turgid shaft with the thin, long, callused fingers of what was essentially his 
own hand, Hermione stroked him for a moment, then lapped him with her tongue, exploring the 
different sensations of making love to him as another Severus Snape.  Even his flavor in her 
mouth was different, sensed as it now was with different taste buds.  Not bad, just different.  
Bobbing her head over his groin, she sucked and stroked, teasing him as he groaned, growing 
harder and hotter.  His fingers speared through her hair, tugging on the relatively short, straight, 
satiny locks in encouragement.  A spurt of salty-tangy liquid, the flavor of his pre-cum, let her 
know how effective her efforts were.  Glancing to the side, under his coaxing touch, she checked 
the hourglass.   About a quarter of the hour was left. 
 
Removing her mouth, she stretched across the bedding and reached for the jar of hand creme even 
as he sub-thoughted a protest at the loss of her oral attentions.  Dragging it closer, she slicked her 
fingers, then returned to licking and nipping at his penis, trailing her cremed fingers between his 
nether-cheeks while she teased him some more.  His knees jerked up, his thighs splaying wide, the 
moment her fingertips brushed his anus, and that odd, deep, not-quite-whining sound escaped his 
thoat. 
 
[Oh, god, yes—please!   Shove your fucking fingers up my arse!  It’s been too bloody long—ah, 
god!  Merlin—sweet—ohhhh…]  His head arched back, baring the lump of his adam’s apple, 
making his nose looked even longer and more hooked than usual as she glanced up the length of 
his anticipation-tensed body, easing her finger in and out of his fundament.  She squeezed a 
second finger in and worked him gently, resuming her licking of his shaft as he winced slightly 
from the uncomfortable stretching of his anus.  [Oh, yes…I want you now, inside me…but it would 
hurt if you did it now…ohhh—Mother of Merlin!  Oh, god, Hermione!  Oh, yes!] 
 
Her fingers had brushed up against the soft lump of his prostate.  Before her Polyjuiced 
transformation, she’d known it was a hot-button for his body, but now she knew how much of a 
turn-on it was to have the masculine gland rubbed like that.  So she only teased him in little, 
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random touches, wanting to keep him in a state of arousal as she slid two of her fingers in and out 
of the slowly relaxing opening.  Inserting a third finger, she played her mouth over the crinkly 
black hair of his balls.  A stray thought crossed her mind.  {This would be easier, if your balls 
were shaved.  I can’t suck on them when they’re all hairy like this…} 
 
He choked.  [God, Hermione!  Lucius shaves his bollocks for that very reason!  Do you think I 
want to imitate him?] 
 
{You were the one complaining about cat-hairs on his tongue,}  she reminded him merrily.  He 
grunted a protest as she removed her fingers, but it was only to reslick them again with the jar of 
creme, coating her little finger as well this time.  She eased him open again with one, two, three 
fingers at a time, taking a little more time and care with him than he had with her.  When she 
added her fourth finger, he flinched a little, but she alternated it with three and two, and every time 
she used just two fingers, she brushed against his prostate. 
 
[You bloody tease,]  Severus finally growled.  [Are you ready to fuck me, or not?] 
 
From the heaviness in her altered loins, Hermione was fairly sure she was ready.  Giving his shaft 
a last suck, she withdrew her fingers and dipped them once more into the jar.  A stroke proved she 
was almost hard, though it was difficult for her to judge.  Glancing at Severus, she found him 
greasing his own fingers with the jar, before feathering the creme over himself, caressing his 
manhood in time with her own actions, his dark eyes glittering slits as he eyed her. 
 
That made her hard; the sight of both of them stroking themselves at the same time.  She almost 
shifted forward, but instinct made her glance at the bureau.  The sand was almost out, in the 
hourglass.  Climbing off the bed, she grabbed the jug in her left, ungreased hand, and swallowed a 
mouthful.  The bitter, nasty liquid shuddered through her thin, tall, altered body on its way down; 
for a moment, it sat in her stomach and burned, then flashed out into all of her limbs and faded 
away.  Turning over the hourglass as the last few particles trickled down, she corked the jug and 
returned to the bed. 
 
Where she discovered the unpleasant act of drinking Polyjuice had deflated herself a little.  Well, 
that was simply a matter of doing those things that she’d already discovered aroused her.  Bracing 
herself over Severus, she glided her semi-erect loins against his much harder shaft, and dipped her 
head for a kiss.  A snog, rather, the kind with lots of tongue action, and teasing, nipping teeth.  His 
hand shifted from his prick to hers, further encouraging her resuming interest.  When her hips 
started to flex with instinctive rhythm, Hermione broke off with a sigh, and worked her way south, 
once again scattering kisses as she nibbled her way down to his groin. 
 
Reinserting her fingers, she worked his body, teasing him with one, two, three fingers, until his 
hips rocked slightly, his sub-thoughts seeking more than mere digits could supply.  Eager herself, 
Hermione positioned herself over him.  And grimaced, trying to find the right spot; she felt 
awfully precarious, balancing on splayed knees and one hand, trying to use the other one to find 
his fundament with the head of her Polyjuiced penis.  {…Damnation, this is awkward!  How do 
you men stay balanced over each other?  Or over women, for that matter? } 
 
He chuckled, vocally and mentally.  [Maybe I should believe you when you say you’re a 
homosexual man trapped in a woman’s body.  You went straight for the men-with-men 
comparsion, and added the men-with-women scenario almost as an afterthought.] 
 
{I’m a bloody man, right now, and I’m bloody well trying to make love to another man,}  she 
retorted, feeling her face heat up with a blush.  [Of course I’m going to be thinking homosexual 

thoughts first and foremost!  My prick is so bloody hot at the thought of penetrating your arse, I 
can barely remember my own name, let alone that I’m supposed to be a female most of the time!} 
 
That made Severus laugh again.  Hermione gave him a dirty look—very effectively, given she was 
using his face to do so—and dipped down, biting his lower lip.  The brief, light pain made him 
gasp and tip his hips up…and suddenly it wasn’t so hard to find the right angle.  The greased knob 
of her glans pressed into the puckered hole.  It squeezed with unbelievably delicious tightness, and 
it was all Hermione could do to remember that she had to go slowly, carefully, or risk tearing him 
painfully with the way she wanted to thrust.  Focusing on what he was feeling, second-hand, she 
inched her way further into his fundament.  There was a certain amount of pain from the stretching 
of his—her—thickness, but then the head of her shaft nudged against his prostate, and the pain 
was suddenly, apparently worth it.  At least, from the sensations she was feeling from him, and the 
way he bit his lower lip, all of his attention turned inward. 
 
Knowing she was giving him such pleasure was a powerful turn-on.  It was also, Hermione 
discovered, a knowledge that gave her a little more self-control.  His pleasure became paramount, 
so she sank in a little further, then drew out a little, lubricating his anus with the creme slicked on 
her prick.  Gently rocking in deeper, she marvelled as he groaned, grabbing at his knees to lift 
himself even deeper into her slow, shallow strokes.  Begging with another grunting whimper for 
more:  more depth, more penetration, more speed. 
 
The power she had over his pleasure was astounding, and the thrill she felt at it was amazing.  
Hermione almost forgot her own mounting pleasure as she focused on his, eyes wide so that she 
could catch every subtle little hint that she was doing something either wrong or right.  The more 
she watched, the more she felt, the more she learned, until her shallow strokes had turned into 
deep ones, her gentleness turning rough.  Until the pounding of her own flesh into his overrode her 
fascination, sweeping her up in mutual need, mutual glory.  His hand pumped rapidly on his own 
shaft as she thrust up against his prostate—with a gutteral cry, he came in spurting white splatters 
on his stomach and ribs.  The spasms clenched his buttocks around her shaft, and with a strangled 
cry of her own, Hermione felt her orgasm bubbling up in stomach-wrenching thrusts, pouring into 
his fundament. 
 
Collapsing on him, she felt her hips twitching in the last few instinctive spasms. The tightening of 
his anal muscles was starting to feel painful, so she pulled herself out, then slumped to the side so 
that her weight wouldn’t crush him.  Semen smeared across their bellies with the maneuver; her 
left hand slid down his chest, questing through the liquid.  Coating her fingers, she lifted them to 
her mouth, using his taste-buds to enjoy the salty-bitter taste. 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
The green elephant from earlier skates out of the bathroom, now carrying a pennon-flag 
wrapped in its emerald trunk.  The pennon reads,  “The ‘worst’ of the show’s over, 
folks!  For those of you who are still squeamish about slash-fics, you can ignore the 
following brief moment of snogging by skipping straight to the next chapter…but you’re 
still gonna miss a great moment in fanfic history if you do!  ~Lotm”  And without further 
ado, the elephant glides out the bedroom door, his inline skates squeaking softly as he 
rolls away over the carpeting… 
 
***************************************************************************** 
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[God, you turned me on,]  Severus sighed, twisting onto his side so that he could suck her fingers 
into his mouth, before kissing her lips.  There wasn’t much heat in either of their loins, but there 
was heat in their minds as their bodies twined together.  [I will never laugh at Gilderoy bloody 
Lockhart again…] 
 
That made her laugh.  Rolling onto her back, she stretched her arms—his arms—over her head.  
Then jackknifed up and bounded out of the bed, energized.  “God, that was great!  I almost wish I 
could be a man all the time, you know?” 
 
“You do?”  Severus asked her, nonplussed by this change in the subject.  “You’d rather be a 
man?” 
 
“I mean, what’s so special about being a female?”  Hermione challenged him, as he arched a 
skeptical brow at her.  “Horridly painful cramps and the bloody mess of one’s menses, the fact 
that, even a hundred years after we got the vote, women still consistently earn smaller paycheques 
than men for an equal amount of effort, that our opinions are less-valued, our contributions to our 
society are dismissed—men have it all, Severus!  Great sex-lives, you don’t have to go through the 
pain of childbirth, you get instant recognition for your efforts, great rewards for them, too, so 
many more job opportunities…what’s bloody not to like about being a man?” 
 
She thought it was great to be a man, with absolutely no drawbacks?  She didn’t want to be a 
woman, when she was bloody fantastic as one?  Sighing, Severus levered himself off the bed; 
there were times when a correction in someone’s line of thinking had to be made, and this was one 
of them. 
 
She stared back at him, arching one black brow in silent enquiry at his shuttered, neutral 
expression.  “…Yes?” 
 
Without a word, without changing his expression one whit, he slammed his naked knee into her 
unprotected groin. 
 
Pain exploded through her body, dropping her to the floor with a strangled grunt.  That hurt worse 
than the worst cramps she’d ever suffered, and she didn’t think anything could possibly be worse 
when she was having one of her mega-painful menses!  Cramps were usually a dull throbbing with 
occasional sharp twinges.  This was dull, sharp, crushing, stabbing, bludgeoning—huddled on the 
carpet, hands jammed protectively between her drawn-up thighs, Hermione felt tears squeezing 
out of her eyes even as she was trying to squeeze air back into her lungs.  Each breath hurt, as she 
lay there and made a sort of raspy, peeping noise that had nothing to do with Canary Creams, and 
everything to do with mortal male agony. 
 
Eventually, the pain receded.  It did not—thanks be to heaven!—last nearly as long as even the 
lesser sort of cramps did, but the sand in the hourglass on the bureau had dropped by at least a 
finger’s width before she felt well enough to uncurl her body.  Moving that much hurt, and she 
had to rest for a little bit more.  Severus crouched near her, bringing his head down closer to her 
level…though she noted with resentment that he kept himself and his own undamaged dangly-bits 
well out of her reach as he spoke. 
 
“There are some drawbacks to being a male.  And to being a civilized male.  No matter how 
urgent your need for a good, hard shag may be, you cannot force yourself on anyone,”  he 
reminded her.  “And the need may be that urgent.  Even overwhelming at times.  As I said once 
before, men are far more easily aroused than women…and that can get us into serious trouble.” 
 

“—I don’t think that’ll be a problem, at the moment,”  she managed, her deep, Transfigured voice 
rough at the edges with lingering bits of pain.  Pushing to her hands and knees, she rested there a 
moment, then gingerly pushed back onto her feet.  There was still an urge to hunch protectively 
around her offended groin, but she managed to put her hands on her slender, masculine hips—
Hermione style, though her body was still visibly, if nakedly, Severus—and gave him a firm, 
disgrunted look.  “Do that ever again…and I’ll do it to you twice over.  Now…I believe you have 
an apology to make to my Polyjuiced nards.” 
 
His mouth twitched in amusement.  “An apology…?” 
 
“You made me apologize for merely whacking you accidentally with a lightweight goblet,”  she 
snorted.  His low baritone and long nose were well-suited to snorting.  “You’d bloody better well 
apologize for deliberately ramming your knee halfway to my bladder!” 
 
“Oh.  ‘Apologize’,”  he repeated, catching onto the euphemism.  “Well, I’ll need your word of 
honor that you won’t slam your own knee into my groin, should I come close enough to do so, or 
my apology might come with a…biting rejoinder.” 
 
She rolled her eyes.  “Trust me, Severus, now that I know, I wouldn’t want to inflict that sort of 
agony on you without a damned good reason.  Now, kiss it and make up.” 
 
Since he knew full well what a blow to the groin could do to a man, he saw no reason not to do so.  
Shifting onto his knees, Severus moved a little closer, then braced his hands on her thighs and 
gently kissed her shrivelled shaft.  She flinched a little, then relaxed with a grateful sigh as the 
maneuver caused no residual— 
 
—Pain lanced through both of them.  Not at groin-level.  At arm-level.  In comparison to getting a 
knee in the groin, it was almost bearable, but the ache in the Dark Mark didn’t fade as they both 
pulled back and stared at each other, right hands going to left forearms in a sort of awkward 
mirroring of each other. 
 
 
IL. 
 
Severus gritted his teeth against the pain and stood.  “You’ll have to go back to…dammit, you 
can’t go back to Gryffindor Tower!  Not while you still look like me.” 
 
Hermione eyed him, massaging her forearm, bemused.  Her arm didn’t hurt nearly as much as the 
last time she’d felt the pain.  “Isn’t this the general-assembly twinge?” 
 
One of his brows arched.  “No.  This is the personal-summons.  The intensity of the pain should 
tell you that much.” 
 
“But…”  She closed her thin-lipped mouth.  She couldn’t reveal to him that she’d already sampled 
the pain of a personal summoning, because that would reveal that she could sense his thoughts 
even when they weren’t touching.  Since he couldn’t sense hers, she didn’t think he’d care for the 
revelation.  Or more precisely, the uneven invasion of privacy.  As he turned to pull on a fresh set 
of clothes, she puzzled it through. 
 
It doesn’t hurt as much as I’d thought it would, here in his own body…but it hurt a lot worse when 
I was in my own body, but only getting it second-hand.  Well, I suppose I could’ve felt it worse 
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because he was panicking at the time; emotions tend to increase sensations—things never hurt as 
much when you’re calm as when you’re all flustered,  she reminded herself.  Panic never helps. 
 
I think I also read somewhere, in some Muggle journal, that women have a much higher tolerance 
for pain than men.  So even though this is Severus’ appearance, it’s still my body, which means it 
doesn’t hurt as much.  But to him, it’s very painful…and so he’d have projected that higher 
peception of pain onto me.  As for why I felt it so much last time, it was the first time I’d shared it 
with him, and I myself was already in a panic about our first ‘floor-show’ appearance… 
 
That had to be it.  Well, that and this was the second time around; now that she knew what it felt 
like, it wasn’t so much of a shock anymore, and shock tended to magnify things on top of 
emotional upheavals and such.  The question now was, what was she going to do while he went 
off to face Voldemort on his own? 
 
…Or did he have to? 
 
“Severus?” 
 
He looked up from stepping into a pair of trousers.  “What?” 
 
“You told me…well, your sub-thoughts told me,”  she corrected herself,  “that Voldemort was 
displeased when you showed up without me at the previous private summoning.” 
 
“And your point is…?” 
 
She gave him a shrewd look.  “How pleased do you think he would be, if you showed up with me 
in tow this time?” 
 
He shook his head immediately, vetoing the idea.  “—No.  Absolutely not.  I will not risk you 
being in his presence anymore than absolutely necessary.” 
 
“But you’re supposed to be spending time with me, to bring me under your control, and thus under 
his control,”  she pointed out reasonably, her reason seasoned with a dose of courage for herself, 
and a twinge of fear for him.  Of the two of them, his position was the more dangerous if the 
deception were uncovered; Voldemort already knew she wouldn’t willingly help his side even if 
he paid her a queen’s ransom.  “I don’t know why I feel strongly about it, but I really think you 
should take me with you, on this particular visit.” 
 
“Hermione, you look like me,”  Severus reminded her, sighing as he shrugged into a white lawn 
shirt.  His fingers busied themselves buttoning up the garment, though his left hand spasmed 
occassionally from the ongoing pain of the summoning.  “How do you think that would look, if I 
took you to him looking  like me?” 
 
“You could tell the truth, or a portion of it,”  she offered.  “That we’re practicing for the next 
‘entertainment’.  That you’re breaking down my will and my resistance to you by teaching me to 
be perverted—I think the danger is minimal, compared to the benefit that could be gained!”  
Hermione argued.  “Besides, there’s the next whole phase of disinformation to share with him.” 
 
“Do you have any concept of just how dangerous the Dark Lord really is?”  Severus protested, 
fearing what might happen if he brought her along. 
 

“Yes, because he scares me near-witless!”  she shot back.  “He nearly killed one of my best 
friends in my second year, and that was only a memory of the boy he used to be!  Trust me, he 
terrifies me!   But I want to strengthen your position within his entourage.  Voldemort wants you 
to bring me with you whenever you can.  Tonight, you can do that.  You must show yourself 
obedient to his desires whenever possible; I know this as well as you do!  If you delay and bring 
me later, it could possibly firm any doubts in his mind bout your loyalties, that you’re trying to 
keep me away from him, trying to protect me from him.  If you bring me now, those doubts won’t 
have anything to stand on—especially if you’re willing to bring me like this, looking like you.  
Proving that you’re busy experimenting with me, torquing my mind with the dizzying differences 
of being a male and all that.  Or some such ad-libbed rot.  Whatever we can think of, if he asks.” 
 
He studied her for a long, shuttered moment, then sighed roughly, turning back to the closet for 
another outfit.  “—Be it on your head, then.  Get dressed.” 
 
Complying, she put on the clothes he tossed to her, though it was awkward buttoning on the shirt 
and such when she was used to the buttons and their holes going the other way round.  And though 
the circumstances made her quite nervous—and the burning in her arm continued to be a painful, 
nagging presence she just wanted to rid herself of as quickly as possible—Hermione felt a secret 
thrill to be dressing herself up in Severus’ own clothes. 
 
The more she came to know the complex man handing her a spare frock-coat, the more she 
wanted to know about him.  She found out that he clearly had a repressive-clothing fetish, when 
she had the frock-coat buttoned over all the other layers, leaving her feeling more than a bit 
confined, though the cut and its tailoring did allow for some give and ease of movement.  He 
handed her a spare cloak to match his own, then rummaged through a drawer near the bottom of 
the bureau, pulling out a plain black domino mask.  Tapping it with his wand, he Transfigured it 
into a shudderingly familiar, silver-faced mask, which he also handed over.  Grabbing his broom, 
Severus motioned for her to follow him, striding out of his bedroom without another word. 
 
It was late enough, no one was roaming about the school halls, though Hermione pulled the hood 
of her borrowed cloak low over her Polyjuiced features to hide their similarity to the man she was 
following.  The side-door out of the castle Severus picked for this trip opened onto a smallish 
yard, not really even a courtyard, more a section of grass flanked by a few trees.  In the warmer 
days of the autumn and spring months, there were a couple of split-log benches near the base of 
the stone wall, rather rustic, but popular among the less-picky Slytherins for relaxing or doing 
one’s homework.  However, the spot wasn’t sunny enough in the winter months to be favored by 
anyone at this time of the year. 
 
Save for tonight.  A long-bearded figure sat on a bench not far from the door, blowing smoke-
rings into the cold night air, rings that were faintly luminous in the sliver of moonlight showing 
through the wispy clouds overhead.  Just luminous enough to catch Hermione’s eye, as Severus 
started to drop his Cleansweep into mounting position.  Her slight start at the sight of the figure 
caught his eye, and his free hand snatched at his sleeve and the hilt of his wand, before the glint of 
moonlight on half-moon spectacles stopped him. 
 
“Still a bit cold out tonight, isn’t it?”  Dumbledore enquired, as if talking about the weather in the 
middle of the night with his Potions Master and an equally tall, shrouded figure wasn’t at all 
unusual. 
 
“Er…yes, it is, Headmaster.”  Severus glanced at Hermione, belatedly recalling their promise 
never to leave the grounds together without speaking with him, first.  “I was, ah, just looking for 
you, actually.” 
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“Indeed.”  Albus puffed on his long-stemmed pipe, glancing briefly their way. 
 
“Yes.  Miss Granger and I…erm…”  Another glance at his hooded, cloaked, Polyjuiced duplicate, 
and he cleared his throat.  “We need to take a brief moment to, er…experiment under alternative 
conditions.  Outside the school grounds.” 
 
“A brief moment?”  Albus enquired politely, almost disinterestedly. 
 
“Yes.  Hopefully brief,”  Severus added, rubbing absently at his left forearm as his broom hovered 
patiently at his side.  “But of course, if you object, Headmaster—” 
 
“Why should I object?”  Albus offered mildly.  “I think it’s a marvelous idea, actually.  To get out, 
stretch one’s legs, cement one’s alliance with…nature…fickle creature that it is,”  he hedged 
delicately, so far his only reference to what they were really going to do, tonight.  “Go on, then.  I 
should still be here when you return.  I find the night air on this side of the castle tends to clear out 
my sinuses, something in the quality of the breeze off the Forbidden Forest no doubt.  And it 
allows me to sort out some of my thoughts.  Almost as good as a Pensieve, really.” 
 
“…Right.  Well, we’ll see you later, Professor.”  With a last, stomach-churning look at the old 
wizard, Severus mounted his broom. 
 
Hermione dipped her hooded head politely towards the old wizard, before mounting behind her 
lover.  No indelicate positioning, tonight—and certainly not in front of Dumbledore—just a 
wrapping of her arms around his waist for purchase.  She was mortified to think about even the 
existence of the Nimbus Nirvana Club in Dumbledore’s presence.  Between that and her recent 
positive experiences, she was too distracted to feel more than a slight twinge of fear as Severus 
kicked off. 
 
Distracted himself, Severus soared them quickly out over the ravine, to the pathway that led past 
Hagrid’s and the back gate down near the bottom of the hill.  The trip was short, almost too short, 
considering the Potions Master didn’t want to take the Transfigured woman at his back to see the 
Dark Lord.  But as soon as they landed, they dismounted without a word.  He leaned the broom up 
against the low stone wall, while she prepared herself with a deep breath, holding it, then letting 
out all of her emotions, feelings, and thoughts with a slow sigh. 
 
“Ready?”  Severus asked her, fetching out his mask and donning it.  She donned her own, then 
nodded briskly, if stiffly; he caught her hand in his and gave her fingers a little squeeze.  
[Courage, Hermione.  This should be quick, though it might not be painless.] 
 
{Quite.} 
 
Releasing her hand, he reached for his wand.  A dark line appeared in front of him, her own wand, 
offered for his use.  Grateful, he took it from her.  [ …Thank you.  I’d almost forgotten to disarm 
you again.] 
 
{I’m not happy about it, but it is important to prove I’m under your control—that the bull is safe 
to walk through the china-shop, so to speak…} 
 
[Calm your mind,]  he admonished her as her mental voice and its underlying sub-thoughts 
became a little tense.  Twining their fingers together around the wand, he pushed up his coat and 
shirt sleeve, and tapped the edge of the Mark. 

 
A yawing, swirling pitch, and they thudded into a different place.  Severus recognized it as the 
same parlour he’d been in before.  Someone’s house, no doubt heavily warded against detection.  
They both looked around, spotted Voldemort, Pettigrew at his side, as he almost always was these 
days, and approached. 
 
With their fingers intertwined, it was literally the work of a single thought, shared between them, 
for the two of them to drop to one knee—Severus onto his right knee, Hermione onto her left—lift 
the Dark Lord’s hem, and press their masked lips to it in a semblance of reverance. 
 
“Snape?” 
 
Both heads lifted from the hem, both lowering their outside arms in mirror-image of each other.  
And though Hermione hadn’t meant to do it, both of them enquired,  “—Master?” 
 
Both of them looked at each other.  Voldemort’s slitted red eyes blinked and narrowed, wary.  
“What is going on, here?  Take off your masks!” 
 
Left and right hands lifted to chins, lifting the masks up and off, releasing the head-straps holding 
them in place.  For a moment, the Dread Lord stared between their two identical faces, 
dumbfounded, before Severus put him out of his bewildered misery, speaking on his own.  
“Master, you summoned me?” 
 
 Voldemort stared at him, then at Hermione.  “If you’re Snape…who is this creature?” 
 
“The Mudslut, of course,”  Severus drawled matter-of-fact, burying the suicidal urge to smile in 
amusement at the chief Death Eater’s confusion.  “Polyjuiced to look like me.  You could say I’m 
murdering the two proverbial birds with one Strangulus spell.”  Voldemort eyed him in confusion, 
and he explained smoothly.  “I have found that transfiguring the girl to look like me further breaks 
down her resistance to my will.  I believe that, with time and patience, I will be able to control her 
from a distance even when we are not touching.  My control over her isn’t by any means complete 
when we’re not touching at this stage, but it is progressing.  I’m also…experimenting with 
different possibilities, should you call upon us to entertain your other worthy minions in a manner 
akin to the last time, my Lord.  You did say to bring her whenever I could.  This time, I could, 
albeit in this Transfigured form.” 
 
“How…thoughtful.”  Voldemort stared at Hermione’s utterly Snape-like face, then dragged his 
gaze back to the real one.  “You’re the real Snape, then?” 
 
“Of course.  Her mind is open to yours, Master,”  he offered, bowing his head slightly.  Voldemort 
looked between them one more time, then narrowed his eyes at Severus.  The weight of the other 
man’s mind, forcing its way into his memories, wasn’t pleasant, but within moments he shifted his 
weight to Hermione’s mind, rifling and sifting through the images in her head. 
 
Her falsified memories came to light, of Harry having more troubles with nightmares of rats, and 
an improvised scene of Harry and Ron wondering how they’d ‘get Wormtail’ if they ever had the 
chance, predicated on an actual conversation Hermione had posed to her two friends, for that extra 
bit of versimilitude to the memories.  And another constructed memory ghosted across 
Hermione’s thoughts, of how much Harry was coming to rely upon his friendship with Remus 
Lupin, who had over the last two years gradually taken on the role of mentor and confidante to the 
Boy Who Lived, in place of his lost godfather. 
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It was a calculated risk, revealing the increasing depth of that relationship, but Severus had 
attended another meeting of the Order in the last month.  There, it had been discussed as a 
possibility, and Lupin had bravely agreed to be one of the several targets they wanted to lay out 
over time for Voldemort’s misinformed interest.  In reality the relationship wasn’t nearly so 
intense, but it was a believable connection.  And all Hermione had to do was exaggerate Harry’s 
delight at receiving news from the aging werewolf, yet another careful mixture of truth and lie, to 
occlude Voldemort’s senses. 
 
Satisfied with what he’d seen—though he hadn’t paid that much attention to the Lupin-lure—
Voldemort released Hermione’s mind.  “We see some potential leads, in the Mudslut’s mind.  
Continue to work her.  Your next performance will be this coming Saturday evening.  It will be 
just for men, about an hour after the end of the usual school supper hour, and you will be 
summoned specifically, with no pre-warning.  Be ready.  You will cast that…extraordinary…spell 
again, and you will discipline her for Our mutual amusement.” 
 
“There must be at least one other female present, acting the part of an audience, my Lord,”  
Severus enlightened him dryly.  “ The Fabulesse spell will not work, otherwise.” 
 
“I do not think there are many within Our number that would agree to endure such punishments, 
even second-hand,”  Voldemort mused.  Pettigrew smirked, showing his rat-like teeth front teeth.  
He’d spent a little too much of his life as Scabbers, the Weasley family rat, to hide some of the 
characteristics. 
 
“Then I would suggest, Master, finding someone who is in need of punishing,”  the Potions Master 
suggested blandly. 
 
“…We will consider the matter carefully,”  the serpentine-faced wizard smirked.  His smile turned 
cruel.  “Kiss her.  Or rather, kiss yourself, for Our amusement.” 
 
Severus curled his lip in distaste, then let out a rough breath, caught Hermione by the chin, and 
forced his lips against hers.  She didn’t resist, and almost didn’t react.  A Veritamoria-based poke 
reminded her that while she was under his touch, she was under his spell, literally and amorously.  
Sighing, she shifted her free hand to his chest, caressing it through the layers of wool covering his 
flesh.  Pulling his head back, he gave her a disgusted look, and shook his head. 
 
“Is something wrong?”  Voldemort hissed, eyes narrowing. 
 
“I am not Gilderoy Lockhart, Master.  Auto-erotica is not my favorite thing,”  he returned coolly.  
“The potion I had taken earlier to compensate for my disinterest has now worn off.” 
 
“Quite.  Bring her as a female, next time—would a Transfiguration of her body into that of a male 
negate the need for other females in the chamber?”  Voldemort asked out of the blue. 
 
Severus shook his head.  “The terms of the spell are concrete, and her gender is equally fixed; for 
all she may appear to be me for the moment, and may have all of the physical sensations and 
responses of a male, underneath she is still distinctly female.  There must be at least one of each 
gender present as an audience during the entertainment, though the proportions could be five 
hundred-to-one or even higher, if you liked.” 
 
“Our numbers have grown since Our return from exile, but this will be a special performance, for 
only Our most trusted and loyal men.  Not much more than a score of them.  We would naturally 
invite you to enjoy the entertainment planned,”  Voldemort offered generously,  “save that you 

will be the star of it.  And…plan to make it last at least a full hour, this time, if not longer.  Lucius 
has graciously offered the use of his tools for your disposal, for this entertainment.” 
 
Severus bowed his head in compliance. 
 
“…One last thing.  Rumors have reached my ears, rumors that state you have somehow lost seven 
physical years.  You do look more like you did when I was at the school with Quirrel.  How was 
this accomplished?” 
 
That was the question he’d been dreading.  For a moment, Severus wished he could trade places 
with the Polyjuiced woman at his side.  “I am…uncertain, my Lord.  I botched a spell,”  he 
confessed as Voldemort’s unnatural red eyes narrowed, pinching that pale face in suspicion and 
speculation.  He confessed as much of the truth as he dared; only the truth—edited, but with no 
lies—would get him out of this one.  Which was the sorry truth.  “It was an Eromantic spell, a 
combined effort with the Mudslut working under my mind-controlled direction. 
 
“I have not been able to ascertain what went wrong…and by all logic, it should not have taken any 
of my physical age away, even botched,”  Severus added honestly.  “It was a spell to strengthen 
the privacy wardings around my quarters, to ensure my weekly sessions with this slut continued to 
pass undetected.  It would have taken a bloody great cock-up to have altered the spell by that far, 
but…nothing went wrong with the construction of the ritual, save that the end results were utterly 
different.” 
 
“You’re trying to tell Us that a spell to strengthen some wardings somehow metamorphed into a 
spell to make you younger?”  the Dark Lord challenged him.  Severus bowed his head in wary 
agreement—and then gasped as Voldemort pointed his wand at the black-haired man.  “—
Legilimens!” 
 
Even Hermione gasped under the pressure being applied, though it could be easily excused by the 
white-knuckled way Severus was mangling their intertwined fingers.  But since it wasn’t her mind 
being squeezed under the weight of the Bastard Who Wouldn’t Die, she was able to double-check 
Severus’ altered memories—where she had been an active participant in the real past, the false 
past showed her participation as much more passive, as the decision to use the ouroboros layayoga 
instead of the lingam kundalini being one of the Potion Master’s ideas.  And false memories of 
them attempting the same spell again, without being able to recreate anything other than stronger 
wardings around Severus’ chambers. 
 
A splotch of red splattered on the floor; it came from a trickle of blood dripping from Severus’ 
long nose.  Even as Severus grunted in pain, Voldemort turned his mind on Hermione.  But she 
was prepared—Occlumency had been a part of their private studies, along with origami and all 
sorts of ways to explore one’s sexuality, and she was fast becoming a master of blank thoughts 
and believable lies.  Mind-reading wasn’t like opening a book and skimming its table of contents, 
after all; each thought and its associated sub-thoughts of emotions and memories had to be evoked 
and hunted down.  Her own head pounded from the effort of obscuring all traces of what they 
believed was the real reason for the change in the spell, but when he released her, at least he 
hadn’t given her a nosebleed. 
 
“…Ssso.  You truly have no idea how to replicate this…fortuitous mistake.” 
 
“No, Master.  If I knew, I would tell you, for it would have been the breakthrough we all seek to 
cheat the aging process…but I cannot replicate it, and I cannot figure out what circumstances 
caused the spell’s radical transformation.  I know I have failed you,”  Severus added quietly, 
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prostrating himself at Voldemort’s feet.  Hermione prostrated herself as well, making herself into 
nothing more than a puppet pulled along by his strings, her hand caught in his as he touched his 
bloodied nose to the floor.  “I await my punishment.” 
 
The serpentine bastard’s wand lifted again, then lowered without applying Crucio, or any other 
punishing spell.  “No…  We will not punish you for something that is clearly beyond your grasp.  
You will continue to examine what went wrong, and report to Us if there are any breakthroughs, 
but for now, the true goals, the most important goals, are vanquishing Harry Potter, destroying 
Albus Dumbledore, and ruling the world as our kind was meant to do.” 
 
Voldemort flicked his fingers in a dismissal.  In tandem, Hermione and Severus dipped their 
forward, kissing the Dark Lord’s hem, then rose as one and backed up before Apparating once 
more, Wormtail’s beady little eyes watching them all the while. 
 
They reappeared in the cold air next to the stone fence.  Wordlessly, Severus pulled a kerchief 
from his pocket, blotting the blood from his nose.  He picked up his broom, waited for Hermione 
to mount it behind him, and guided them back up the hill, one hand still holding the kerchief to his 
face just in case the bleeding wasn’t ready to cease. 
 
Dumbledore was still sitting in the small side yard when they circled down and landed.  He was 
still smoking his pipe, too, though his efforts had progressed from puffing out plain smoke-rings to 
puffing a full-blown smoke-Quidditch-team that was soaring through the air in front of him.  He 
lowered his pipe, dissipating the players as they dismounted.  As the smoke-image vanished, 
Hermione caught a whiff of the scent.  Oddly enough, it wasn’t tobacco; instead, it smelled 
strongly of hickory-smoked, crisp-fried bacon, and it made her Transfigured mouth water. 
 
Albus eyed them both inquisitively.  “…Well?” 
 
“Saturday night.  I’m not sure how much of the bait he took,”  Severus added.  He lifted the 
kerchief to his nose again, which was still trying to trickle blood.  “He also searched for 
information on the botched de-aging spell, but didn’t learn anything useful, thankfully.” 
 
“Hm, yes.  Thankfully.  Do not fret, Severus; these things often take their own time to unfold.  I do 
hope you’re able to handle your role in all of this, Miss Granger,”  Dumbledore added, nodding to 
her,  “though you should probably hide your face before you go…ah.  Perhaps it will not be 
necessary to hide your appearance after all—I must say, Severus, you look good with a hint of 
ringlets, though I see anything longer simply wouldn’t suit you.” 
 
Hermione lifted a hand to her head as Severus looked sharply her way.  Her hair had shifted from 
straight to increasingly curly, and increasingly long.  Hermione, feeling her stomach, indeed her 
whole body, ripple with a touch of nausea, suddenly dropped several inches in height.  The 
missing inches immediately packed themselves into her breasts and hips.  The shirt was broad 
enough in the shoulders and chest to contain the upper problem, but the trousers below were not.  
A riiiip of bursting seams made her blush and Severus wince.  She clutched at her hips under the 
covering of the cloak to ensure his trousers would stay on long enough for an escape.  “Er…do 
excuse me, will you, Headmaster?  It seems I have some, ah, repairwork to do, before retiring for 
the night.” 
 
“Of course, of course.  A good evening to you both….” 
 
With flushed cheeks, both of them made a hasty retreat. 
 

 
L. 
 
The one good thing that lifted some of the depression of the impending performance was that the 
second testing of the pregancy-potion came out just as blue-negative as the first.  That had resulted 
in an extra hour of lovemaking, though it wasn’t exactly a celebration.  Thursday morning, while 
she was yawning over her breakfast, Hermione found herself jolted awake by the sudden thumping 
of an oblong package of a distinct, familiar shape onto the table between her and her friends.  
Someone had delivered one of them a broom. 
 
Ginny grabbed at the mailing tag.  “—Oy, Ron!  It’s for you.” 
 
“Help me open it!”  he urged his sister, Harry, and Hermione, and the four of them tore into the 
wrapping paper with both hands, minus Ron’s left arm.  In a trice, a gleaming Nimbus 2006 
Deluxe—it said so in glittering gold at the top of the handle—lay on the table before them.  All of 
Gryffindor table, and most of the others, craned their head to see what the make and model were.  
Exclamations rippled up and down the table as Ron stared at it, hazel brown eyes wide. 
 
“Look, there’s a card in here, Ron,”  Hermione observed, plucking it from the brown shreddings.  
Opening the white envelope, she extracted the card and handed it to Ron, so that he wouldn’t have 
to fuss one-handed.  The cover had a crystal ball on it, reflecting in miniature the swirling, 
airborne figures of a Quidditch game in play. 
 
He flicked it open with his thumb, and read the inscription.  “Listen to this, guys—  ‘I Foresee the 
day, and that day shall be soon, when this broom helps to squash Slytherin more messily than a 
bug under a rolled-up Daily Prophet.  With many thanks, Prof. S. Trelawney.’  Cor, and I used to 
think she was a total fraud…” 
 
A glance at the Head Table showed Trelawney absent at the moment, but Ron grinned at 
Dumbledore for a suitable substitute, and gave McGonagall a thumb-up when their redoubtable 
Head of House smiled down at them.  Ron returned his attention to the table and stroked the shaft 
of the broom with his good hand, still grinning. 
 
“I think, for the first time in my life, I’ll want one of our Divination teacher’s prophesies to come 
true.  Hell, I’ll help it come true!” 
 
“Watch your language, Ron; there are first-years at the table,”  Hermione chided him.  He barely 
heard her, so pleased he was with his replacement broom.  Gryffindor had heard some of the 
details by now, of Ron’s harrowing flight into Trelawney’s tower, his search for her as the 
salamander-fire burned ever more vigorously, the flamelet-ember that had fallen onto his broom 
handle and rapidly consumed it all the way up to his hand before he’d realised it, though he’d 
managed to chuck the broom before the fire could reach his robes or his legs.  The Cleansweep 
he’d owned had been a gift from his parents back at the start of his fifth year, as a reward for 
becoming a prefect.  But this broom was far better than a Cleansweep, even the latest of that line’s 
models. 
 
Ron stared at his new broom, his brow furrowing a little. 
 
“What’s wrong?”  Ginny asked him.  “It’s a ruddy Nimbus; why are you frowning?” 
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He looked up at her, his face settling into something akin to determination.  “You’re going to ride 
this broom, in our next match.  And I’ll ride yours.  Chasers need fast, maneuverable brooms more 
than Keepers do.” 
 
“—Absolutely not!”  Ginny protested.  “On this thing, you’ll be able to intercept every single 
goal!  Between that and Harry, none of our opponents will stand a chance of making any points.  
I’m fine on my Cleansweep Eight, Ron, really—Mum got me a better model than yours was when 
I made prefect, too, you know that.  Besides, it’s your broom.  Your baby.  I’m not about to ride it, 
and get my sister-germs all over it,”  she teased him.  “I’ll be able to score plenty of points as I am, 
don’t you worry about that.  It’s more important to keep the enemy’s points down than to keep our 
own points up, after all.  We can manage that part exactly as we are.” 
 
Ron sighed.  “You’re right.  I don’t know what came over me…” 
 
“Must be that hero-complex thing,”  Harry joked.  “It’s catching firm hold, I think.” 
 
“You’re one to speak!”  Ron snorted.  He waived his hand over the broom.  “There, that’s my one 
selfless act for the day.  Even if you’re refused, it still counts.  Now I can go back to being a prat 
again.” 
 
Even Hermione laughed.  Lifting her glass to her lips, she glanced at the Head Table.  And caught 
Severus staring at her.  He had a folded note in his hands, and did not look happy, though there 
were no strong thoughts threatening to breach her mental walls.  Curious, Hermione finished her 
meal and left the table early.  A glance behind her showed Severus also standing, ready to leave.  
She had Advanced Charms class to attend in just half a hour and needed to get her things from her 
dorm-room, but slipped into an empty classroom.  Fishing out her jar, she cast Floo powder on the 
hearth. 
 
“Potions!” 
 
A green whirl, and she emerged in the cold, empty classroom.  There, she waited.  And waited.  
More than five minutes passed, before the door finally opened.  The Potions Master jerked a little, 
frowning, before shutting the door.  “How did you get here so quickly, Miss Granger?  I looked 
for you in the halls.” 
 
“Floo powder.”  She kept her answer brief, aware of the portraits on the walls.  There was no way 
to Hide the fact that there were odd things going on between the two of them, but they could at 
least conceal the true nature of those odd things.  “You looked like you wanted to have a word 
with me, Professor.  Did you?” 
 
“Yes.  It’s about your project.”  Closing the distance between them, he handed her the note.  
Curious, Hermione unfolded it.  Written on the page, in a sort of dried-blood brown, were two 
words, and two words alone. 
 
Bring Draco. 
 
 The parchment fluttered from her nerveless, bloodless grip.  Catching her as she staggered, 
Severus guided Hermione to the nearest stool.  Crouching, he propped her feet up on the highest 
rungs, doubling her knees, then urged her head down between them.  Thankfully she was wearing 
school trousers today; this was not the moment to enjoy the subtle sight of white knickers 
gleaming faintly through navy tights.  “Come on, Miss Granger, breathe…deep and easy…” 
 

“I’m…I’m not that bad off.”  She tried to push him away after a moment, to sit upright again, 
maybe even stand up, but he caught her hand and held her still. 
 
“Miss Granger, next to you just now, Mr. Malfoy looks positively suntanned.”  [Even your hand is 
trembling.  You must get past his presence at these events, Hermione,]  he urged her, his tone 
chiding but his sub-thoughts sympathetic.  [We have no choice in the matter.  That’s Voldemort’s 
own handwriting.] 
 
She fell quiet, even her sub-thoughts subdued.  Severus withdrew his touch, giving her the privacy 
to think whatever she needed to think for a few minutes.  Picking up the note, he pulled out his 
wand and tapped it with the Flashburn Charm, incinerating the parchment to a fine dusting of ash.  
Destroying the evidence of the Dark Lord’s communication.  When he turned back to Hermione, 
some of the color had returned to her face, though she still looked a little shell-shocked.  Her arm 
lifted, her fingers seeking his.  He caught her hand and chafed it between his palms, as though to 
bring more of the blood back to her extremities. 
 
[Yes?] 
 
{Severus…why do you favor Draco so much?  Aside from the fact that he’s not bad at Potions, I 
mean,}  she clarified, looking up at him.  {Admittedly, he’s good at it, but that can’t be it.  There’s 
a number of others, within and without Slytherin, who are around his own level in our Advanced 
class, but you’ve always favored him.  Why?} 
 
[I have a longstanding…I used to call it a friendship,]  Severus was forced by the Veritamoria to 
admit honestly.  [ I used to be close friends with Lucius.  Much like…much like Weasley is to 
Potter, in that I was the poverty-stricken one, an under-appreciated pureblood, and he was the 
wealthy boy who got all the luck, good looks, and attention.  For a long time I needed him,]  he 
confessed quietly, not looking at her, the last bit of privacy left to him.  [I needed his friendship, 
his approval, his social contacts…everything that I needed, I was willing to pay the price of doing 
whatever he wanted, up to and including joining the Death Eaters.] 
 
Part of his thoughts closed down, carefully shunted away from even the sub-thought level.  
Hermione kept her own mind still and quiet, letting him reveal whatever he could.  Whatever he 
wanted, or at least was willing to reveal.  Finally, he continued. 
 
[I agreed to become Draco’s godfather when he was born, and that made him my responsibility in 
a way.  When he came here, I didn’t really know him very well—my years here at the school kept 
me from frequent visits, save for the occasional holiday and the summer months—but I knew I 
should try to help him become his own man, and so I figured the easiest way to gain his trust and 
confidence was to favor him, since he’s accustomed to people doing that.  I’ve tried to guide him 
into becoming his own man, but…Lucius has an overwhelming personality when he wants 
something, and Draco has unfortunately learnt all the wrong lessons from his father because of 
this.  I think…I think I should’ve made him earn my approval more often than I gave it.  Now I 
don’t think I can undo the damage that’s been done, choosing the wrong way to approach and 
handle him as I did.  And yet, if I hadn’t shown such favor to him, my current position among the 
rest of the Malfoys would have been greatly weakened.  I don’t know if you can understand just 
how complicated my relationship is to the boy, or the rest of his family.] 
 
{Actually…would you believe I thought as much?}  Hermione surprised him by thinking.  {It’s 
just…I can see how he’s your godson and all, but I’m…having a hard time picturing him as 
having any redeeming qualities.} 
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[That is my godson you are maligning,]  he reminded her, lifting his gaze to hers long enough to 
give her a dark look.  [He may not have many redeeming qualities, but he still has one or two left.] 
 
{Sorry.} 
 
He sensed her apology was more for his sake than for any faith in Lucius’ son, but Severus let it 
slide.  [We should plan for this weekend.  I’ll need an excuse to have the two of you in my presence 
for a few hours.] 
 
{Why do I sense another detention-causing scene lurking around in your sub-thoughts?}  she 
quipped sardonically. 
 
It wasn’t easy, but he mastered the urge to smirk.  Severus dipped his head by a tiny fraction, 
acknowledging the jibe.  [Because your instincts for impending trouble are excellent, as always.  
We’ll need it to be something that gets both of you into trouble, but doesn’t involve any of the 
other teachers, or worse, your House-head.  So…in class, tomorrow, try to do or say something 
unforgivable to him. Something that will make him retaliate.] 
 
{Why me?}  Hermione scowled at him.  {Why do I have to attract the prat’s attention?} 
 
[Because I cannot talk to him about this?]  he reminded her sharply. 
 
{Oh, yes you can!  You take that note…oh, dear, you burnt the note, didn’t you?  Nevermind.  You 
just tell him Voldemort has requested his presence at another, private ‘floor-show’ this weekend, 
and that in order for you to have a reason to have both of us in the same place at the same time 
long enough to disappear for an hour or two, you need him to pick a fight with me.  Because if I 
pick a fight with him, you’re supposed to ignore whatever he does to me in retaliation; that’s what 
you normally do, over-favoring him and your own House.  But if he picks a fight with me, and I’m 
the victim, you can catch him in the act, and then blame me for provoking Malfoy, and assign me 
detention as well.  This way, it’ll look less odd.} 
 
[…You really believe I would do that.]  It wasn’t quite an accusation, but it was a quiet, unhappy 
statement.  [You really believe I would punish you for something that wasn’t your fault.] 
 
Hermione met his gaze steadily.  {It’s your modus operandi, Severus.  You’ve done it before, so it 
won’t be that far out of character.} 
 
[I’m not saying it is or isn’t out of character for me.  I am the black-hearted bastard of this 
school,]  he reminded her.  [I’m asking, do you believe I would do that, if I had another choice?] 
 
She considered his question carefully.  {…Before I was kidnapped?  Yes.  You and I both know 
you did it, and if you’re honest, you’ll admit you took a perverse, perverted, nasty sort of pleasure 
in putting my friends and I down all those times.  But if you want to know if I believe you’d do it 
now…} 
 
Severus held his breath as he held her gaze; he didn’t know why this was important—it was a 
bloody stupid thing, the answer was obvious…and, yes, she gave the obvious answer. 
 
{I believe you would do whatever you had to do.  First and foremost you’d do whatever it took to 
survive—which is nothing to be ashamed about; we’re all driven with the instinct to live—and 
then on top of that, you’d do whatever it might take to bring Voldemort down.  Even if that means 
continuing to be the black-hearted bastard of this school in public,}  she told him honestly.  {But I 

believe that the man you were just a few months ago, isn’t entirely the man that you are now.  
Some of you is still in there, and will always be in there…but you’re not entirely the man you 
were.  I think that’s a good thing, for you. 
 
{I’m not comfortable with the part of you that needs to mentor Draco, but I’ll put up with it, 
because I know it’s needed…and I suppose if there is a way to save his, well…his soul, for lack of 
a better term…I’ll try to support you in doing that, too.  But in the meantime, we’ve got other 
problems to deal with. 
 
{I’m sure Draco will be dying to get into my pants second-hand once again, so he’ll probably go 
for it, if you suggest picking a fight with me,}  she added with a rough mental sigh.  Her sub-
thoughts were unhappy, but she ploughed on,  {And when we get into a fight, you can assign 
detention to both of us, and, oh, I don’t know—order us to follow you out into the Forbidden 
Forest to go pick Troll Toe mushrooms or something, on Saturday night.  They’re in peak season 
for harvesting right now, given we’ve just had a very wet thaw right after a very cold snap, and 
it’s a quarter-moon on Sunday.  Ideal time for Troll Toe harvesting.} 
 
[I would give you five points to Gryffindor for remembering that little bit of esoteric fungi lore, but 
not right now.  Your line of reasoning is, as usual, logical enough.  I’ll speak with Draco this 
evening about causing a detention-earning scene in the classroom tomorrow.]  Releasing her 
hand, he stepped back.  “If you’ve recovered from your faint, Miss Granger, you’ll need to be 
going.  Classes will begin shortly, and I will not write you an excuse-note if you’re late.” 
 
“Thank you for your touching concern, Professor,”  she retorted acerbically, hopping off the stool. 
 
“Watch your cheek, Miss Granger, or you’ll lose your House more points,”  he warned her.  
“Illness is no excuse for insolence—where are you going?” 
 
She’d headed for the second-largest hearth, and swung around to face him.  “To get my school 
things, Professor.”  And, before she could stop herself, some devil inside her prompted her to add,  
“Or do you object to my being prepared for my classes?” 
 
“Five points from Gryffindor for your attitude problem.  Now, get out of my sight.” 
 
Turning to face the hearth, she dug into her robe, fished out a pinch of Floo powder, and cast it on 
the flames.  Feeling oddly in the mood to smile—she’d just lost her House points, and she felt in 
the mood to smile, maybe even to laugh?—Hermione wrestled it down and merely muttered 
quietly, if distinctly,  “Gryffindor Tower, seventh-year girls’ dormitory, password Hibiscus 
esculentus…” 
 
Severus watched her go, wondering how soon she would need to brew another batch of Floo 
powder, at this rate.  Then again, he couldn’t blame her; Floo was a very fast means of travel.  
And she did have a knack for home-brewing the greenish powder. 
 
Hermione whirled away from the dungeons, and skidded out into her shared bedchamber, startling 
Parvati and Lavender with little shrieks.  She’d discovered earlier with a bit of experimentation 
that, if she wanted to get out of Gryffindor Tower via the Floo, it was an easy matter, just state 
clearly the name of the room she wanted to reach, and off she whirled.  Getting back in, however, 
required not only a specific recital of where in the Tower she wanted to go—if she didn’t want to 
end up in the common room—but also knowledge of the current password.  The two Gryffindors 
stared at her, the hasty packing of their book-bags all but forgotten. 
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“How…how did you get in here, Hermione?”  Lavender managed to gasp, staring at her.  “I 
thought all the Floo connections were shut down, save for the one in the Entrance Hall!” 
 
Hermione smirked.  “They’re not shut down; they’re just shut down to the rest of the wizarding 
world.  The Floo’s still connecting almost all the hearths in this place to each other here within the 
castle.  But I realized the teachers didn’t want us to actually know that, and take advantage of it.” 
 
“When did you realize that?”  Parvait asked her, scooping her long, straight black hair into a silver 
clasp at the nape of her neck. 
 
“When I wondered why we had to march all the way out to the Three Broomsticks to practice, 
when I’d accidentally learned there was more than one active Floo connection in the castle.  
Everyone thinks the Floo network is virtually shut down in Hogwarts to keep out Voldemort—” 
 
Both girls flinched at the name, though after their time in the D.A. Club, they’d gotten used to 
hearing it, and could occasionally even say the dreaded name.  It was just upsetting to hear it so 
abruptly, without warning. 
 
“—because of his attacks last year on the school.  In order to maintain that illusion, they had to 
troop the Advanced Potions class out to Madame Rosmerta’s for Floo-practice, albeit under a 
watchful guard.”  She shrugged, grabbing her already packed book-bag and slinging it over her 
shoulder.  “It could’ve been worse, of course.  It could’ve been Ron who’d figured out how to get 
up here via the Floo.” 
 
“Urgh!  Freckle-face?”  Lavender scoffed.  “Whyever did you break up with him, anyway?  Now 
he might try prowling after one of us for his next girlfriend.” 
 
Hermione, who knew things about Lavender and Parvati’s friendship that she probably 
shouldn’t—and she wouldn’t have, if Lavender had ever learned how to cast a proper Silent 
Sphere Charm around her four-poster at night—smirked.  “Actually, I’ve been helping Luna chase 
him down.” 
 
“Luna?”  Parvati asked, brows rising in surprise.  “Luna Lovegood, the one who’s in Ravenclaw?  
A year behind my twin?  That Luna?” 
 
“The one and the same.” 
 
“….And you’re alright with that?”  Lavender asked her, curiosity rife in her voice and face. 
 
“I think it’s a splendid idea, actually.  If it works out, I’ll be happy for the two of them, because I 
like them both, and I want them to be happy.  If they can be happy with each other, then that’s 
great..  If it doesn’t work out, well, he’ll probably come out of the relationship with a better 
appreciation for me, if we ever decide to get back together,”  she shrugged.  “It’s a win-win 
situation, for me.” 
 
“…If you say so,”  Lavender muttered, stuffing a last couple of essay scrolls into her bag.  She 
glanced at the clock by her bed and yelped.  “—Merlin’s Beard!  Come on, ladies; we’re going to 
be late for Charms, if we don’t hurry up!” 
 
 
Chapter LI. 
 

“You wanted to see me, Professor Snape?” 
 
“Yes, Mr. Malfoy,”  Severus agreed.  He gestured for the young man to take a seat in one of the 
chairs across from his desk, and closed his office door.  Giving them some privacy.  Returning to 
his own chair, he sat down, steepling his hands in front of him as he leaned back, bracing his 
elbows on the armrests.  “I received a note this morning.” 
 
“A note?  …From a family member?”  Draco asked him cagily, no doubt thinking it was from his 
father. 
 
“From the Dark Lord, actually.” 
 
That made the pale-complected boy blink.  “From…?  Dare I ask what that note has to do with my 
presence here, Professor?” 
 
“You are being invited to another special performance, at the request of the Master.”  Severus 
gauged the way the boy’s pale grey eyes lit up as he made the connection between this party and 
the last ‘special performance’ he’d seen; desire shifted the color of his eyes from ice-grey to a sort 
of warmer blue-grey color.  Severus nodded slightly, acknowledging the connection. 
 
Draco smirked.  “I’d be delighted to attend, Professor.” 
 
“In order to do so, you must first do me a little favor,”  Severus drawled, closing in for the kill.  
Hermione had been right; Draco was clearly eager to experience more of the Fabulesse spell.  
“You see, I find I must deal in carefully wrought subterfuge, whenever I and my…performance 
partner…depart from the school grounds.  Such as for tomorrow evening.  Your own inclusion in 
our departure must also include some subterfuge.” 
 
“I’ll do anything for you, Professor Snape, you know that.  Especially if it means being included 
in another ‘special performance’,”  Draco agreed with an easy grin, evoking old memories of his 
father once doing the same thing.  Charming everyone and anyone within his reach, as easily as 
slipping on a silvery, mirror-polished mask.  Sometimes Severus wondered if there was any 
substance behind that smile.  The older male hoped there was; the boy didn’t deserve the horrors 
that awaited him, once he was inducted into the Death Eaters.  If he had enough character, he 
could be weaned away from the dangerous path of his father… 
 
“I want you to pick a fight with Miss Granger tomorrow morning, in my class.”  At the boy’s 
stunned expression, he explained patiently.  “I’ll need to assign both of you a detention, to have an 
excuse for the two of you to be with me for a few hours on Saturday evening.  But if she were to 
pick a fight with you, we both know I would only punish her, and not you, not even if you 
retaliated.  But if you, oh…throw something at her, and I catch you doing it, you could claim she 
provoked you, and I’d be able put both of you into detention without anyone thinking I was acting 
out of character.  I even have a task that would get us out of the castle for a couple hours.  Picking 
Troll Toe fungi in the Forbidden Forest.” 
 
He waited almost subconsciously for some sort of comment on the task in question, but Draco 
didn’t offer any additional information on the fungus.  He didn’t ask any questions, but he didn’t 
offer any knowledge of it, either; Hermione’s encyclopedic level of knowledge could get annoying 
sometimes, but it was better than Draco’s, Severus couldn’t deny that.  Instead, Draco drawled, 
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“…So, you want me to pick a fight with the Mudblood tomorrow?  I suppose I can manage that.  
I’ll come in early, set up my gear, and find something to throw at her as she passes,”  Draco 
promised easily. 
 
“Be careful what you toss at her, Draco,”  Severus cautioned him, bestowing the rarely used 
intimacy of the boy’s first name to catch his attention and drive the point home.  “She must not be 
damaged.  At least, not anything she couldn’t recover from quickly by spending an hour or two at 
most in the Infirmary.  Anything more serious than that, and it could invoke attention from her 
Head of House, or even from the Headmaster.  Who must not know about these little…excursions 
off the school grounds.” 
 
He hated saying that much, but he didn’t want the boy to get the idea that Hermione was precious 
to him.  Ideas of that ilk would end up back in Voldemort’s lap, and the Insane One would 
probably decide to destroy her, rather than risk one of his Death Eaters’s attentions being ensnared 
by a Mudblood. 
 
“I’ll also need her whole and sound for the start of the activities I’ve planned,”  he added offhand.  
“She’ll be damaged enough afterwards that she’ll need a healing draught to hide the evidence from 
the rest of the school, as it is.” 
 
“Professor…will you be using that same wall-glowing spell as last time?”  Draco enquired not 
quite casually enough. 
 
“Yes.” 
 
“…Excellent,”  the young Malfoy hissed to himself, though Severus’ sharp ears caught the 
exhaltation in the boy’s voice.  He rubbed his hands together briefly in anticipation, and promised 
out loud,  “You can count on me, Professor Snape.” 
 
“I sincerely hope so.  House-points await the quality of your thespian skills.” 
 
“Professor…do you think I’ll be inducted into the Death Eaters this weekend?  Is that why the 
Dark Lord himself has invited me?”  Draco asked anxiously. 
 
Severus didn’t care for the level of anticipation in the boy’s voice.  It was a valid question, though.  
He thought for a moment, then shook his head.  “The Dark Lord will not bend his rules, not even 
for the son of one of his more favored followers.  You may join our ranks when you have 
graduated from this school, and no sooner than that.  I think, rather, your presence has been 
requested because it is known you attend this school with Miss Granger, and your presence at 
Saturday’s…festivities…will cause her emotional trauma.  At least, on a subconscious level.  Go 
on to bed, now, Draco; the hour is late, and I would rather not catch you yawning during 
tomorrow’s class.” 
 
“Hardly.  Goodnight, Professor,”  he added, bounding up out of his chair. 
 
“Goodnight, Mr. Malfoy.”  Severus watched him turn to leave, and caught the silhouetted bulge in 
the young man’s school trousers, proof of his arousal at the thought of enjoying Miss Granger’s 
chams second-hand once again.  Draco was no longer the thin young boy he had once been.  For a 
moment, the Potions Master debated warning him once again to neither touch Hermione nor 
spread rumors about her sexual activities, but let his godson go without another word. 
 

It took him a little to finish the last of his tasks for the night, a stack of third-year essays on 
peanuts—which were neither peas nor nuts, causing him to mark a huge ‘D’ for Dreadful on 
several papers that tried to support those two misleading, fallacious concepts—and their seventy-
three uses in various magical potions.  Spending several delicious hours each week in Hermione’s 
arms had set him a little behind schedule in his grading, but he also knew it was cutting into her 
homework hours, too.  Both of them were disciplined, thankfully; her most recent homework 
assignment in his own class had come with four extra inches.  He knew she could’ve probably 
done three more inches’ worth than that, but the needs of the Veritamoria between them were 
cutting into their copious—insert sarcasm here—heaps of spare time. 
 
After slashing red ink through most of the scrolls—and finding himself pleasantly surprised by a 
trio of essays that were actually worth the effort of reading them; he’d have to find some way to 
reward those three young Hufflepuffs without appearing soft—he finally capped the ink jar, set the 
scrolls aside to await their return to their afternoon class, and locked and warded his office against 
intrusion for the night.  Padding down to the entrance to his lair, he murmured the password, and 
descended the steps as much by habit and feel as anything else. 
 
A yawn dragged his jaw wide, as he unlocked the metal door at the bottom of the stone stairwell.  
There was one good side-effect to shagging someone so many times a week, and that was the way 
all that sexual activity tended to tire him out.  He was now getting more sleep on a weekly basis 
than he’d enjoyed for any similar stretch of time in the past decade or so.  Or the last six and a half 
years, since Potter came to the school, bringing trouble and too many bad memories to Severus’ 
life.  The drawback was that he wasn’t roaming the corridors late at night as much as he used to 
do. 
 
But he didn’t want to think about the Boy Who Annoyed Him.  Pushing open the door, he stepped 
into the sitting room and stiffened briefly, before registering the presences in the chamber as the 
usual trio of house-elves who cleaned his quarters.  Nodding to them, he retreated to his 
bedchamber. 
 
The sheets had been stripped and replaced, the bed remade, and his belongings dusted and tidied.  
That was good; he wanted to brush his teeth, scrub his face, and collapse into bed.  Following 
through on those plans, Severus added the stripping of his clothes for good measure, somewhere 
between scrubbing and collapsing.  He might have lost seven years from the age of his body, but 
he still hadn’t the sexual stamina he’d enjoyed as a young man.  He needed his sleep, these days. 
 
Pulling the covers up over his body after he crawled between the cool, silvery-grey cotton sheets, 
he pulled the pillows behind his head, extinguished most of the candles with a flick of his wand, 
and looked at the painting across from him.  The fire crackled and burned cheerfully on the hearth, 
casting it partially in shadow.  Between those dancing shadows and the impressionistic quality of 
the brushstrokes, he could almost pretend the goddess across from him was real. 
 
Every night, if the real one hadn’t been in his arms at some point in the evening, Severus stared at 
her oddball portrait.  Some nights, he cupped himself, studying that luscious, white-draped rump, 
and imagined stripping her bare and having his way with her.  Other times, he barely gave himself 
a caress before drifting off to sleep.  Tonight was almost one of those nights; his fingers cupped 
his balls, his palm slid up his shaft, and then his eyelids drifted drowsily shut… 
 
And then popped open as a troubling thought crossed his mind.  I never actually said to Hermione 
that I don’t like portraits staring back at me, in my home.  I dreamt it, but I never actually said or 
thought anything actively, while I was awake… 
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Now there was a worrisome thought.  According to family legend, if a couple under the influence 
of Veritamoria were compatible to some degree, their mental abilities would eventually increase, 
enforcing even more intimacy upon the pairing.  One of the signs of such compatibility was 
rumored to be shared dreaming… 
 
No,  he reassured himself in the next moment.  No, we were touching at the time.  Sharing our 
thoughts directly, as we slept in each others’ arms.  That’s no different than being fully conscious 
and sharing our thoughts.  No, I’m certain the shared dreaming we’d have to worry about refers 
to moments when we wouldn’t be touching.  And that hasn’t happened yet. 
 
I want…  He could barely admit it to himself.  Curling onto his side, he clutched one of the pillows 
to his thin chest, his eyes still watching that restful painting over the hearth.  Her image turned a 
page, and Severus wondered, not for the first time, which book she was reading.  I wish… 
 
His eyes slowly drifted shut.  The next thing he knew, he could feel her cuddling up behind him 
like he was cuddling the pillow.  Trailing her fingers over his chest, she circled his nipple with her 
fingertips, and pressed soft kisses into the muscles of his upper arm.  Aroused, he turned to take 
her into his arms, and found her clad in flowing, satiny white, her curls tamed into an upswept 
style with chestnut ringlets dangling down on either side of her face.  He was clad all in black, in a 
frock coat with as many, if not more, tiny little buttons than the ones down the back of her gown. 
 
Pulling her into his arms—somehow they were on their feet, amid a crowd of friends and family, 
in some garden somewhere with a ton of flowers perfuming the air—Severus dipped his head 
down and kissed her hungrily, sharing with her a thought that arrowed straight out of the depths of 
his soul.  [God, how I love you, Hermione…] 
 
SHITE! 
 
Bolting upright on the bed, Severus blinked at the slowly dying fire on the hearth.  His heart was 
pounding, his skin chilled with sweat, his loins aching with need.  He didn’t know whether or not 
to call it a dream, or a nightmare. 
 
He loved her? 
 
There was no way in hell he was going to be able to sleep, now.  Not until he’d lectured that little 
piece of fallacious nonsense right out of his head. 
 
 
Chapter LII. 
 
 God, how I love you, Hermione… 
 
She didn’t know whether to call it a dream, or a nightmare.  She’d been in the middle of an 
anxiety-riddled dream of Quidditch, tests, and Draco’s drooling face as he kept trying to grab her 
breasts—which for some obscure dream-style reason he’d named the left one ‘Crabbe’ and the 
right one ‘Goyle’—when she’d heard it.  His voice.  Telling her that he loved her, with a depth of 
emotion that had bolted her upright out of her dream, and left her feeling very shaken. 
 
It had taken her a long time to go back to sleep; unable to relax, she’d finally given up and worked 
on homework for a couple hours inside the privacy of her bedcurtains, until her sleepiness came 
back, predictably over her History homework.  She’d finished off the scroll she’d been working on 

between yawns, all the while lecturing herself that it had just been a dream, and that love was 
literally the last thing either of them could afford.  He was her teacher, she was his student, strong 
emotional attachments were a weakness for Voldemort to exploit, he couldn’t possibly love her, 
she couldn’t possibly love him… 
 
It had left her feeling restless all night, even when she did fall asleep.  On the one hand, she didn’t 
want it to be true, because she wasn’t ready for something that earth-shattering to be true.  But on 
the other hand, a treacherous little—alright, semi-large—part of her wanted it to be true, because 
she was afraid it just might be reciprocated. 
 
Putting it firmly out of her head, or at least telling herself firmly to put it out, Hermione walked 
into the classroom behind Harry and Ron, feeling more than a bit at sixes and sevens, this 
morning. 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
Author’s Note:  I just found out where this phrase comes from, readers!  “At sixes and 
sevens”, commonly used in Britain to mean “topsy-turvy”, “blown about”, “confused”, 
“muddled”, and other variants, actually refers to the positions of the Merchant Taylors’ 
and the Skinners’ guilds in the rankings of the top twelve guilds in England in the latter 
Middle Ages.  The two guilds disputed their positions on the charts as to which was in 
sixth and which was in seventh place on the list in seniority; to solve the quarrel, they 
eventually decided on switching positions every year.  On one Easter Day, Merchant 
Taylors would give ground to Skinners, and on the next Easter, Skinners would slip back 
under Merchant Taylors. 
 
The full list of the “Great Twelve”, if you’re curious, is:  1. Mercers, 2. Grocers, 3. 
Drapers, 4. Fishmongers, 5. Goldsmiths, 6/7. Skinners, 7/6 Merchant Taylors, 8, 
Haberdashers, 9. Salters, 10. Ironmongers, 11. Vintners, and 12. Clothworkers.  These 
groups are known as “Livery Companies” (and there’s over 100 of them in the U.K. by 
now) because they were granted heraldic arms, and thus have the right to display the 
two chief colors of those arms, or “livery colors”, whenever there’s a need for heraldic 
pageantry.  (For the HP universe, the livery colours of Gryffindor would be red and 
gold, and the colours of Slytherin, green and silver—as if you couldn’t guess).  Just 
thought you’d find this little factoid interesting!  ~Lotm 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
A swish of her wand at the stone shelves reserved for the seventh-year’s Advance Potions class 
levitated her cauldron with its simmering-level magical fire at the base.  She started guiding it up 
the aisle, heading towards her lab-table at the head of the classroom, her mind on what would be 
needed for the next stage.  As she headed up the central aisle, Hermione felt something hit the side 
of her neck.  It started to burn, horribly. 
 
Her cauldron wobbled as she gasped in pain and pawed at the neckline of her robes, burning her 
fingers but flinging the whatever-it-was off of her skin.  It was a nasty shade of purply-brown, and 
the cut sides of the smallish slice were oozing a greenish-yellow mucus.  Some of the brew inside 
her cauldron slopped out and splattered on the stone floor, sizzling against the stone, as her wand-
hand shook with her frantic, left-handed pawing at the right side of her neck. 
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“—Malfoy!  Buggane liver bile is a contact-poison!  Detention!”  Snape’s voice snapped.  “Miss 
Granger, put your cauldron back on the shelf and get up here.  Potter, clean up the mess on the 
floor.” 
 
She shifted the floating cauldron back onto the stone shelf as Harry pointed his wand at the floor, 
making the spilled brew and the slice of liver vanish. 
 
“Get over here, Miss Granger, now!  Unless you want to drop dead in the next half-hour?”  the 
Potions Master added sarcastically.  His stygian glare swept over the rest of the class.  “The rest of 
you, the instructions are on the board.  Get to work!” 
 
Hermione, hands and neck burning, hurried to join him as he entered the storeroom.  Sitting her 
down on a stool, he had her remove the robe and drop it on the floor as he used his wand to 
cleanse her throat and fingers from a distance, then fetched a blue-glazed jar from one of the 
shelves, and some cotton swabs from another shelf.  Holding her wrist in his hand, he daubed the 
ointment from the jar over her flesh with the swab. 
 
[Damned prat,]  he muttered as he worked, meticulously smearing the ointment all over the 
affected skin.  The yellow-green creme smelled like fresh-mown clover and tingled like an ice-
pack, soothing each burned spot before it went numb.  Severus applied it with painstaking care, 
even wedging some of it up underneath her fingernails.  [He’s lucky I have the antidote on hand.  
I’ll have to incinerate your robes; I don’t want any of the house-elves accidentally poisoning 
themselves, trying to wash it.] 
 
{I wish I could incinerate him,}  Hermione muttered back, tilting her head to the side as Severus 
used a freshly dipped swab on the side of her neck, casting the other one onto her robe on the 
floor. 
 
[I agree he could’ve picked a less lethal object to throw at you,]  he concurred.  For a moment 
their eyes met, and his mouth curled up into a smile; since his back was to the open doorway, 
Severus felt it was safe to do so.  [But you’ll have to admit, all your friends in Gryffindor will be 
howling for my blood now, giving him a mere detention when he clearly tried to poison you.] 
 
{Nothing like a good spot of blatant unfairness to improve your dastardly reputation,}  she 
retorted, masking her own smile in a grimace as he stroked more of the at least pleasantly pungent 
creme over her skin. 
 
“Are there any other spots that burn, Miss Granger?” 
 
She started to shake her head, then winced as her neck started burning again.  “I think some of it 
got onto my shirt collar.” 
 
 Grunting, he used his wand to slice off the ring of fabric, tossing the severed, white strip onto her 
discarded robe with another flick of his wand.  Swabbing the newest affected spot, he eyed her, 
waiting for it to go numb.  “Anywhere else?” 
 
“A little bit on my palm, here, I think.”  A daub, a smear, and she nodded.  “It’s all going numb 
now, sir.” 
 
“Good.  Detention, for slopping your potion on my clean classroom floor.  And for being 
improperly dressed.  Go change your clothes and be back here within ten minutes, or I’ll dock 

Gryffindor ten points for every minute you’re late.  And don’t forget to rescue your things from 
your school robe, or they’ll be incinerated, too.” 
 
Sweeping out of the room, he heard her muttering “Accio” several times as she rescued whatever 
had been in the pockets of her robe.  Sure enough, her Gryffindor friends were glaring at him, and 
even the Ravenclaw who was her partner for this term shot him a dirty look.  Neither of them had 
bothered to keep their voices low as they’d spoken, though they hadn’t been overly loud, so most 
of the class had heard his treatment of Miss Granger.  Severus watched the number of sympathetic 
glances shot her way as she hurried out of the storeroom, dumping her belongings on the desk as 
she passed the front of the class, heading for the door. 
 
He wished he had even half as many people who cared about him as she clearly had who cared 
about her. 
 
When she came back—with a minute to spare, apparently having slipped her little jar of Floo 
powder into a pocket to speed her passage, since it wasn’t one of the things on the desk—he 
watched her carefully for signs of buggane poisoning.  The creatures, sort of a cross between 
giants and trolls, were native to the Isle of Man, living under the hills ridging the length of the 
small country.  Their livers and their blood were useful for some of the more powerful healing 
draughts, and the bugganes had cut a deal with the wizarding community a couple hundred years 
before; they were permitted to live on the Isle—the only giant-like creatures allowed to do so in all 
the British Isles—if they donated blood three times a year, and a slice of liver once a year, since 
the liver could regenerate itself easily within their overgrown bodies. 
 
It was quite useful once processed into healing potions with other ingredients, yes, but the bile a 
buggane’s liver oozed was a deadly contact poison in its own.  Only the Advanced Potions classes 
were allowed to handle it , because by their seventh year, the students had enough control over 
their magic to prepare and handle their slices of liver strictly by magic.  Malfoy had apparently 
used his wand and a levitating charm to fling the bit of liver at Hermione, without accidentally 
poisoning himself. 
 
Halfway into the class, free for once to constantly glance her way, Severus grew worried.  She 
seemed to be drooping in her seat.  Striding over to her, Severus caught her chin, forcing 
Hermione to look up at him.  With his other hand, he pried up her eyelids as she started to frown, 
staring at each eye.  The whites of her eyes were a little bloodshot, but not yellowed, as far as he 
could tell.  “Stick out your tongue, Miss Granger.” 
 
She opened her mouth and stuck it out.  Her breath smelled faintly like eggs and a cinnamon 
sticky-bun, no doubt left over from breakfast, though it was overlaid with the odor of mown clover 
from the ointment on her hand and neck. The color of the coating on her tastebuds was its normal 
faint white, and her lips their usual rosy red, thankfully.  Anything hinting at a greenish or bluish 
hue would have spelled serious trouble for her. 
 
{…Checking for signs of poisoning?} 
 
[Yes.  You don’t have any, thankfully.  You look tired, though, and it worried me.] 
 
{Disturbing dreams, last night.  I didn’t get much sleep.} 
 
[I know what you mean—what did you dream of, last night?]  he asked her sharply, tipping her 
head up further, as if trying to peer down her throat, giving him an excuse to continue touching 
her. 
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{Malfoy nicknaming my breasts, Quidditch flying, and test papers with too many legs and too 
many teeth.  I’d rather not recall it, thank you,}  she added, firmly repressing her sub-thoughts 
before they could stray to the part where she wasn’t sure if the part about him saying he loved her 
was just a dream…or disturbingly real. 
 
Nodding, relieved, he released her jaw with a curt,  “—It seems you’ll live, Miss Granger.  Until 
tomorrow night’s detention, at least,”  he added snidely, straightening to look down the classroom 
at Draco.  “Dress for a tramp through the Forbidden Forest, both of you.  I’m a little short on 
certain fungi.  …Well?  Don’t just stand there, girl; get back to work!”  he snapped at Hermione.  
“You’re not dying, so you have no excuse!” 
 
 
Chapter LIII. 
 
“I found another one, Professor!” 
 
Hermione looked up from her own searching at the sound of Malfoy’s voice, trying not to let her 
knitted hat get pulled off by yet another branch on yet another bush.  They hadn’t needed to go 
deep into the Forest, thankfully; Troll Toe mushrooms liked growing in the thickets at the edges of 
clearings and such, which meant they merely needed to skirt the forest covering the slopes of the 
hills at the back of the castle.  And pick up any number of minor scratches, in the process.  Breath 
puffing in the cold light from the tip of her wand and the faint glow of the quarter-moon filtering 
down through the trees, Hermione peered through the limbs at the valley beyond.  They weren’t 
all that far from the gate the two of them had used before; she could see it, since it was less than 
two hundred yards away. 
 
Pain stabbed through her arm.  Breath catching on clenched teeth, she gauged the intensity of it.  
More than when she’d been in Severus’ body, less than the first time she’d felt it.  Huh…  So my 
theory was right; it’s not so much that I’m feeling the Mark burning on his arm, as I’m feeling his 
reaction to it burning on his arm… 
 
“Miss Granger, where are you?” 
 
“Over here, Professor!” 
 
He tramped his way through the undergrowth, bending and twisting his lean, cloaked frame as he 
dodged limbs and branches, leaving Malfoy behind.  Reaching her, he peered into her basket, 
counting the lumpy, bulbous mushrooms she’d gathered so far.  His hands discreetly pulled out a 
clutch of small vials from his pocket as he spoke under his breath.  “It’s time.  Vigo for 
you…tutucupra for me…ferrinjuria for both of us,”  he added in an undertone, passing her one of 
a pair of identical bottles.  He sheltered her from Draco’s view with his shoulders as she tipped the 
contents of her own two vials into her mouth.  “Will you be able to manage?  I brought a bit of 
Calming Draught if you cannot, but I’d rather not use it, as it would diminish the intensity of your 
responses.” 
 
“I’ll manage,”  she reassured him, just as quietly if somewhat more grimly.  “I don’t have a 
choice.” 
 
“You’re very brave,”  he praised her in a quiet murmur, before turning aside and raising his voice.  
“Mr. Malfoy!  Come down here, please.  We have one more place to search, before we’re through 
for the night.” 

 
Leading both of them out of the edge of the woods, he strode for the path and the gate in the stone 
fence marking the school’s Unplottable boundaries.  And the edge of some very subtle but very 
powerful wardings.  Opening the rustic wooden gate, he waited for the two students to pass 
through, then took their baskets and set them down.  Hermione affected a frown, peering around at 
the cold, damp valley around them. 
 
“Professor…why are we out here?  There’s no forest-verge to search.” 
 
Draco smirked as Severus uncorked and tipped the contents of both bottles down his throat.  The 
platinum-haired Slytherin answered for him.  “Isn’t it obvious…Mudslut?” 
 
She rounded on him with a scowl.  “…Honestly, Malfoy!  Are you some sex-obsessed idiot, or 
what?  Calling me ‘Mudslut’ all the time—are you so perverted, you have to wank off at the 
thought of a Mudblood?”  A soft laugh escaped the Potions Master before Severus could catch it, 
let alone quell the urge.  She rounded on him with another scowl, the pinching of her brow visible 
in the chilly, faint moonlight bathing the valley.  Hermione seized the opportunity to play up to his 
gaffe, glaring at her lover.  “What are you laughing at?” 
 
Reaching up with his left hand, he brushed her cheek with the back of his knuckles, stoically 
ignoring the pain in that arm.  As if they’d rehearsed it a thousand times—it was more like only 
twenty—her stiff, angry stance melted away under the gentle caress within seconds, leaving her 
looking as relaxed as if she’d actually taken a Calming Draught.  Severus allowed himself another 
chuckle, pleased with her acting ability, and glanced at his godson.  “She’s right, Draco.  You are 
perverted, for wanting to ‘wank off’ to the thought of her naked in your arms.” 
 
“Can you blame me?”  Draco retorted, flicking his hand at her.  “She’s filled out like a pin-up girl, 
in the last year or so.  And I know what she feels like in my arms.” 
 
{Urgh!} 
 
Severus soothed her with a mental shh, and arched a brow at the Slytherin.  “So long as you don’t 
sully your bloodline by breeding with a Mudblood, I suppose there’s no harm in lusting after one.  
They’re great for relieving one’s urges, though this one is currently off-limits.  Come, we’ve been 
Summoned; one does not make the Dark Lord wait without reason.” 
 
With his right hand, he pulled two silver masks from his cloak; one was his own full-face mask, 
the other a silver domino that he passed to Draco.  Glancing at Hermione, he hesitated, then spoke. 
 
“Close your eyes and keep them closed, Mudslut, until I touch you again.” 
 
Obediently, she closed her eyes.  Almost obediently, as he removed his hand from her face.  She 
waited a few seconds, listening to him slipping the mask on, then blinked them open.  And drew in 
a breath to scream, putting on a show for Draco’s benefit.  Severus caught her jaw quickly in his 
hand, and she went limp again, her scream squeaking into silence. 
 
[You’re supposed to be under my control, girl!] 
 
{Sod off; it’s only February,}  she retorted tartly, though her expression was smoothly serene.  {I 
figure you wouldn’t have full verbal control of me until the end of March at the earliest.} 
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He let himself chuckle again, since Malfoy would no doubt think it was triumph at having her 
under his control.  It was actually for the way she seemed to be able to think of nearly everything.  
[Devious little witch…] 
 
{You haven’t even begun to realize it, yet,}  she quipped back. 
 
“Give me your hand, Draco,”  Severus ordered his godson.  “Hold onto my wrist tightly.  Mudslut, 
push up my left sleeve.” 
 
The chestnut-haired young woman and platinum-haired young man both complied.  Pulling out his 
wand, Severus moved carefully, keeping one hand on Hermione’s jaw, and allowing Draco to grip 
the other arm.  As soon as enough of the Mark was bared, Severus tapped it, concentrating very 
carefully on bringing both of them with him as he Apparated them to the Dark Lord’s location. 
 
The more people one Apparated with, the more dangerous it was.  He supposed, as they popped 
into a new place, that he could’ve brought Draco here first, then returned for the girl, to save his 
energy.  Yet it wasn’t the least bit exhausting.  Glancing around, he took stock of the black 
hangings, serpentine decorations, sparsity of furniture, and Draco’s face.  From the relaxed, 
knowing look, they were in one of the many chambers of the sprawling mansion that was Malfoy 
Manor. 
 
Someone, probably the house-elves, had removed whatever furniture was normally in this largish 
room, replacing it with a circle of padded leather armchairs around the periphery, a couple of 
tables strewn with various implements of metal, leather, and other substances, plus several low, 
leather-padded benches angled between the armchairs, positioned like radial spokes in an old-
fashioned carriage wheel.  A stone hearth sat to one side, half obscured behind one of the chairs; it 
was currently unlit, the room being warmed by some other means, probably some spell.  In the 
center of the chamber sat a carved, wooden frame bearing a collection of wooden beams and 
leather straps that looked somewhat like an archaic, medieval torture device.  It was a bondage 
frame, and very familiar to Severus.  The sight of it churned his stomach, which mixed 
unpleasantly with the aphrodisiac he had taken, just now kicking into his system. 
 
{You’ve been strapped into that thing, before?}  Hermione asked him, eyeing it with carefully 
neutral disinterest on her face, even as she followed his less than happy sub-thoughts. 
 
[Yes.  As a part of my initiation into the Death Eaters.  I see Lucius has kept the wood polished 
and the straps in good repair…and I hate the very thought of binding you into it.  I know the 
damage that can be done to a body, while one is trapped within it.] 
 
Her gaze drifted to his face with a slow, dull-witted blink, but her thoughts were otherwise.  {I 
trust you, Severus.  I did take ferrinjuria, so you needn’t spare the rod and risk spoiling this 
particular ‘child’…and as you yourself pointed out, I am a bit of a ‘discipline junkie’.} 
 
[God, I am a pervert—I don’t think it’s just the potion turning me on, at the moment.]  Letting his 
gaze slide over the rest of the room, he looked over his shoulder and found Voldemort sitting in 
that overblown Malfoy throne behind them.  Draco released his wrist and stepped up to the Dark 
Lord, dropping to one knee and picking up the hem of the blowhard’s sable robes. 
 
“Master,”  he murmured respectfully, kissing the dusty edge of the fabric, as Severus caught 
Hermione’s hand, turning both of them to face the pair. 
 
“Young Draco Malfoy.  You do your father honor, with such politeness,”  Voldemort drawled. 

 
“I would do you honor, my Lord,” Draco pledged.  “My greatest ambition is to be worthy of 
serving you.” 
 
“You will join Our ranks soon enough,”  the Dread Lord promised him, dismissing him with a 
flick of those long, talon-tipped, pallid fingers.  “Join the others.  We have planned an amusing 
entertainment for those who are highest in my favor this night.” 
 
“I am deeply honored to be included in their august number,”  Draco murmured with unctuous 
grace, bowing himself over to one of the few empty chairs ringing the otherwise occupied room.  
It was behind one of the tables, which Severus noted bore many familiar items from his induction 
days. 
 
Bringing Hermione forward, Severus dropped them to their knees.  In tandem, they picked up the 
robe hem and kissed it.  “Master.” 
 
“Severus.”  Voldemort bestowed on him a smile, just enough to bare his reshaped, fang-like teeth.  
“Are you ready to begin the entertainments?” 
 
He looked around, craning his head since the mask didn’t allow a great deal of peripheral vision.  
“I do not see any other females, my Lord.” 
 
“Ah, yes.  The other participants in the entertainment.”  Clapping his hands loudly, Voldemort 
looked expectantly towards the door.  Three Death Eaters entered after a moment, each one 
prodding five naked, stiff-joined women, each one apparently under the control of the Imperius 
Curse.  They were marched each to a bench, and shackled onto it, face up and with their heads 
toward the center of the room. 
 
Severus felt Hermione stiffen and clamped his mind tightly down over hers, quashing any half-
formed sub-thoughts of rescuing them all.  [—Don’t you dare!  Our first priority is rescuing 
ourselves, dammit!  I don’t like it, either, but we have to do exactly as we’ve planned, or we’re all 
dead.] 
 
{I’ve got a charm on my bracelet, it’s a homing-beacon,}  she told him, face carefully 
expressionless.  {I could break it off, and use it to summon the Aurors here.} 
 
[Leave it, but keep it in mind for later.  We can’t afford to have the evening interrupted too soon—
] 
 
“Goyle!  Leave that woman alone!”  Voldemort snapped, startling both of them.  “Crucio!” 
 
Goyle Senior yelled hoarsely, jerking his hands away from the breasts he was bruising, crumpling 
to the floor in agony.  He was held under the Unforgivable Curse for several seconds, then 
released.  Voldemort lowered his wand, addressing all of them coldly as the lummox panted 
behind his mask. 
 
“…They are for later, once the entertainments have formally begun.  Have the courtesy to rein in 
your lustful gluttony at least until the meal has been served.  So to speak…  Snape, We grow 
impatient, as you can no doubt see.” 
 
“At once, Master.  Mudslut, cast the Fabulesse spell with me,”  Severus ordered the young woman 
at his side.  She turned and clasped hands with him, flicking her wand out of her sleeve.  They 
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leaned out and swivelled, canting each half’s ritual words in turn, then together shouted,  “—
Aballamahallamatantra!” 
 
That connected everyone in the room to their physical sensations.  Given the apparent expectation 
of impending sado-masochism, and the tools to ensure it, this was probably going to be one of 
those Memory-Cleaning kind of nights.  The kind of charm she’d already used to scrub her mind 
clean, after her assigned reading of de Sade’s utterly disgusting works. 
 
Chapter LIV. 
 
The walls blazed with colour, lighting up even the unlit hearth along one wall, and a couple of the 
women gasped and shrieked in fear.  A couple of the men flinched as well, clutching at their 
wands; some of them apparently hadn’t been at the previous, pre-New Year’s Eve party.  As soon 
as the spell settled, the men shifted in their chairs, erections springing involuntarily to life, and 
several of the women moaned, their imposed mental bonds already loosened when Goyle’s 
concentration had been shattered under the weight of the Cruciatus Curse.  Malfoy and Crabbe 
released their own Curses, and more of the women moaned softly, caught up in the influence of 
the Aqua Vigo thrumming through Hermione’s veins. 
 
Severus looked down at Hermione as they both straightened from the ritual position.  [Ready?] 
 
{As much as I’ll ever be.}  She dropped her wand, letting it snap into the charm bracelet dangling 
around her wrist.  {Shall I pull off the panic-button?} 
 
[Not yet.  Remember, we’re here for the long-range goal, not any short-range ones.  However 
much the sight of all of this may sicken both of us.  Let it play out a little longer, or they might 
suspect something.]  His wand tapped her shoulder.  “Sartorlagen.”  Her clothes vanished from 
her body, reappearing instantly in a neat pile on one of the instrument-laden tables.  “Step up to 
the frame, Mudslut.” 
 
Still holding his hand—making it look as if he were gallantly helping her into place—she stepped 
up to the odd collection of wood, metal and leather, then literally onto the frame itself.  Turning 
around under the touch of her hand, she faced outward, looking well over the heads of the Death 
Eaters and their prisoners.  Doing her best to ignore what was about to happen. 
 
Severus slid her palm over her belly, up to one breast, and touched the edge of the frame with the 
other.  At last it was his turn to be in control of this blasted contraption.  He didn’t glance at 
Lucius, though, as he spoke the ritual words that activated the frame.  “By thy consent, I bind thee 
here, until ‘frogs in winter’ sets thee free.” 
 
The silver-clasped, snake-stamped leather straps slithered around her limbs, making Hermione 
gasp involuntarily.  They literally lifted her up off her feet, centering her hips along the 
rectangular frame, supporting her weight and spreading her limbs via straps around her ankles, 
knees, upper thighs, waist, more leather around the ribs just under her breasts, biceps, wrists, at the 
base of her throat, and even a circular strap that held her forehead firmly in place.  Those straps 
tingled with magic, too, warning her without words that they were undoubtedly ensorcelled 
against Apparating, and alohomora, and who knew what other escape-artist spells. 
 
The sensation of being absolutely helpless frightened her—this was worse than petrificus totalis, 
because while she could move a little, her confinement wouldn’t wear off by itself after a few 
minutes.  Hermione tensed to struggle; Severus quickly imposed his will on hers, soothing her 
with wordless sub-thoughts, encouraging her to trust him as much as she could.  Coaxing her to 

enjoy the feathery caresses he bestowed on her flesh, using both hands now to titillate her 
panicked nerves. 
 
[Relax, puss,]  he drawled softly in her mind, using his best professorial tones.  [Do try to turn the 
pain into pleasure, Miss Granger, or I’ll have to give you demerits…] 
 
She closed her eyes, shutting out the room and the watching Death Eaters.  {Yes…lecture me, 
punish me—they don’t exist, they’re not here—} 
 
A whisper, and something silken wrapped around her head.  Hermione opened her eyes, or tried 
to; she caught a brief glimpse of silver and green, what looked like his House tie, before it bound 
itself around her eyes, blocking out her vision. 
 
[It’s just you and me,]  Severus coaxed her.  [Let’s play pretend, shall we?  Let’s pretend I’m 
punishing you for making a horrible mistake in class…damn, I can’t reach the tools without 
letting you go, and if I let you go, Voldemort might pounce on your mind.] 
 
{My Occlumency lessons are coming along, but not that well enough,}  Hermione agreed 
unsteadily. 
 
[What I need is another body.  I wish I’d brought the doppleshell, but I wouldn’t want Voldemort 
to get ahold of something that powerful…] 
 
{Then you need an assistant—damn!}  She bit her lower lip at the unpleasant thought that 
occurred, but she offered it anyway.  {Use Malfoy.  Draco.  He can hand you things, and you’ll 
get brownie-points with Lucius for involving the prat.  And possibly points from You-Know-Who.} 
 
[You’re unbelievably  brave, Hermione Granger,]  he praised her, sighing unhappily as he did so.  
[The last thing I want to do is share you with him.  I’ll make sure he understands he’s only to hand 
me the instruments of my choice, and not to directly handle you.]  Out loud, he turned and looked 
at the domino-masked youth, his fingers gently tweaking one of her nipples.  “Draco, I would like 
your assistance.” 
 
The pale-haired young man sprang out of his seat, hope and delight making his features all but 
glow.  “Anything, Professor.  What can I do?” 
 
“You will stand between those two tables, and hand me whatever I ask from them.  And when I 
am done wth each tool, you will charm them clean and replace them exactly where you found 
them.”  Severus gave the young man an arch look.  “If you are to learn any of this, you must learn 
it properly, after all.” 
 
“—And you would presume to teach him?”  a silken sneer called out.  Hermione knew that voice.  
It belonged to Lucius Malfoy. 
 
“I’ve learned much through the years, old friend, and have long since gone beyond the little games 
we used to play,”  Severus drawled back, externally confident.  Internally, he felt a bit less sure.  [I 
can’t believe I’ve just challenged myself.  Mind if I try to get a little creative, my dear?] 
 
With the blindfold on, Hermione could actually relax a little.  For the moment.  She suspected that 
when he started disciplining her in earnest, things would get very intense.  {Why not?  I’m not 
going anywhere at the moment, and we mustn’t disappoint our audience, after all.  Might as well 
give ‘em a truly perverted floor-show.} 
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That made him want to laugh.  A brief moment of internal debate, and Severus allowed the 
chuckle to come out, making sure it dripped with a suitable level of evil amusement as he palmed 
her other breast.  “Draco.  On the tables somewhere should be a flogger, black, on one side patent 
leather, the other sable fur, about the length of your forearm, and the width of three fingers.  Bring 
it to me.” 
 
“Yes, Professor.” 
 
Hermione’s ears strained; she heard something scrape slightly, and the pad of footsteps across the 
uncarpeted stone floor. 
 
“Here you are.” 
 
“Thank you.”  Severus’ hand shifted from her breast to her shoulder as he moved around her.  “So 
long as I touch her, and will it to be so, she will not register my presence,”  he informed the others.  
“But when I let go, in order to train her, I must use other means of suppressing her knowledge of 
just who, exactly, is using her.  Tricks to disguise my voice, accents and the like, utilizing ways 
such as the blindfold to ensure that she feels appropriately helpless and never sees my face…and 
of course, the mixture of my touch and my commands, confusing and beguiling her simple, 
Mudblooded mind…” 
 
Something tickled her, making her flinch.  It was the fur side of the stiff leather flogger, tickling 
up along her calves.  He brought it in a slow, soft caress all the way up over her buttocks, then 
withdrew it; the softness provoked a couple of moans from the other women around the room, 
though they sounded more like sighs than anything else.  A spell-worded murmur, and she felt the 
mass of her curls twisting itself up into a knot at the nape of her neck.  Baring her back.  A thump 
of the flogger—padded from the fur—against her buttocks, and he glided the softness up the curve 
of her spine.  It occurred to her that he had somehow done so without bumping over the leather 
straps holding her in place.  {Severus…?} 
 
[The straps are enchanted, yes.  They will not hinder any touch delivered by the one who bound 
you into the frame,]  he enlightened her, following her sub-thoughts.  [I will be able to touch you 
anywhere I desire…and move you into almost any position, too.] 
 
The moan that escaped her own lips had nothing to do with the way he shifted the flogger to the 
front of her throat and smoothed it down over the slopes of her breasts, belly, and thighs.  
{Mmm…depending on how things turn out, I might ask for one of these for my next birthday…} 
 
He chuckled again, tapping his mask with his wand to change it into a half-mask.  At her sub-
thoughted inquiry, he told her,  [Just changing my mask; mustn’t let it get in my way when I give 
you a tongue-lashing…] 
 
“Get on with it!”  someone ordered.  “We’re here to see the Mudblood punished!” 
 
 
Chapter LV. 
 
  
***************************************************************************** 
 

Author’s Warning:  Scenes of intense BDSM-play and sexual violence ahead.  If you’re 
squeamish, please skip to the next chapter entirely.  I’ll try to fit it all into just the one 
chapter, though it’ll probably end up as a bloody long one. 
 
Sorry, no elephant-warnings for this one. For some utterly unknown and thoroughly 
puzzling reason, Malfoy Manor seems to have been warded against invasions by 
pachyderms.  Wwhen I went looking for a violinist ostrich in spandex as a suitable 
replacement, the rental shop was closed for repairs, something about a delusional 
anaconda that had lodged itself and an autographed copy of PoA somewhere in their 
water pipes, demanding a redheaded firsty-year student from Hogwarts and a couple of 
dead roosters for company, alas…  ~Lotm 
  
***************************************************************************** 
 
“On the contrary,”  Severus corrected their audience coolly.  “I am taking the time to turn this 
session into a lesson in obedience for my little Mudslut, here.  Eventually, I will have her broken 
to my will, and obedient to my commands even when I am not actually touching her.  The proper 
combination of pain—” 
 
SLAP! 
 
Hermione cried out as the hard, patent-leather side smacked bruisingly hard into her breast.  A 
chorus of gasps and yelps from the other women accompanied it. 
 
“—and pleasure—” 
 
She gasped as the fingers of his other hand thrust between the folds of her loins, finding and 
rubbing her clitoris.  A couple of the women tied to the benches moaned in confused bliss. 
 
“—can teach almost anyone how to properly behave.”  Severus shifted the flogger to his other 
hand, trailing the fur side across her belly, along with the edge of his thumb.  A flick of his wand, 
and he murmured the Disrobing Charm, settling his upper clothes on top of hers.  [I’m going to let 
go of you, now.  Just for a little bit,]  he warned her.  [Keep your hands relaxed.  If Voldemort tries 
to read your mind, clench both of your hands as tightly as you can, and I’ll touch you and help 
keep him away from your true thoughts.] 
 
{It’s not an attack from Voldemort that makes me nervous about being left here to hang all 
alone,}  she retorted.  {Go ahead, though.  I can’t exactly stop you, bound up like this.} 
 
[You could, if you said ‘frogs in winter’.  That will free you, whether it comes from your lips, mine, 
or anyone else’s,]  he promised.  [Just behave like you’re waking up from your trance, and do 
your usual splendid job of acting.] 
 
His hand withdrew from her body, leaving her alone in the darkness of her blindfold-shut eyes.  A 
moment later, the hard side of the flogger smacked her in the arse.  Hermione jerked wildly—as 
much from the unexpectedness of the blow as from her acting abilities—and ‘woke up’. 
 
“What the…where am I?  What the hell am I in?  Hey!  Hey—help!  Someone, help me get out of 
this thing!  Hel—yeowch!”  She injected a little fear into her voice as her buttocks stung a second 
time.  “Who hit me?  What’s going on?” 
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“Do you not remember, senorita?”  that silky voice drawled, though it came now with a Spanish 
accent.  “Do you not know who I am?” 
 
“Who…oh, god!  You!—Help!”  she screamed, struggling in her bonds. 
 
She looked positively delicious; what little movements she could make made her breasts jiggle 
enticingly.  Severus smirked and caressed her shoulder, just a simple touch of his finger trailing 
over the creamy curve of her deltoid.  “Relax…” 
 
Her struggles ceased.  He removed his touch again. 
 
“You will learn to obey me soon, my little Mudslut.” 
 
She ‘woke up’ and frowned through the blindfold.  “—Like hell, I will!” 
 
Severus slapped her hard in the buttocks with the shiny side of the flogger, making  her and 
several of the other women around the room yelp.  He struck her five more times as she writhed 
and yelled, then calmed her with a stroke down her stomach, and an expert delving of his fingers 
between her nether-lips.  That made her moan, as did the women linked to her through the 
Fabulesse spell. 
 
“Sweet Salazar, she’s wet!”  someone muttered.  “I can feel it on my fingertips!” 
 
Severus smirked again, for the benefit of their audience.  Withdrawing his fingers, he brought 
them to his nose and sniffed, then licked, allowing the men around them to savor her taste.  “Such 
sweet dew from my little Mudslut slave.  You secretly like this, don’t you?” 
 
“Go to hell!”  Hermione snapped defiantly, struggling again. 
 
A stroke of the frame, and it lifted up several inches, making her gasp at the unnanounced jostle.  
Severus tossed the flogger at Draco, who caught it and returned to its spot on the lefthand table.  
Stepping up close to her, the dark-haired man spoke in the smooth, not quite lisping accent of his 
Barcelonan relatives, sounding convincingly unlike his normal self.  It was amazing, what a well-
practiced accent could do to help change a man’s voice out of recognition; he would’ve picked a 
Germanic one, which he could also imitate, save that Spanish sounded much more seductive when 
rolling off the tongue. 
 
“You know the rules, senorita.  Every time you please me and do exactly as I say, my little 
Mudslut, I will reward you.  Like this…” 
 
Leaning forward, he closed his mouth around her nipple, suckling with his lips and circling the 
turgid peak with his tongue.  He flicked the nubbin in the way he knew she liked, then licked 
down the underside of the curve, tickling the sensitive crease at the base.  His ministrations were 
unhindered by the magical strap just under her breasts, for it seemed to fade out of his way 
whenever he got within a fingerlength of it, though it did not lose one whit of its restraining 
ability. 
 
A chorus of moans rose up around her own.  They increased in intensity as he slid his fingers 
between her nether-folds, manipulating her damp flesh with all the expertise he had learned in the 
past two months, coupled with the feedback from the Veritamoria linking them.  He teased and 
licked, rubbed and nipped at her delicious curves, mouth above, fingers below, until she was 

straining against the straps, seeking more.  Withdrawing hand and mouth after a few more 
moments, he slowly licked his fingers clean. 
 
Being blindfolded and bound helpless like this was an intense experience.  On top of that, she 
knew they had an audience.  Nervousness, fear, pain, lust and desire, she was discovering, formed 
one heck of an adrenaline-rushing mix. 
 
Holding out his damp hand, the other one caressing her hip, Severus stated,  “Cat’o’nine, the one 
with the mix of hard leather and suede.” 
 
Draco hunted through the tables, found what was wanted, and brought it over.  Severus dipped his 
head in silent thanks as Malfoy Junior retreated again, and drew the inch-wide strands through his 
fingers, studying her for a moment before speaking again.  “When you defy me, senorita…I will 
punish you with pain.” 
 
He swung, striking her on the belly.  She gasped, fingers briefly curling tight, then jerking wide, 
letting him know quickly that it wasn’t from a Legilimencied attack.  Swinging around the edge of 
the rune-carved, silver-bossed frame, he smacked her hard on her sweet, rounded arse, raising a 
nest of red lines and a cry that burst from her lips.  She struggled, this time in what had to be 
earnest as he struck her again, and again, shifting his position and the angle of his attacks so that 
he raised a crisscross of welts along those sweet, blushing globes. 
 
Pausing after ten slaps, he moved back in front of her.  Whimpers from the other women let him 
know they had felt every single blow.  Many of them had even arched their hips up, trying to get 
their uninjured buttocks off the benches they were strapped against.  Glancing back up at her face, 
Severus tightened his gut against the sight of the tears that had dampened the edge of his school 
tie.  Affecting his accent, he admonished her. 
 
“What’s wrong, Mudslut?  It stings, si?  It hurts because you defy my will.  Obey me, heed me, do 
exactly as I say, and I will give you pleasure.  I will give you this.”  A stroke of the frame, and it 
tilted her back, doubling up her legs and lifting itself by several more inches, until her cunt was at 
the level of his head.  Stepping forward, unhindered by the wooden edge or the leather straps, 
Severus buried his face in her womanhood, giving in for a moment to the liquid lust that was 
burning slowly through his veins. 
 
Now the men joined in the chorus of moans and gasps, groaning with pleasure at the sensations of 
sweet taste, musky scent, and wet warmth being smeared all over their faces, from nose to chin, 
cheek to cheek, even onto the edges of his mask.  Severus gripped one buttock, though he didn’t 
have to do so to hold her still; the bonds pinning her in the frame were doing that on their own.  
He did it to make her gasp with pain, to make the women around them gasp, mingling the burning 
heat with the pleasure of his ravenous attack of her, and by extention their, most intimate folds. 
 
A swing of the cat’o’nine, and she gasped as it slapped over her stomach, nicking one of her 
breasts with one of the hard-leather straps.  A second wrapping swing of his arm smacked the 
strands against those globes.  She cried out in pain, then shuddered with an almost involuntary 
orgasm, as he sucked on her clitoris, flicking it rapidly with his tongue. 
 
His arousal was a hot, heavy thing behind the placket of his trousers.  Pressing his face into her 
crotch, Severus lowered his hands to his waist and unfastened the front of his pants with brisk, 
efficient movements.  Raising a hand, he stroked the bondage frame, lowering her whole body by 
two feet as he stepped back enough to give her room to descend  The woman bound and 
blindfolded in the straps panted raggedly, moaning in the back of her throat.  Severus sneered 
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down at her, affecting his accent again.  Maintaining the fiction that, if he wasn’t touching her, 
then she was capable of ‘remembering’ their little training session. 
 
“Thus you see how I intend to control you, my little Mudslut.  Now, beg me to fuck you.” 
 
“Wha… what?”  she managed to gasp. 
 
“Beg me to fuck you.” 
 
“What?  I’m not going to—ahh!” 
 
A chorus of screams accompanied her cry.  He’d smacked her again in the chest with the 
cat’o’nine.  That silky, sexy sneer cut through the huffing of her breath to control the stinging 
pain.  “Beg me to fuck you, senorita, or I will whip you until you bleed.” 
 
“—Go sod yourself!”  she yelled, struggling hard in the frame.  And jerked, biting her lip, as he 
struck her five more times across the stomach and breasts, raising welts and summoning more 
tears. 
 
The sight of what he was doing to her sickened him emotionally and mentally…especially as it fed 
his potion-induced erection, which was still arousing him physically.  But if he hesitated now, if 
he backed down, they were both as good as dead.  He stepped a little closer, grasped his shaft, and 
rubbed himself against her perversely wet folds.  The moment he did so, he received a welter of 
confused, ambivalent thoughts and emotions at both the surface- and sub-levels of her mind. 
 
They managed to resolve them into a single, coherent accusation.  {Bastard!  I don’t know 
whether to scream at you, or beg you to fuck me!} 
 
[Do both,]  he advised her, though his body, aroused both involuntarily from the potion and 
voluntarily from the knowledge that she was all but dripping with desire, demanded most of his 
attention.  Limbs trembing with self-denial, he managed to shift back from the impending 
invitation of her flesh, though that caused a protest to ripple around the room from the male 
occupants.  “Beg me for it!” 
 
Swinging the cat’o’nine flail in a controlled arc, Severus brought it down gently on her skin; she 
flinched almost as much as if it had struck with actual force, then shivered as the strands tickled 
over the sensitized welts blushing her skin.  “Ah, god—bastard!” 
 
“Such language, my little Mudslut,”  he chided her.  Sliding the strands all the way to her crotch, 
he let them fall along the length of her damp slit, then aimed his hand and pushed a single finger 
into her weeping core.  “You like it; admit it.” 
 
A jerk pulled his finger out quickly, making her whimper and bite her lower lip from the friction. 
 
He smiled and pushed two fingers into her this time, slowly.  “You want me inside of you; you 
need me inside of you.  And you would do anything it takes to have me thrusting into you—
wouldn’t you?” 
 
The demand was accompanied by the abrupt withdrawl of his hand.  She whimpered again, and 
whispered,  “Please…” 
 

“Please what?  Please let me hit you?”  He whacked her backside with an underhand stroke.  It 
wasn’t a powerful blow, given the awkwardness of the position, but it did make her jump and 
squirm.  She tried to shake her head, but wasn’t very successful because of the straps. 
 
“Please…!” 
 
“Please what?”  Severus repeated, trailing the strands of the cat’o’nine through the folds of her 
crevasse again, making her shiver at the rough, impersonal caress. 
 
“Please…fuck me,”  Hermione finally whimpered. 
 
“As you wish.”  Tossing the flail at Draco for the boy to clean and restore it to its spot on the 
table, Severus grasped her hips, centered himself, and thrust inside.  A gasp escaped her throat at 
the sudden entry; a grunt escaped his chest.  He tightened his anal muscles, staving off an orgasm 
as the men around him groaned as well.  A couple of them shoved out of their chairs and almost 
literally fell on the women chained out for their abuse.  Focusing his attention inward, solely on 
his own companion, he carefully asked,  [Are you alright?] 
 
She whimpered.  {Please fuck me please fuck me please please please…} 
 
Her sub-thoughts, attatched to that whimper, were greedy with lust, and needy for the kind of 
reassurance against the pain that only giving her an abundance pleasure in compensation could 
soothe.  Pleasure he was more than willing to bestow.  [As you command…] 
 
The collective groan of their enspelled audience was accompanied by panting breaths, as Severus 
set a pace that was deep and fast.  Palms gripping her hips, thumbs feathering over some of her 
welts, he worked on transmuting her pain with his pleasure.  There was a lot of pleasure to share 
between them; she was a discipline junkie, she loved receiving it…and he loved giving it to her.  
More of the other men stumbled to the nearest benches and their manacled victims to imitate what 
the pair were doing in the center of the chamber, while the rest fisted themselves.  This time, when 
the urge to climax swept up from the base of his spine, Severus let it gather, and let it go. 
 
Masculine shouts filled the room, echoing off the black-hung walls, cumming in tandem with their 
black-haired orchestrator.  Feminine gasps followed, as Hermione orgasmed in counterpoint mere 
seconds later, prodded over another peak by his own ecstasy and the ragged bliss of his thrusts. 
 
Severus pulled out, clearing his mind with several forcefully slowed breaths, controlling the urge 
to pant.  A glance to the side showed Draco with his hand on his prick, stroking free the last few 
drops of his own jism.  Their eyes met, and Severus lifted his chin at the righthand table, 
tightening his fingers on Hermione’s hips. 
 
“The candle, if you please,”  the Potions Master commanded his student and godson.  Nodding, 
quickly wiping his hand on the inside of his robe, Draco fetched the black taper.  He hovered next 
to the frame, staring down at Hermione with avid lust in his eyes.  Too much lust.  “Step back,”  
Severus cautioned him mildly.  “I’m still researching a way to replicate the potion I used; until 
then, interference will not be tolerated.” 
 
“—You still haven’t duplicated it?”  Lucius challenged him, his masked head lifting up from the 
whimpering body of the woman he had just shagged.  “You’re supposed to be the great, vaunted 
Potions Master!  What good are you, if you cannot copy one measley potion?” 
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“There is quite a lot more to the Eromantic Dark Arts than the casual persual you have given it, 
Lucius,”  Severus drawled, glad for once to get the upper hand in the subtle game of insults he and 
Lucius often played.  “The discipleship which this particular potion comes from was 
systematically persecuted and virtually destroyed a thousand years ago, on another continent.  It is 
therefore exceedingly difficult to acquire the necessary research materials.” 
 
Pulling his wand from his trouser pocket, Severus touched it to the wick of the candle, igniting it.  
A pointed glance at Draco as he waited for the wax to melt made the boy back up a few feet.  
Returning his attention to the woman in the frame, Severus lifted the candle high over her body.  
The slightest flick of his wrist, and a rough-edged dot of black appeared just above and to the right 
of her navel, as the wax splatted onto her skin.  She gasped and jerked. 
 
{Ow, that’s hot!  Is that the candlewax?} 
 
[Yes, and it’s supposed to be hot.  Just relax, and enjoy it.] 
 
{Sadist!}  There was more heat in the next drop he spilled onto her skin than in her accusation, 
though. 
 
Severus smiled and extended his arm forward, dribbling the next two dots onto her right breast, 
watching her body flinch with each burning splat.  [I prefer ‘pervert’.  You should know the word; 
you’re practically inventing it.] 
 
{Y ou’re going to make me laugh!}  she accused, twisting her blindfolded face into a grimace to 
hide her smile.  And gasped again as he managed to coat her left nipple with a dollop of burning-
hot black.  She gasped again.  {Oh, god—there really is something wrong with me!  I just felt 
myself get wet!} 
 
[It could be my cum, dripping out of you,]  he pointed out, pulling back slightly so that he could 
check the colour of the fluid leaking from her body.  The sight of viscous white smeared on her 
folds and creases inflamed him.  Shifting forward, he pushed his erection into her again, lodging 
himself in her body.  His soft groan was echoed by the other men in the chamber, who also felt her 
slick depths wrapping around their pricks.  His hand shook a little with lust as he tilted the black 
taper again, but that was alright; it simply scattered four drops randomly on her abdomen.  One of 
the droplets landed below her navel, causing her stomach muscles to clench, which in turn caused 
her vaginal muscles to clench.  Severus groaned in pleasure as she tightened around his shaft, and 
did it again, burning her in tiny splots of black. 
 
{Ah, god—move, please move!}  she begged, trying to squirm her hips for the friction that would 
transform the stinging pain into a sort of garnish for the ecstasy, like the tartness of lime in a lime-
and-meringue pudding—her body certainly trembled as though it were made from gelatine! 
 
Severus started to comply, but within two thrusts, a voice called out. 
 
“—Enough!  Release us all from the spell,”  the Dark Lord commanded Severus.  He had not 
thrown himself on the nearest woman, though she waited, flinching her own leg in enspelled 
sympathy as hot wax dripped onto Hermione’s thigh.  “It is a most stimulating piece of magic, but 
We grow wearing of marching to the beat of your arousal.  We will finish these activities under 
Our own cognizance, while you continue to perform for our inspiration.” 
 
“Of course, Master.  Mudslut, terminate the Fabulesse spell with me,”  Severus ordered her.  
There was just enough give in her bonds to dip her hand down and flick up her wand, while he 

blew out the candle and tossed it to the young man waiting by the tables.  Pulling his own wand 
from his trouser pocket, he dismissed the spell with her. 
 
“—Finite Fabulesse!” 
 
Hermione dropped her wand, grateful she didn’t have to see where it went to know it would be 
reclaimed by the wand wallet on her charm bracelet.  Grateful also that her bonds allowed her 
enough leeway to use the ebony shaft, even though she couldn’t have successfully aimed at 
anyone if her life depended on it, blindfolded as she was.  Around them, the other women groaned, 
a dispirited sound as they lost the enforced arousal of her potion-dosed body imposed over theirs.  
Losing, Hermione realized, one of the few things that could possibly make this evening pleasant 
for them.  Without Hermione’s enjoyment, without the care Severus was taking to ensure she 
enjoyed it, this would be nothing more than brutal rape for them. 
 
She was going to have nightmares at the thought of this part of the night, she was sure of it. 
 
[Join the queue,]  Severus muttered in the back of her head, forcing himself to pump his potion-
aroused manhood into her flesh again, echoing the meaty, wet sounds of other men doing the same 
with their own bound companions.  [This isn’t the worst thing I’ve seen and/or experienced as a 
Death Eater, though it’s definitely up there.  I think you might want to use that Auror-summoning 
charm from your bracelet, now.] 
 
One of the voices around them had a certain sibilant hiss to it.  Severus looked around and spotted 
the source, as the Dark Lord claimed one of the last two unoccupied women.  From those hissing 
noises, from her breathy moans, from the way her hips involuntarily jerked upwards into the ugly 
bastard’s mouth, Parseltongue had more uses than advertised.  On another bench, Draco had 
impaled the last of the prisoners with some alacrity; his young mouth hung slack as he held 
himself in a modified push-up stance over the tear-streaked, head-averted woman underneath him.  
His gaze wasn’t on his victim, however; it was on Severus and Hermione…and mostly on 
Hermione. 
 
Very little of Severus’ attention was now on what his body was doing to Hermione’s, thrusting 
slowly, rhythmically into her flesh.  It was instead calculating how distracted everyone else was, 
and following his partner’s frustrated sub-thoughts.  Her right hand had bent over, but her fingers 
couldn’t quite touch the charms on her wrist.  {Dammit, Severus I can’t reach it!} 
 
Reaching out, he stroked the frame, directing it to reconfigure her position yet again.  
Withdrawing for a moment, he waited as the frame spun her body around, turning her back to him, 
then bending her over at the hips and dragging her arms up over her back.  Clasping his fingers 
over her joined-together wrists, Severus re-entered her from behind, provoking an involuntary 
moan from her potion-aroused body.  [I could’ve truly enjoyed this, if it weren’t for the 
circumstances…] 
 
She didn’t have to ask him what he meant, given the regret-coloured sub-thought he shared.  She 
even tried to make a joke of it, though her mind-voice was a bit breathless.  {…If we perform 
really well, do you think Lucius Malfoy would give us this contraption as a thank-you gift?} 
 
He smiled slightly, and glanced down discreetly at her charm bracelet.  The fingers of her left 
hand, crossed under the right by his silent mastery of the bondage frame, were systematically 
feeling their way through all the tiny golden pendants dangling from her right wrist.  She was 
taking too long, in his opinion.  [Which one is it?] 
 

 196



{It’s one of the ones that’s a sphere, but sort of looks like it’s several concentric circles at the 
same time.} 
 
[I see one.  Hold still.] 
 
{You’re thrusting into me, Severus, while I’m bound in place by magical straps,}  she chided him 
dryly.  {I can’t exactly ‘hold still’, when I can’t move in the first place.  Though there’s just 
enough give in this damned frame to make my breasts sway like bloody pendulums…} 
 
[Mm, an intriguing thought.  I wish I could see it—] 
 
“Avada Kedavra!” 
 
Severus was not the only one who risked whiplash, snapping his head back to his right as green 
light flashed in the room.  Voldemort grunted, a squeezed-out sound as he shuddered over the 
rictus-stiffened body under him, then laughed, in that hideous, high-pitched madman’s way of his. 
 
{…Severus?}  Her mind-voice was a strangled, quiet, beyond horrified thing.  Being blindfolded 
in that moment was the most terrifying thing Hermione had ever experienced.  It did not help that 
every single sub-thought she could sense from her lover had turned ice-cold with something that 
wasn’t fear.  Or rather, was to fear what a dragon was to a mere dog. 
 
Pushing hard with her mind, she invaded his own, borrowing his physical senses.  Seeing what he 
saw, which was the only way to lose some of her fear. 
 
Panting, the serpentine-faced wizard removed himself from his victim, grinning and flashing two 
little fangs in his mouth, where his canines should have been.  His scarlet eyes slid around the 
room as Severus stared at him, one among many gaping at him; Voldemort smirked at the still, 
wary male bodies around him.  “Muggle women always clamp up so delicioussssly tight, when 
they die so suddenly.  You ought to try it for yourselves.  Ssssimply marveloussss!” 
 
[No.  No.  No.  No…no…no—dear god, I’m going to be sick—] 
 
{No, you’re not, dammit!  Pull off that charm!}  Hermione ordered him, her mental voice lashing 
into him harder than any whip he’d used so far on her.  Her demand cut right through the 
overwhelming nausea that actually deflated his shaft, despite the hefty dose of aphrodisiac he’d 
consumed to prevent just such an occurrence.  {—Pull the charm, Severus!} 
 
Movement to the left had him glancing that way, even as his fingers closed around the summoning 
charm.  Lucius had pulled out his wand, and was now aiming it at the woman under him even as 
he thrust into her somewhat awkwardly.  “Avada—” 
 
Without conscious thought, Severus yanked the charm free and flung it with a short, hard, discreet 
snap of his wrist, aiming it under Malfoy Senior’s bench even as everyone’s attention was 
distracted, some still staring at Voldemort, others eyeing Lucius, and a few looking down at their 
helpless partners, tentatively aiming their own wands. 
 
“—Kedavra!” 
 
The woman jerked and writhed for a fraction of a second, stiffening with death, under the 
combined, sickened gaze of Severus and Hermione.  A gasp escaped the pale-haired man, and he 
writhed, too, if for a lot longer, cursing and swearing with a foul level of language that hurt the 

ears.  Bile churned in Severus’ stomach, burning the lining of his throat as it tried to leap higher.  
Right in the middle of his former friend’s sociopathic orgasm, a bell began clanging, loud but 
muffled as it echoed through the closed door.  Panting heavily, Lucius struggled to lift his head, 
even as his son on the other side of the room dismounted.  A glance that way proved Draco to be 
faster on the ball than his father was, stuffing his dripping prick into his trousers with same sort of 
speed he’d have used to steal the Snitch out from under a rival Seeker’s nose. 
 
“That’s the alarm bell!  Someone’s managed to plant some sort of tracing spell on the house!”  
Draco warned everyone, his tenor voice cutting through the activity in the room.  His words 
caused a boil of activity, as the men around the room jerked in fear. 
 
Severus immediately pulled out of Hermione, stroking the frame to jerk her upright and muttering 
as their minds separated,  “’Frogs in winter’!” 
 
Lucius removed himself from his own bound partner, yanking his robes into place as he whipped 
his wand through the air.  A ball of light about the size of a will’o’wisp flew out of the tip, circled 
around the bench aimlessly for a moment, then darted under it, stopping when it touched the tiny 
bit of gold resting near one of the wooden legs  He glared at his two cronies.  “—She had an 
amulet of some kind on her!  I thought I told you to pick out only Muggle women!  Which one of 
you dunderheads picked a witch?” 
 
“None of them were witches!”  Crabbe protested, as Severus removed Hermione’s blindfold, 
helping her step down out of the frame, its buckles and straps hanging free and limp once again.  
“We made damned sure they didn’t have any magic about ‘em, before we stole ‘em out of their 
homes!” 
 
“One of ‘em could’ve been a squib, though, and we’d never have noticed the difference,”  Goyle 
added quickly, showing he had a little more wit about him than his son tended to display.  “She 
could’a gotten the charm from a relative, or a friend.  We could find out—” 
 
“It doesn’t matter now!”  Lucius snapped, dismissing the finding-spell with an irritated flick of his 
wand.  “We have one minute, maybe two, before the Aurors get here!  Everyone, out!” 
 
 
Chapter LVI. 
 
“Accio clothes!”  Severus snapped, flying them into Hermione’s arms, since he had to keep a hand 
on her elbow to maintain the fiction she was under his control, yet secretly allowing her to move 
however she needed.  He looked around; Voldemort had already vanished, as had Lucius and a 
few of the more quick-witted men who had caught the significance of the alarm they’d secretly 
triggered.  Half were gone, and more were popping away, but not yet Malfoy Junior.  “Draco, get 
over here!” 
 
Hermione clutched the bundle of their clothes and her shoes to her chest, as he reached out and 
caught Draco’s arm.  Bowing his head, Severus forced his thoughts calm, focused carefully, and 
Apparated all three of them away from Malfoy Manor.  Or tried to.  He tried again, and failed.  
Draco shook his arm free, concentrating himself, to no avail. 
 
“Shite!”  someone else exclaimed as they discovered that they, too, were thwarted.  There were 
about seven of them left, plus the sobbing survivors among the women.  “They’ve locked an Anti-
Apparation charm on the house!” 
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{I am not being caught by those bloody Aurors like this!}  Hermione snarled.  A sub-thoughted 
prod from her, and Severus lifted his wand. 
 
“Accio Floo Powder!”  The jar smacked into his hand, sparing the time it would have taken to 
search through her robes manually.  He hurried with her over to the empty hearth, then looked 
back at Draco.  The boy was standing in the now empty center of the room, stuffing something 
into a pocket deep inside his robes.  “Draco!” 
 
The boy hurried over.  Severus flung a fistful of powder into the fire and caught the young man by 
the arm, snapping even as he propelled them into the flames, 
 
“—Hog’s Head, Stein Parlor!” 
 
They whirled away and stumbled out of the magical flames into a darkened room, one of the 
private parlours-for-rent at the seedier of the two pubs in Hogsmeade.  Even as they emerged, 
Hermione glanced back over her shoulder at the flames, expecting them to turn and leap back that 
way again.  In that fraction of a second, she saw a figure emerging from the bright green flames.  
She also feared she saw a glimpse of whirling, glowing blue in that silhouetted head, but the world 
banged away in the next instant, and they Apparated to a familiar, if distinctly chilly location:  the 
meadow by the gate leading through the warded stone wall separating Hogwarts from the rest of 
the world. 
 
Severus released Draco’s arm, pulling off his Transfigured mask.  “Get on up to the school, Draco.  
Take the baskets with you, and leave them in my classroom.  I’ll deal with them later.” 
 
“Aren’t you coming, Professor?”  he asked, eyeing the two of them in confusion as he removed his 
mask.  His pale grey gaze lingered on what he could see of Hermione’s body, as she huddled into 
the wad of clothes clutched to her chest, trying to look suitably blank-minded.  The shock of what 
they’d seen both helped and didn’t help; she was striving for blank shock, not terrified shock. 
 
“I have to erase the damage from her body, and make a few modifications to her memory, before 
she goes back up to the school.  If anyone catches you wandering about this late and asks where 
we are, tell them…tell them Miss Granger twisted her ankle, and that I sent you on ahead while I 
helped her walk it off on our way back up the hill,”  Severus instructed his godson, making sure 
his mask was secured in an inner pocket of his robe.  “But try not to get caught.  The less we have 
to explain about our whereabouts, the better off we’ll be.  And not one word to anyone about what 
really happened, this night.  Not even to Mssrs. Goyle and Crabbe.  If you still want to join the 
Death Eaters, you’ll have to learn to keep your secrets very close, indeed.” 
 
Nodding his head, Draco scooped up the handles of the baskets and hurried through the gate, 
climbing up the hill.  He glanced back at them as he shut the gate, then again when he was a few 
yards up the unevenly laid path.  If he did so again, neither the Potions Master nor his naked pupil 
witnessed. 
 
Severus concentrated a second time, Apparating the two of them to another familiar location, one 
particularly familiar from their other post-performance moments.  The Shrieking Shack was cold, 
dark and dusty, as usual.  As soon as he released his grip on her arm, Hermione quickly flicked 
one of the cobwebbed candles to life, then muttered the tropical-air spell to try and stop her 
winter-chilled flesh from shivering, though that stirred the dust about horribly.  She glanced over 
at Severus, only to find him facing away from her, his shoulders shaking. 
 

Even as she stared, he staggered a few steps forward, braced one arm against the ageworn slats of 
the plasterless wall, doubled over, and heaved up what little was in his stomach.  Swallowing hard 
against the sight and sound of it, Hermione looked away.  Moving over to the bed, she dumped 
their clothes on the foot of it and started donning her garments with unsteady fingers, trying not to 
listen to those sounds.  By the time she pulled her jumper over her head, he had stopped, and was 
breathing heavily.  Shrugging into her robe, Hermione sat on the bed and pulled on her socks and 
shoes, sneaking glances at the half-dressed man still bent over by the far wall. 
 
When he didn’t move for a few minutes more, she tentatively asked,  “…Severus?  Are you 
alright?” 
 
“No.” 
 
She didn’t know what to say.  She was a little numb with the horror of it, herself.  How could 
either of them have known what Voldemort would do?  Or Draco’s father, for that matter? 
 
“I tried…I tried so hard to forget it.” 
 
The bare murmur of that voice caught at her ears, though it was hardly loud enough to hear.  
Slipping off the bed, concerned, Hermione padded closer.  His next words were barely even a 
whisper. 
 
“But I can’t forget…  I tried so hard…oh, god—” 
 
His body heaved again, and he retched once more, though there was now nothing left for his 
digestive tract to expel.  Severus panted when the spasms passed, bracing his brow against his 
forearm.  He knew she was standing behind him.  He didn’t have to be touching her to know she 
was debating touching him, finding out what he was babbling about.  Carefully, so that she 
wouldn’t have to touch him, to share the dark depths of his pain, he admitted slowly, 
 
“…Voldemort did that, once before.  The Killing Curse, while…  I never thought he’d do it again.  
He’s probably done it dozens of times through the years, I see that now, but I…I never knew…  I 
never realized…I never thought he’d do it again, or I would’ve stopped everything so much 
earlier! ” 
 
She shifted, making the floorboard creak, and he twitched his body, shying away from her 
outstretched hand, and her damnable sympthy with a protective instinct.  She didn’t even know the 
worst of it, yet.  He had to tell her; she’d have it out of him from the Veritamoria sooner or later, 
but at least this way, he wouldn’t have to deal with her own reactions on top of his own private 
nightmare. 
 
Provided she didn’t touch him, of course.  As for preventing that, all he had to do was admit the 
truth. 
 
“—The last time, the only other time I know of…he was raping my mother.” 
 
 Hermione stared at him in shock.  Her mind rebelled at what he was telling her.  Instinct took 
over as her body rebelled, too; staggering to the side, she braced herself against a couple of broken 
chairs, one stacked upside-down over the other, leaned over, and retched until her throat was raw 
and the last possible bit of acid was a stomach-knotted memory. 
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The spasms took a long time to subside.  The only good thing was that, with the heaving and  the 
revulsion at his revelation, there was very little potion-induced arousal left in her body when the 
urge finally faded.  When it was through, she shuffled weakly back to the bed and sank onto the 
side of it, feeling as if she were now a hundred years old.  There she sat and numbly wondered 
how the broken pieces of her life—his life—their lives—could ever be put back together again.  
She thought she’d known horror.  She’d thought she’d known loathing.  She thought she’d known 
what numb felt like, or even shell-shocked, for that matter.  None of her previous experiences now 
qualified by comparison, in the aftermath of his revelation. 
 
Throat and mouth burning from the rough passage of all that acid, stomach tender from the 
uncontrollable seizures that had wracked it, Severus pushed away from the wall.  He, too, moved 
as if he had gained a hundred years, making his way slowly over to the bed on unsteady legs.  
Sitting beside her, a half-foot of slightly dusty air between their arms, he stared at the floor, trying 
hard not to remember. 
 
It was no use.  His hands slid up, covering his tear-dampened face as his shoulders shook silently 
in a different sort of spasm.  Hermione, rousing out of her own misery, looked over at him.  His 
pain cried out to her, though she’d tightly walled herself away from his thoughts to assure him of 
privacy.  He needed comforting far more than she did.  Yet, how could she touch him?  How could 
she share all of his thoughts and emotions and associations with a crime that terrible? 
 
Yet, how could she not?  Hermione couldn’t leave him alone; not when she cared for him.  Lifting 
her hand, she hesitated one last, long, reluctant moment, then touched his naked shoulder.  {Is 
this…is this what turned you away?} 
 
[—What do you think?]  he snapped, his mind-voice subdued.  [She was the one good thing in my 
childhood!  Tortured and bullied by my father, verbally and physically abused near-daily, but she 
loved me, and did what she could to protect me from the bastard,]  he told her, not even naming 
the man as his father in his sub-thoughts.  Somehow the words were pouring out of him into her, 
as if a fissure had appeared in the dam of his memories.  [She was a Ravenclaw.  I’d never 
understood how someone as smart as her could’ve fallen into the trap of marrying a bastard like 
him, nor how she’d never had the courage to leave him earlier—oh, I wanted her to leave him, 
and take me with her!  Divorce in the wizarding world isn’t too difficult a thing.  Unless, of 
course, the terms of an Oathbinding make it that way.  I suspected that was a possibility…but I 
never knew what oaths she swore, and she didn’t leave him… 
 
[She wasn’t home, the night the Dark Lord killed him.  She was away, visiting some of her 
relatives on the Continent.  Later, one of my cousins told me she’d hinted that she was thinking of 
leaving him on that trip, but I never knew if that was just the woman’s attempt to comfort me, or 
the truth.  She came home about a week later, discovered his death—no one, not even myself, had 
bothered to contact her—and I thought that was that.  But Voldemort wasn’t through.  He 
summoned me shortly after her return, and told me that he was planning on a special visit, one 
that he wanted me to join partway through.  I let him Apparate first, waited several minutes as he 
instructed, then focused on my…on my Mark.]  Severus’ thoughts jumbled for a moment as the 
emotions weltered up inside of him.  [By the time I arrived, in my parents’ home, he had…already 
subdued her, and…and…] 
 
Hermione filled in the rest with the memories flashing through his mind.  Voldemort had stripped 
and spell-bound the woman, a black-haired, patrician-nosed woman, and was already raping her 
when Severus arrived.  He’d offered to share, laughing in that high-pitched way of his, and 
Severus had stared back numbly, shocked witless.  Words had escaped him, please, please don’t 
do this—the wrong words, for Voldemort had scowled and snatched up his wand.  His actions had 

increased, he’d aimed the wand, said the fatal Curse, and had climaxed with a disgustingly 
satisfied hiss.  Then glared in warning at the young man before him and told him, unequivocably, 
that everything of Severus’ was now his to do with as he pleased.  That was what it meant to be a 
Death Eater, bound to Lord Voldemort’s service. 
 
Numb shock had bowed his head, probably saving Severus’ life that night, for Voldemort took it 
as a subdued acquiescence to his will.  By the time he’d recovered, the Dark Lord had been using 
his mother’s body again in a sick show of necrophilia, and Severus realized he had no choice but 
to do whatever it took to stop this madman from succeeding in his plans for conquest.  And that 
‘whatever it took’ would likely mean pretending to go along with the rest of these things, and 
definitely meant give himself nightmares for the rest of his life. 
 
So—with more courage than any Gryffindor Hermione knew could’ve managed, not even that of 
her best friends—he’d stood there as Voldemort had finished a second time, then had dropped to 
one knee and kissed the hem of his mother’s murderer, his first true lie in the game he’d been 
playing ever since with the Dark Lord and his minions.  Voldemort, suspicious, had used his 
Legilimency against the young man, but even that early in the game, Severus had managed to 
control all of his true thoughts and feelings under the sheltering umbrella of his own Occlumency, 
and had hidden them ever since. 
 
The numbness had certainly helped him master his feelings, masking his sick, helpless rage.  A 
rage that had erupted shortly after Voldemort Apparated away, leaving behind the Death Mark 
hovering in the night sky over his family home for the second time in a week.  He’d told Severus 
that putting up the mark would help throw off the scent of anyone wondering if the young man 
was a Death Eater, too, but he’d really only done it to torture his follower.  Severus had removed 
the Mark as soon as the bastard was gone, then had retched in the bathroom, much as he had done 
tonight.  When that had passed, he had cast his mind about for some way to stop the insanity…and 
had hit upon the idea of going to Albus Dumbledore.  The Headmaster of Hogwarts was the only 
wizard he’d known that Voldemort honestly feared, even back then. 
 
Until this moment, here in the Shrieking Shack, only Voldemort, Severus, and Dumbledore had 
ever known the full truth behind the action that caused him to defect.  Severus hadn’t even been 
able to tell Dumbledore in so many words; he’d just slipped into Hogwarts, made his way to the 
Headmaster’s office, tried every single candy-based password he could think of until the gargoyle 
had shifted aside, mounted the stairs to the older wizard’s study, and had poured his memories out 
into the older man’s Pensieve, giving himself a temporary, blissful emptiness in his head. 
 
Albus had appeared at that moment, still tying his dressing-robe in place, and had frowned at his 
young intruder.  But he had gone to the bowl when Severus had pointed at it with a shaking hand.  
It was with the horror of that shared memory in his own mind that Dumbledore had accepted 
Severus’ fervent declaration that he would do anything the older man required to help bring 
Voldemort down.  They never spoke of what Severus had seen and Albus had shared, but it was a 
powerful motivator between the two of them. 
 
Albus had taken him at his word.  Placing the most powerful hiding-charm the old wizard could 
manage on Severus’s memories while they were still in the Pensieve, Albus had sent that memory 
back into the young man’s head; the Headmaster had then tested him to be sure Severus’ 
Occlumency abilities were up to the task of lying to the Dark Lord, gave him a few more pointers, 
then had sent him back into Voldemort’s camp.  Four months later, when the posts for Potions 
Master and Defence Against the Dark Arts teacher had fallen vacant near midsummer, Severus 
had applied for the latter, and received the former. 
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Doing so had promised to tie up the young Severus’ free time, releasing him from the ulcer-
inducing amount of contact he’d been forced to endure around the Dark Lord, and giving him the 
promise of three-quarters of a whole year, minus an appearance or two over the holidays among 
his fellow Death Eaters, in which to recover from the trauma of that particular spring and summer. 
 
Only a few days after accepting that teaching post, however, Voldemort had struck at the Potters, 
leaving Severus as a teacher, Harry as an orphan, and Dumbledore convinced that the Dark Lord 
would return.  Severus, knowing even what little he did about the madman’s experiments to cheat 
death, had been equally convinced, and had bided his time, developing his black-hearted, greasy-
bat persona.  As far as both Severus and Dumbledore knew, Voldemort still didn’t know that his 
actions on that night, nearly seventeen years ago, had caused one of his own hand-picked men to 
defect permanently, if secretly,  to Albus’ camp. 
 
A stray wisp of memory intrigued Hermione, and she tracked the sub-thought down.  Severus’ 
induction into the Order of the Phoenix, a group that had never had another Slytherin among its 
number before, had come only a month or so before the death of the Potters, in the week following 
the end of the school term and the release of the students back to their families.  Dumbledore had 
decreed that his willingness to go back to Voldemort, his courage at acting the loyal Death Eater 
in the face of the—carefully unnamed—atrocities that had turned him away from the Dread Lord’s 
cause, and all the information he had been passing to the Headmaster since that defection, was 
worthy of including him unquestioningly among their number.  There had been some resistance to 
the idea, namely among James Potter, his wife and friends, but Albus had supported Severus’ 
inclusion, and no one had felt they could rightly challenge the old but undeniably brilliant 
wizard’s decision… 
 
With the last of his secrets spilled into her mind, Severus felt peculiarly numb.  It was a different 
sort of numbness than he’d felt before.  This time, it kind of felt like a bathtub that had long since 
clogged, and only now was beginning to drain fully.  A stray memory came to him, as Hermione 
wrapped her arms around his naked upper body, giving him comfort.  Albus had once told him 
that there would come a day when he would need to confess his secrets to another soul.  Now, 
tucking his own arm around her, accepting the comfort she offered, he was glad it was her, and 
glad she was taking it so well. 
 
{I don’t know if I’m taking it that well,}  Hermione quipped quietly in his mind, sensing his sub-
thought.  {I’m just having a hard time figuring out what to say.} 
 
[I don’t think you can say anything for something like this,]  he told her quietly, tiredly.  [I’ve 
carried this burden for nigh on seventeen years, and I still don’t know what to say.] 
 
{…Well, I say that your otherwise quite wonderful Calorotropicum spell is leaking out of this 
place like water through a sieve,}  she told him as she felt the skin of his chest pimple under her 
cheek from the chill in the air.  The walls weren’t exactly filled with gaping holes, but there were 
enough cracks in the dilapidated old building—some large enough to have loosed the animagus 
forms of an earlier generation—that the wind whistled in polyphonic, tuneless harmony whenever 
it gusted strongly.  {Come on, get your shirt and things on, so we can go back to the school.  We’ll 
have to make a report to Dumbledore on what happened, tonight.  I’m not looking forward to it, 
but he’ll need to know as much as possible.} 
 
[I am not looking forward to it, either,]  he sighed, but reached for the remaining stack of clothes 
behind her back, complying. 
 

Hermione slid off the bed, lifted her wand, and started clearing the vomit from the floor of the 
Shack; they used this place too often to allow such things to remain, though she tried not to disturb 
the dust any more than absolutely necessary. 
 
Once he was dressed and the Shrieking Shack was relatively clean, it didn’t take long for them to 
Apparate back to the gate.  At Severus’ urging, it took a bit longer than usual to make the  climb 
back up the hill, however; Hermione faked a slight limp, leaning on Severus, just in case Draco 
had been noticed wandering the halls and questioned about their detention.  Of course, she was 
walking on her own by the time they reached the bridge, and barely even limping when they 
entered the castle.  They made their way up to the corridor intersection with the gargoyle statue, 
Severus checking his normal, long-legged stride so that they paced evenly along the halls. 
 
Hermione gave the password, when they reached the gargoyle.  “…Russian teacakes.” 
 
The gargoyle moved aside at her command, and they stepped onto the spiralling staircase, Severus 
first, Hermione following closely behind.  They ascended in silence, each lost in their own 
thoughts.  Lost, that was, until Severus opened the door at the top of the stairs and the sound of an 
angry, raised voice echoed down the hall.  It wasn’t Dumbledore’s, either.  They glanced at each 
other, and moved cautiously along the passage.  The voice, when they reached the door, resolved 
itself into a familiar one.  A voice that made Hermione’s face burn with colour. 
 
Alastor Moody. 
 
 
Chapter LVII. 
 
She had seen him following out of the Floo network right behind them, back in that fireplace at 
the Hog’s Head.  Alastor Moody.  Old Mad-Eye himself. 
 
“—and I know what I saw!”  the scarred old Auror was snapping at the Headmaster beyond the 
slightly open panel of wood.  “I saw that pale-haired prat, Draco Malfoy, clothed and masked like 
a Death Eater, the dark-haired head and naked shoulders of that greasy bastard, Severus Snape, 
also silver-masked…and Miss Granger’s entire naked backside!” 
 
The door banged open as Hermione shoved it aside, marching inside.  Where her anger had sprung 
from, she wasn’t quite sure, other than that it felt righteous and a hell of a lot better than suffering 
instead from embarrassment.  “—You keep that half-eaten nose of yours out of this, Alastor 
Moody!”  she snapped, jabbing her finger at him as she strode across the worn carpet laid on the 
Headmaster’s floor.  “No one, single member of the Order needs to know every blasted, bloody 
thing that’s going on, other than Dumbledore himself, because that’s on a Need-To-Know basis, 
only!  And you don’t need to know!” 
 
Dumbledore’s brows rose in surprise at her vociferous attack, but Moody’s eyes narrowed.  The 
blue one swivelled in its dizzying, magical way, focusing on the doorway behind her as he 
growled back,  “And I say there’s no bloody reason why a teacher should’ve been half-naked, 
clutching a totally naked you in the midst of fleeing that bloody disgusting scene!” 
 
“And maybe you didn’t see what you only thought you saw!”  she retorted, planting her hands on 
her hips as she stopped in front of him. 
 
“Not when your hair’s still pinned up like it was less than an hour ago, girl!”  he pointed out, 
thrusting his finger at her head.  “Not when I saw you seeing me!” 
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Hermione resisted the urge to reach up and undo the spell Severus had used to get her hair up out 
of his way, earlier.  She’d completely forgotten about her hair.  Her mind raced furiously, trying to 
find a way for the scarred old Auror to back down.  Dumbledore intervened before she could, 
though. 
 
“Alastor,”  he stated firmly,  “Miss Granger has been working on that special project I mentioned 
earlier, the one to further deceive Voldmort with false lines of enquiry to pursue.  How, exactly, 
she is working on that project is not your concern, I’m afraid.  I must ask you to trust in me, and 
drop this subject entirely.  It truly is nothing you need to know about at this point in time.  And 
any…enquiries…into the matter would only run the risk of ruining all the effort she has put into 
this particular project.” 
 
“She’s not a member of the Order!”  Moody asserted.  “She has no right to be involved!” 
 
“She has earned her right, the same way many of us have,”  the Headmaster told him reprovingly.  
“Through suffering, hardship, and loss.” 
 
“Loss?”  The scarred ex-Auror growled.  “What loss?  You stand there and speak to me of loss—!” 
 
“Not all of us are fortunate to lose only a leg and an eye,”  Hermione told him coldly.  He sneered 
at her.  She gave him a contemptuous look in return.  “There are some injuries that can wound far 
deeper than any sword or spell.  If you have not learned that lesson by now, Moody, then keep 
your mouth shut around those who do know better.” 
 
That silenced him.  Until his eye swivelled and fastened on the man back at the doorway.  “And 
what’s your excuse, Snape?  You’re supposed to be a professor.  Last I checked, male professors 
didn’t walk out of Death Eater meetings with naked female students!” 
 
“SHUT UP!”  Hermione planted herself squarely in his face, glaring up at him.  “Albus 
Dumbledore has told you to drop this matter entirely.  Is this how you honor your friendship with 
him?” 
 
“—He may be my friend, but that man is not!”  Moody asserted, pointing past her shoulder. 
 
Her wand snapped into her hand without conscious thought.  “Well, he’s my friend, and if you 
want a piece of him, you’ll have to go me—and if I can face Voldemort, I can face you!” 
 
“Alastor, Hermione, this argument is not constructive!”  Dumbledore interjected firmly, frowning 
reprovingly at both of them.  “You are allies.  Kindly remember that.  Alastor…”  The aging 
wizard paused, then sighed heavily, glancing at Hermione.  “Miss Granger, I must ask your 
forgiveness for revealing this much, but it has occurred to me that if we are to keep your presence 
out of this matter, we must take the risk of modifying a few memories…and letting Moody in on 
some of the secret.  How much of your identity was revealed, do you think?” 
 
“Uh…my name was never mentioned, tonight,”  she confessed, wracking her brain as she dropped 
her wand back into her bracelet.  The speculative, suspicious look Moody was giving her made her 
cheeks warm.  “But at the prior one, Malfoy—Draco Malfoy—called me ‘Granger’, though I’m 
not sure how many of them caught him using it, let alone would remember it.  And only Malfoy 
Senior, Pettigrew, and whatever other Death Eaters we encountered last year and the year before 
might know who I am on sight.  I can’t be sure, but I think those were among the ones to escape, 
tonight.” 

 
“Alastor knows who those Death Eaters are.  Alastor, I need you to go to the Ministry of Magic, 
sneak into the holding cells, and modify the memories of each of those Death Eaters just enough 
so that they cannot recall Miss Granger’s identity.  You will no doubt see some very disturbing 
things through your Legilimency, but I must ask you to keep them to yourselves, and to not draw 
any conclusions…for they are bound to be erroneous at best.  You do not know the full details, 
and without that knowledge, you would run the risk of doing something very regrettably rash.” 
 
“If it involves incinerating him, I doubt it would be all that regrettable,”  Moody growled at the 
Headmaster, poking a thumb at Severus, who still lingered over by the doorway. 
 
“Alastor,”  the Headmaster chided him.  Thankfully, the old, ex-auror backed down. 
 
“Alright, alright…  What kind of ‘disturbing things’ would I be seeing?”  he asked gruffly. 
 
Despite the concealing fullness of his white, waist-length whiskers, red visibly tinged 
Dumbledore’s face.  He cleared his throat and flipped his hand at Hermione.  Deferring to her to 
answer that particular question.  Her own cheeks burned.  She opened her mouth, and he cleared 
his throat again, looking pointedly at the paintings of previous Headmasters around them, 
reminding her to speak discreetly. 
 
“…Do you remember my being kidnapped, back in December?”  she asked the ex-Auror. 
 
“—Remember?  Hell, girl, I nearly froze my other foot off, tramping around through the snow, 
looking for signs of you!”  Moody snorted.  “Albus called me off another case to lend my eye to 
the problem of locating you.” 
 
“Well, on that day, Professor Snape rescued me from…shall we say, a fate worse than death?”  
she hedged coolly, though her face was warm.  “But in order to do so, he had to convince 
Voldemort that I was under his mental control, via a spell and…well, the appearance of more of 
the same.  The Basilisk Bastard then demanded that we continue to go back and prove his 
continuing control over me, again and again, and of course the two of us had to comply, or risk 
compromising our positions and true allegiances. 
 
“During those sessions when I am brought along, Voldemort reads my memories, looking for 
information about Harry, seeking weaknesses to exploit and plot around.  Weaknesses which the 
Order has been supplying, and Professor Snape has been teaching me to construct believably via 
private lessons in Occlumency.  Tonight was one of those ‘sessions’.  So you will see things in the 
memories of the others that I, as a lady, must ask you, as a gentleman, to keep absolutely 
confidential,”  she finished as delicately and primly as she could, given the reddening of her face. 
 
“You said, ‘the appearance of more of the same’,”  he reminded her.  “Just what do you mean by 
that?” 
 
[Good God, is the man really that dense?] 
 
Her mouth twitched.  She struggled it into a wry grimace, since this was not the best moment to 
show amusement.  But the line was too good not to parrot, in her own fashion.  “Pardon the insult, 
Mr. Moody, but are you really that thick?  I’m referring to the aforementioned ‘fate worse than 
death’, of course.” 
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He stared at her for a long moment, uncomprehending.  Then his blue eye spun madly and fixed 
hard on the Potions Professor, while a dark red stain crept across his skin, making each of his 
craggy scars pale visibly in comparison.  His surviving eye, almost as dark as Severus’, stayed 
locked on her face.  “You can’t possibly mean…?” 
 
“Professor Snape saved my life; that is an indisputable fact.  That we could turn the disaster of it 
around to the benefit of the Order is simply making the proverbial lemons into lemonade.  And 
that is all you need to know about the matter, because the rest of it absolutely, positively, 
unequivocably is none of your concern. 
 
“Have I made myself clear?” 
 
“If he’s done what you’re imply, then he has to pay for what he’s done—sooner or later—and I’ll 
definitely be one of those collecting on th’ debt!”  Moody growled, shifting his good eye to glare 
with the other past her shoulder. 
 
A shift of her weight blocked his vision.  “No.  He answers to me for what he has done.  To me, 
and to no one else,”  she told him bluntly, coldly, forcing the scarred wizard to focus on her 
instead of her lover.  “I appreciate your outrage, and the friendship under which you feel you must 
offer it, but I am the victim of the proverbial fate-worse-than-death, not you.  Not you,”  she 
repeated for emphasis, holding the gaze of both his brown, normal eye and his blue, magical eye.  
“Only I can judge what he rightly deserves for what he has done.  Some debts, others can judge 
what must be paid.  This is not one of them.  Only I have that right, as the suffering party. 
 
“Now, not one more word on what has been done, other than that I would appreciate it as a 
personal favor if you did whatever you could to keep my identity out of the inquisition of those 
captured Death Eaters,”  she added as coolly as she could despite the flushing of her face.  
“Preferrably without getting caught.  Our position among the Death Eaters is too precarious, and 
yet too precious, to waste by letting others know what we’re up to…and I’d rather not have gone 
through all of this for naught.” 
 
Moody studied her for a long moment.  His eye shifted twice from her to Severus and back, before 
settling on her determined face.  A slight lowering of his craggy head, and he growled,  “…I see 
anything I don’t like—” 
 
“—Then you can stuff it!”  she countered firmly, folding her arms across her chest as he scowled 
at her blunt, rude words.  “What you’ll see in their memories was entirely consentual, for my 
part.” 
 
“An’ the first time?  Fates-worse-than-death aren’t usually consentual,”  he reminded her bitingly. 
 
He had her, there, but she wasn’t Hermione Granger, brightest student at Hogwarts in many years, 
for nothing.  Her mind didn’t even hesitate in coming up with a resounding rejoinder.  “I could 
have been one of those two murdered women, tonight, Mad-Eye.  Some things are a fate worse 
than death.  Other things, some of them which may appear to be very similar-seeming things, are 
not a fate worse than death.  And only I alone can decide which is which, where I myself am 
concerned.  You cannot.  Let it drop.  If you’re to do Professor Dumbledore and me this 
gentlemanly favor, then we’re wasting your time by standing here and arguing about it.” 
 
He glanced at Dumbledore, who nodded slightly, agreeing with her.  The ex-Auror curled his 
upper lip into a sneer of distaste, but nodded himself.  “…Alright.  I’ll do it.  Merlin knows it 
probably won’t be my worst assignment ever.  But when this is all over—” 

 
Hermione stepped forward, closing the last few inches between them until she was all but 
touching the old Auror.  She spoke quietly, so quietly she hoped that even the Headmaster 
couldn’t hear, her eyes pinning the craggy-faced man unblinkingly.  “If I hear one word out of you 
about any of this, if I hear that you have told anyone, especially my friends, without my consent, if 
you make a single move against Severus Snape on anything to do with this matter, without my 
clearly and explicitly expressed wishes, I will become your worst enemy.  Ever.  Hell hath no fury 
like a woman, Alastor Moody.  Try to remember that.” 
 
His magical eye spun, taking in Severus, then the Headmaster.  It returned to her face for a 
moment before whirling away.  She stepped back, giving him room to decide how wise it might be 
to heed her warning.  Grunting, he faced the Headmaster.  “…I expect I’ll have to get to it, then.  
I’ll do what I can.” 
 
Shifting around her, he stumped across the room, his wooden leg thumping over the carpeted 
sections of the floor, and clunking over the wooden ones.  He slowed as he reached the doorway, 
his head turning slightly to keep both eyes on the Potions Master. 
 
“Moody,”  Hermione called out.  He glanced back her way.  “I won’t need a magical eye to know 
what you’re up to, if you go back on your promises.” 
 
He stared at her a moment more, then stumped out of the office, not even grunting at her threat.  
Severus finally moved, quietly closing the door.  Hermione bowed her head for a moment, tired of 
everything.  She lifted her hands to the nape of her head after a moment, breaking the spell 
holding it up by uncoiling the thick knot of curls with unsteady fingers.  An old quote ran through 
her mind; she didn’t know if she got it right or not, but it suited the moment. 
 
“…‘What a tangled web we weave, when first we practice to deceive’.”  She sighed, fingering her 
curls into their usual spill of long ringlets.  They had tangled a little bit, but that wasn’t unusual.  
One of these Saturdays she’d break down and allow Lavender and Parvati to treat her to a “witch’s 
day” of leg-shaving spells, beauty-tips, and hair-care charms, as she’d done once before for the 
Yule Ball in her fourth year.  For now, everything had to remain status-quo, including her habit of 
letting her hair hang loose.  “I’m growing rather weary of this, Headmaster.  At this rate, by the 
end of the school-year, everyone and their cousin will know what’s been going on between the 
two of us.” 
 
“Perhaps.  And perhaps not.  Alastor’s heart is in the right place.  Even though a vampire did try to 
stab a stake through it, once,”  Dumbledore admitted mildly.  She blinked at that odd digression, 
but he continued, gesturing them towards a pair of chairs that scuttled out from the side walls as he 
he moved behind his desk.  “I would normally ask you to report only in face-savingly vague 
details about what happened tonight, but it seems I will be receiving a more concise report from 
other points of view, so we might as well speak frankly.  Would you like to have a seat?  I find 
these late-night conferences are rather tiresome, if one must stand all the time. 
 
“My fellow Headmasters and Headmistresses,”  he added next, addressing the portraits crowded 
on the walls around them,  “I require your absolute discretion on the following conversation.  It is 
my solemnly considered judgement that what is about to be revealed is not to be discussed by any 
of you with outsiders, nor hinted at, nor used in any way to pester these two.  Nor to be used to 
sack Professor Snape, whom has acted solely out of extreme need and abnormal circumstances, 
and therefore should not accrue the normal level of blame such actions would have normally 
attatched.  Do I have your compliance, as all of you swore to give?” 
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The figures in the portraits ceased pretending to sleep, snooze and nap.  For one moment, they all 
lifted their heads and nodded solemnly.  Some looked almost disgruntled at having to make such a 
promise, but they all gave their silent agreement.  Dumbledore nodded his thanks and flicked his 
hand, and most of them went back to their faked slumber.  But they were still quite awake; there 
was no doubt of that.  Portraits or not, it was uncomfortable for Hermione to think of so many past 
Headmasters witnessing the coming conversation. 
 
 
 
Chapter LVIII. 
 
“Well?  Will you not join us, Severus?”  Albus prodded the man still lingering by the now closed 
office door.  He gestured at Hermione, inviting the Potions Master to draw nearer.  “It will be 
easier to get the whole story out at once if you do so.  Not to mention reducing the amount of time 
we spend in rehashing these activitites.” 
 
Severus finally closed the distance between himself and her, as she moved in front of the right-
hand seat and sat down.  Hermione bloody Granger.  Her heated defense of him had left him 
bewildered by something akin to shock, yet it wasn’t.  Pausing between the two armchairs, he 
looked down at her, studying her face. 
 
It almost felt as if he hadn’t seen it before.  At least, his eyes felt like they had to devour all over 
again the slightly furry arch of her light brown brows, the small, dark mole near the edge of her 
right cheek, the cupid’s bow of her lips, the subtle autumn colours of her hazel eyes, the heart-
shaped curve of her face, with that little widow’s peak in the center of her hairline.  Taken 
individually, none of her features were really all that spectacular, save for maybe those naturally 
rose-coloured lips.  But together, coupled with the spirit that animated each and every piece of it, 
they formed the most attractive face he had ever seen. 
 
The revelation that struck him in that moment had the soft touch of a levitated feather, yet the 
impact of a jinxed Bludger.  He didn’t dare think about it hard—he knew Dumbledore’s ability to 
sense thoughts and mental impressions could sometimes be painfully, embarrassingly acute—but 
he did acknowledge it. 
 
He was in love with her.  With Hermione bloody Granger.  He loved her. 
 
And from the mild curiosity in those eyes, no doubt wondering why he was just standing there, 
staring down at her…she had absolutely no clue.  Blinking, he forced himself to look away.  
Shifting to the other seat, he settled into it with the habitual flick that settled his robes comfortably 
about his body.  His elbows braced themselves on the padded arms of the chair, and his fingers 
intertwined, index fingers steepled together.  Even his chin lowered slightly, lending what he knew 
would be a slightly brooding, borderline-menacing edge to his stare.  Each movement was chosen 
deliberately; each was designed to rebuild his persona as Severus Snape, Potions Master.  Not 
Severus Snape, Lovesick Fool. 
 
He knew he should thank her for her spirited defence of him; he’d never had anyone defend him 
so vigorously, before.  Even Dumbledore hadn’t threatened anyone the way she’d threatened 
Alastor; Dumbledore was the kind of wizard who stated his faith firmly, irrevocably, and That 
Was That.  It usually satisfied most people, because Albus was an impressive, respected, powerful 
man.  Hermione…she had just stormed into this office like a wrathful angel, bent on righteous 
vengeance and holy mayhem.  The sort of angel one didn’t see depicted on holiday greeting 
cards—there was nothing cherubic about her.  It had taken him a while to realize what that odd, 

foreign, warm feeling inside his chest was, for the notion of anyone being that willing to stand up 
for him was simply too unfamiliar.  Love.  For her.  Gratitude, yes; there was gratitude in the mix, 
but also embarrassment, and uneasiness, wariness that this was all some sort of dream, some sort 
of trick. 
 
There was a cruel trick to it, of course; there was no way she would ever love him back.  Hell, 
he’d frightened her literally to tears, the one time he’d unleashed all of his emotions on her during 
one of their lovemaking sessions.  It was a bleak and thoroughly depressing realization…but 
worse was the spark that burned inside him, which he couldn’t extinguish.  Hope. 
 
There would be no hope for a relationship with her.  Once Voldemort was defeated, that would be 
that.  They’d end their liason, dangerous as it was, and go their separate ways.  Yet he still felt that 
traitorous extra pulse in his chest, the ache of foolish hope.  That there might be a way to love her, 
and keep her, and treasure and cherish her beyond the defeat of the Dark Lord. 
 
Albus cleared his throat, and Severus ruthlessly stuffed his hope, his love, and his thoughts on 
those two subjects into a mental box, locked it with a mental image of dozens of stout, padlocked 
chains, and tossed it into the deepest, farthest quagmire inside the dark, brooding swamp of his 
mind.  Giving the Headmaster an attentive look, he waited politely to see what the older wizard 
wanted. 
 
“So…how did the evening start?”  Dumbledore asked the two of them, clasping his hands lightly 
together on his desk, as if their impending report were something perfectly normal.  He eyed 
Hermione, who blushed, and shook his head slightly.  “You might as well tell me all of it.  I doubt 
I’ll be all that shocked—I did some rather shocking things myself, back when I was young—but 
I’ll have to know, so that I can perform ‘damage control’, when and where necessary.” 
 
“The evening started the other night, when Voldemort summoned us—me—to a private meeting,”  
Severus stated, forcing himself to speak calmly, naturally, as if the topic in question wasn’t 
forbidden.  “As you know, I took Miss Granger with me, Polyjuice-transformed at the time to look 
like me.  The Dark Lord said he was planning a private celebration with about twenty of his most 
trusted male followers, and wanted the two of us to perform much as we had done before…save 
that he wanted Miss Granger ‘disciplined’.” 
 
“He wanted the Fabulesse spell performed again,”  Hermione added, finding her voice and 
managing a factual enough tone. 
 
“’Fabulesse’?”  Dumbledore enquired.  “I’m afraid I’m not familiar with that one.” 
 
They both blushed.  Hermione answered first.  “It’s…a Tantric spell designed to transfer the 
physical sensations of a man and a woman onto the nervous system of a roomful of men and 
women.  So that…so that whatever lovemaking the couple perform, the others in the room also 
experience the resulting physical sensations, up to and including the timing of orgasms.  It’s often 
used to raise tremendous amounts of sexual energy for ritual magics.” 
 
“Ah.” 
 
“Miss Granger has been quite diligent in exploring the possibilities contained in the different 
branches of Eromancy,”  Severus felt compelled to point out.  And had to add, just in case Albus 
thought he was going soft on the girl,  “Though she has fallen behind in completing her latest 
project, a combinaton of Eromancy and Topographic Geomancy.” 
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“The fire in the North Tower was more than a little distracting, this last week,”  she defended 
herself. 
 
“Please keep yourselves on track,”  Albus chided both of them gently.  “So you were to perform 
this Fabulesse spell, and then…?” 
 
“I informed the Dark Lord that there would have to be at least one other woman present at the 
performance, in order for the spell to take effect,”  Severus stated.  “He said he would see what 
could be arranged, preferrably females who were in need of ‘disciplining’ themselves.  I did not 
enquire closely into what he meant, taking instead the opportunity to withdraw with Miss Granger, 
preferring to secure her safety.” 
 
“I see.  But you did not go to this event with just Miss Granger,”  Albus reminded him. 
 
“No.  The private meeting was on Wednesday.  Thursday morning, I received a note from 
Voldemort.  It said simply,  ‘Bring Draco’.  So I spoke with my godson that evening, convincing 
him to pick a fight with Miss Granger,”  Severus explained. 
 
“Yes, the buggane-liver poisoning incident.  I’ve already received a few complaints about that,”  
Albus chided him.  “Miss Granger had a number of classmates who asked me to expel young Mr. 
Malfoy for trying to murder her.” 
 
“I did not tell him to nearly poison her,”  Severus interjected quickly.  “Thankfully I had the 
antidote on hand, and was able to saturate all of the points of contact before any harm could be 
done.  Something I suspect Draco knew I could do easily enough.” 
 
“Quite.” 
 
“And that’s when he assigned both of us detention,”  Hermione continued for him, as Dumbledore 
eyed both of them.  “We left the castle earlier this evening, right after supper, and started 
gathering Troll Toe mushrooms—” 
 
“—Miss Granger recalled correctly that they were best harvested during a cold, wet thaw right 
after an icy, frozen spell, and most potent on or near the night of a half-moon. This gave me the 
perfect opportunity to have both of them out of the castle and in my presence near the edge of the 
Forbidden Forest.  As you know, I tend to use the back gate to let myself in and out.” 
 
“And that’s when we were Summoned, about an hour into our harvesting,”  Hermione concluded 
that part of the tale.  She paused a moment, nibbled her lower lip, then continued.  “We Apparated 
into what Severus believes was Malfoy Manor, with Draco in tow.  He was under the impression 
at the time that Severus had me completely under his power whenever I was touched by him.” 
 
“Good, good.  And it was the Manor where you Apparated, yes,”  the Headmaster confirmed. 
 
“Yes, well…we, er, there was this frame-thing waiting for us, and several…tools…” 
 
“Lucius had laid out his more sadistic play-toys,”  Severus finished for her.  “I reminded the Dark 
Lord that we needed at least one other woman in the room, and that was when they were marched 
inside and bound to the benches.  We learned that they were Muggle women taken prisoner by 
Malfoy, Crabbe, and Goyle—the senior versions, not the students.  Draco at that point had taken a 
seat, welcomed to so do by Voldemort, though he was reminded he was still too young to join the 
Death Eater ranks, thankfully.” 

 
“Yes, that is the one good thing about our nemesis; he doesn’t care to involve children in the 
dangers of his escapades these days,”  Albus agreed mildly.  “I suspect it is out of an ongoing 
contempt for the lesser level of knowledge most children possess, though one would think he 
would have learned otherwise by now, thanks to the efforts of Miss Granger and her friends.  His 
arrogance will be his undoing.” 
 
“Yes, well, we performed the Fabulesse spell, I strapped her into the frame, and we began 
enacting a, erm, discipline scenario.  I had to enlist Draco’s assistance in bringing me the 
appropriate tools for the task, as I didn’t feel comfortable leaving Herm—Miss Granger’s side far 
enough to do so,”  Severus added, flushing a little at the slip of using her first name.  If he kept 
everything strictly professional, or at least professional-seeming, maybe he would be able to get 
through this highly uncomfortable debriefing with some of his dignity still intact.  “Voldemort had 
already scanned her mind earlier in the week, and her Occlumency lessons have progressed well 
enough that she might withstand him on her own, but I didn’t want to risk it.” 
 
“He didn’t even try to read my mind, this time,”  Hermione pointed out.  “Of course, he had other 
things on his mind.  The, ah…as our activities progressed, the other men in the room…used the 
women captives.  The conditions of the pleasure-sharing spell we used were such that they had to, 
erm…experience the peaks of their pleasure at the same time, so the Dread Lord stopped us 
midway through the second round, ordering the spell to be terminated so that each wizard could 
finish experiencing his pleasure in their own preferred time and manner.  When we did so, he—
Voldemort—finally joined with one of the remaining women, and…um…he…” 
 
“He did it again, Albus,”  Severus confessed quietly, his eyes on the Headmaster as the woman 
beside him glanced helplessly his way, unsure how much to reveal.  “Just like my…just like my 
mother.  If it hadn’t been for Miss Granger keeping her wits about her, I would have been sick 
right then and there, then would probably have committed suicide for both of us by trying to kill 
the bastard on the spot, regardless of the cost.  As it is…I want his death on my hands.  I want his 
blood spilled to the four quarters of the world.  I want to kill him, burn the body to ashes, and 
scatter them beyond all hope of collection and resurrection.” 
 
It was a quiet confession, not a heated one.  All the heat and rage and anger had been spilled 
already, spilled and then cleaned up, back at the Shrieking Shack.  Now it was just a cold, 
lingering ache in his stomach. 
 
“That task will not be yours, Severus,”  Albus informed him gently.  “It is fated for another.  I 
must ask that both of you do not attempt to kill him yourselves, however much you may long to do 
the deed yourselves.  If you try otherwise…you will most likely die.  And you will not succeed in 
killing him, even with a suicidal strike; I can guarantee that sorry fact.” 
 
Hermione stared at the old wizard, recalling what Harry had once said to her.  About it coming 
down to either Voldemort or him.  How much of that was the absolute truth…? 
 
“Be as that may,”  Severus allowed, carefully without making any promises,  “he then encouraged 
the others to do the same.  Lucius…was responsible for raping and murdering the other woman.” 
 
“And in doing so, he probably killed the absolute last thread of your former friendship with him,”  
Albus observed shrewdly, eyeing Severus’ carefully impassive face. 
 
“There is no ‘probably’ about it, Headmaster.  If I cannot kill Voldemort, then I will kill him.” 
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A shiver ran down Hermione’s back, as she heard that level, implacable statement.  Her lover had 
said it almost as if he merely talked about wearing a black shirt under his frock-coat instead of a 
white one, if the white one was forbidden to him.  She quickly took over the discussion.  “The, ah, 
homing-charm, from my bracelet.  We’d discussed using it earlier,”  she confessed, moving the 
conversation along, off the topic of Severus engaging Lucius in some vicious, mortal wizard’s 
duel, a possibility that filled her with apprehension.  “We had held off, though, to try and keep in 
Voldemort’s so-called good graces.  But then the Killing Curse came out of nowhere.  I told 
Severus to use the charm—he was in shock, so I made it an order—he grabbed the charm, pulled it 
off my bracelet, and flung it under the bench that Malfoy Senior was occupying, even as he…even 
as Lucius killed the woman under him.” 
 
This part was painful to discuss.  She squirmed a little in her seat, crossing her legs and tucking 
her arms over her breasts, defensively closing her body-language almost completely before 
continuing. 
 
“That was when an alarm-bell rang somewhere in the Manor, and Draco told everyone that 
someone was getting a fix on the Manor.  Lucius used some sort of tracer-spell to locate the 
charm, and accused Crabbe and Goyle Seniors of picking up a Squib, not even imagining that it 
actually came from the two of us.” 
 
“Yes—it was a good thing you left the charm behind,”  Dumbledore praised her.  “That anchored 
the otherwise Unplottable Manor long enough for the Aurors to converge on it en masse.  Though 
you were nearly caught before you yourselves could escape.  What took you so long?” 
 
Severus blushed.  “I had to free her from the frame, and gather our clothes.  And I wasn’t going to 
leave Draco Malfoy behind.  By that point…the Anti-Apparation ward had just been raised, when 
I tried getting the three of us out of there.” 
 
“We were very lucky the Floo wasn’t blocked,”  Hermione muttered.  “We escaped to the Hog’s 
Head, down in the village, then Professor Snape Apparated the three of us to the back gate, where 
he sent Draco back to the castle with the fungi we’d collected, and Apparated the two of us to the 
Shrieking Shack to handle the aftermath.” 
 
“—Oh, it was blocked,”  the Headmaster corrected her.  “The presence of a naked female in the 
Floo network threw off Moody, who was watching for anyone escaping in that manner.  I really 
must praise you, Severus, for being so quick to successfully Apparate.  And right after the 
dizzying transfer of Floo-travel, too.  Alastor couldn’t catch up to you in time to stop you, though 
if you’d delayed by as much as a single heartbeat more, he would have done so.  Which was a 
very good thing that he didn’t; that would have been an encounter far more awkward than the 
scene with him here in my office, just now.” 
 
“Yeah, well, I didn’t exactly have enough time to stop and put on my clothes again until we were 
at the Shack,”  Hermione muttered.  Then blushed as she realized what, exactly, she had just said.  
In front of Dumbledore. The Headmaster. 
 
“…Miss Granger,”  he told her, not unkindly,  “I meant every word of what I said to Alastor 
Moody.  You have earned the right to join the ranks of the Order of the Phoenix through your 
hardship, suffering, and loss, once you have graduated.  As have certain of your classmates.  And 
more will have earned the right, I think, by the end of this year.  That you have done so through a 
topic that is distinctly uncomfortable for most friends to contemplate about each other, let alone 
discuss in serious conversation, only increases the amount of courage it must take to do these 

uncomfortable things at all.  For that, you both have my admiration.  Especially given tonight’s 
circumstances. 
 
“You will undoubtedly be summoned again, and when you are, you must do as you have done 
before, Severus,”  Albus cautioned the man at her side.  “You must pretend that you do not loathe 
the Dark Lord with all your might, and present such a seamless facade of loyalty that he will turn 
to you and your…enspelled conquest, here, for aid and assistance, increasing your influence upon 
him.  In the meantime…considering what you have both witnessed tonight, for one an unwanted 
ressurgence of a terrible memory, for the other a new nightmare to take with you through your 
life…I suggest you counsel each other.  Or at least give comfort.  You have shared an experience I 
confess I neither have the skill nor the experience to assist you to cope with, save that I must 
caution both of you to proceed most carefully, and leave the slaying of Voldemort, and the timing 
of it, to another.” 
 
“Headmaster, is that task…?”  Hermione started to ask about Harry, but Dumbledore shook his 
head slowly.  If he had read her mind, she wasn’t going to object to it, for it occurred to her that 
she really did not want the burden of hiding that kind of information from the Dread Lord every 
time he ravaged her mind for information, if it were true.  “…Nevermind.  It’s not important.” 
 
“Quite.  Now, is there anything left that I should know?”  Albus asked both of them, though he 
looked more at Severus than at Hermione. 
 
The Potions Master carefully did not think about the uncomfortable, unethical revelation he had 
just had, as he shook his head.  “…Not that I can think of, at the moment.” 
 
Hermione shook her head as well, unable to think of anything constructive that the Headmaster 
might need to know. 
 
“Good.  Then I suggest we all retire for the night, and pretend to sleep.  Or better yet, Severus, 
give both of yourselves a sleeping draught.  Something designed for restful, dreamless sleep.” 
 
Nodding, Severus rose.  He hesitated between the chairs, almost lifted his hand to help her up, but 
turned and headed for the door without doing so.  Physical contact at this point might reveal the 
lingering turmoil of his emotions.  She followed him to the door, and he held it for her, then 
followed her along the corridor to the spiral staircase.  Together, they descended into the rest of 
the school. 
 
Severus drew in a steadying breath as they emerged from the gargoyle alcove, before addressing 
her.  “You still have some injuries from our…tramp through the forest.  If you will accompany me 
to the dungeon, Miss Granger, I will fetch you a potion to take care of them, so that Madame 
Pomfrey need not be disturbed at this late an hour.” 
 
“Thank you, Professor.  I would appreciate that.” 
 
The walk down to the classroom was quiet, broken neither by human nor ghost.  Not even Peeves 
came within sensing range, though they did have to wait a few seconds for the stairs to shift and 
realign themselves more favorably.  He opened the classroom door for her when they reached it, 
then the storeroom door.  While she fetched a pair of goblets from the shelves to the right of the 
door, Severus searched through the others, selecting a brew that would finish what the ferrinjuria 
started without interacting badly with the other healing potion. 
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He almost stopped and asked to see her naked hide first, to see how much of her injuries remained 
behind.  Conflicted, he searched for the suggested sleeping potion.  Picking up one of the goblets 
she had set on the counter, he tipped the flask for liquid sleep.  He would give both of them a dose, 
and give her a small vial of the healing draught to take with her, to be taken up in her dorm-room 
after a self-examination to see how much was needed… 
 
His hands trembled before he could pour the brew.  Setting down the jug with an awkward clatter, 
Severus braced his hands on the edge of the counter.  [God, I don’t want to go to bed alone, 
tonight…]  
 
Hermione, hearing that heartfelt, lonely, hurting thought, reached up and touched his back.  The 
layers of wool and cotton kept her mind from his, but not her sympathy.  She rubbed his back, 
wondering if she should make the offer to stay. 
 
Her touch was what he needed.  Her sympathy.  Her bloody understanding.  Turning, Severus 
looked down at her.  His hand lifted, his fingers almost brushing her cheek.  He didn’t close the 
distance between their skin, though.  There was so much he wanted to say to her, so much he was 
afraid of saying…and so much that he couldn’t say, without risking undue influence on her.  They 
were still student and teacher; he didn’t dare confess his love, for fear of causing a false 
infatuation in her by inflaming her old crush on him—that would kill him, if her feelings were 
merely the transitory, easily agitated emotions of youth—but he could suppress his emotions into 
something lesser, with concentration and effort… 
 
She reached up, entwining her fingers with his, and brought the backs of his knuckles across the 
last few inches to the softness of her cheek.  {Will you be alright?} 
 
[No.  I…would you spend the night with me?]  he asked her, keeping his expression and his 
emotions subdued, neutral.  [Not to…  I just need to hold and be held, tonight.] 
 
{Of course.  I think I know the feeling,}  she added quietly, wisps of sub-thoughts flitting like 
unpleasant ghosts through the undercurrents of her mind.  She closed her eyes and leaned into his 
hand.  {Maybe a little sleeping draught, for both of us.  Or at least something to suppress the 
memories of our dreams, if you have it.  I don’t need to be put to sleep, so much as I need to forget 
for a little while.} 
 
[I think I know the feeling,]  he parroted quietly back.  [I’ll check.]  Releasing her fingers, he 
rummaged through the shelves.  It took him a few minutes, but he finally tracked down a potion 
that would work.  Pouring them both a shot, he passed her one of the goblets and quaffed the 
contents of his own.  When she had drunk her share of the bitter brew, he rinsed out the goblets 
and filled them with water so that they could wash away the aftertaste. 
 
The brew hit her tender, forcefully-emptied stomach a little hard, but the water helped.  Putting 
away the cups as soon as they were washed, Hermione restocked her personal jar of Floo powder 
from the one on the storeroom shelves, took a pinch from the larger jar, and led the way to the 
hearth outside.  A swirl of green fire, and they emerged in his sitting room. 
 
The fires had been banked for the night, including the one in his bedroom.  Severus let Hermione 
stoke it with a prod of her wand, while he removed and stored his cloak and Death Eater’s mask.  
They undressed in silence; Severus glanced her way a couple of times, gauging the creamy flesh 
she exposed with each discarded garment.  It looked as if the ferrinjuria had healed all of her 
injuries, thankfully.  Even the welts he had raised were gone, though there were still a few bits of 
black wax that clung to her skin, here and there. 

 
Touching her shoulder as she dropped her knickers onto the pile of her clothes she’d made on the 
chair, he flicked her groin gently with his wand.  “Muliebris mundic.”  A flick at his own groin,  
“Virilis mundic.” 
 
“Thank you.  We didn’t exactly have time do to that, earlier.  I, erm…mind if I use the lavatory 
first?” 
 
Severus shook his head.  “If you want, you can borrow one of my spare toothbrushes, on the 
second shelf,”  he added.  “The green bottle with the yellow label is a mouth-rinse.  I think after 
the Shack, we probably both need it.” 
 
She didn’t want to think about her stomach heaving so much, but there was a lingering bad taste in 
the back of her mouth.  “Quite.  Thanks.” 
 
He watched her go, chest aching at the sight of her subdued, unsettled responses.  He wanted to 
wrap his arms around her; he wanted to promise any thing to make it all right again, though they 
both knew it wouldn’t be all right for either of them.  Not after what they had seen, tonight.  
Turning down the covers, he waited for her to emerge, then took his turn in the bathroom. When 
he caught himself nervously brushing his hair, Severus tossed down the brush and scowled at his 
reflection.  Only when he had his thoughts firmly under control did he emerge. 
 
She looked like a lonely brunette angel, curled up in his bed.  Sliding under the covers, he joined 
her, tucking his body behind hers.  He was just long enough that spooning was comfortable.  
Drawing the covers up over their shoulders, he buried his face in her hair, thinking firmly only of 
the sensations of the moment—the crisp, soft, springy texture, the scent of her shampoo, the 
underlying warmth that was her own, unique, feminine scent… 
 
{Severus?} 
 
[Yes?] 
 
{Thank you for inviting me into your bed, tonight.  I don’t think I would have enjoyed sleeping on 
my own.} 
 
[You’re very welcome.]  He felt uncomfortable, wondering if that might have sounded a little too 
effusive.  He cut off that line of sub-thoughts before they could surface, settling for a simple,  
[…Goodnight, Hermione.] 
 
Squirming a little more into his embrace, Hermione sighed and closed her eyes.  The warmth of 
his body, the protective curve of his arm, the softness of his bed, all of it was a comfort.  
{Goodnight, Severus.} 
 
 
 
Chapter LIX. 
 
Her time-sense woke her somewhere shortly after dawn.  Hermione heard a soft, unfamiliar, 
droning sort of noise and warily opened her eyes.  Green fabric met her gaze; she relaxed, 
realizing where she was.  In Severus’ bed, deep under the castle, not more than half an hour after 
the sun had risen, judging from the light filtering through the imperfectly drawn curtains.  The 
noise subsided for a few moments, then dragged softly out again.  He was snoring. 
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It wasn’t a bad sort of snore, she decided as he did it again.  Her father snored horridly, and her 
mother liked to joke that when Hermione’s father slept on the parlour settee for a Saturday 
afternoon nap, he could rattle the china all the way over in the next room, even though it sat 
behind glazed doors in the dining room hutch.  This, however, wasn’t a great, big lorry-truck 
engine of a rumble, or one of those American motorcycle sounds.  It was soft.  Almost cute.  
Hermione grinned to herself, wondering what caustic retort he’d give if he ever learned she 
thought his snore was such a loathsome four-letter word as ‘cute’. 
 
Squirming gently in his arms, trying not to wake him—he had slept more or less up against her 
back all night, proving to be as much a help to chasing away any nightmares as that bitter potion 
had been—she worked around onto her back.  Her right arm was numb; she grimaced as it started 
tingling painfully, trying to flex the limp muscles and work the pain out of it again without 
disturbing her lover.  Severus shifted a little closer in his sleep, tucking his arm across her ribs; his 
snores ceased as he shifted position.  The tip of his long nose grazed her throat, his chin nuzzling 
into her shoulder, and just that subtle touch was enough to make her loins ache with desire. 
 
Staring up at the canopy, Hermione wondered quietly—so as not to wake him with the strength of 
her thoughts—when, where, and most especially why she had started obsessing over his nose.  It 
really wasn’t attractive-looking, as far as noses went.  She’d always fancied a straighter sort of 
nose, normal-sized, like Harry’s, or the cute, snub-tipped sort that Ron sported.  Or at least, she’d 
always thought she’d fancied them that way. 
 
Of course, Viktor’s nose had been even more hooked than Severus’, and just as long, though not 
as narrow.  She supposed it was possible that, since Viktor Krum had been her first official 
boyfriend, she could be subconsciously approving of long, hooked noses because of that…but a 
careful glance at the man sleeping against her showed he didn’t look the least bit like Viktor, nor 
did what she feel for Severus compare in the least to her much more tepid affection for the 
Bulgarian Seeker.  It was like comparing an apple orchard to a bunch of grapes.  A bunch of 
grapes might be tasty once in a while, but it wouldn’t last nearly as long as that whole orchard.  
She liked the flavor of apples better, too. 
 
It struck her then that her shoulder was getting a little…damp.  Craning her head, she looked 
down.  Sure enough, those thin lips had parted slightly, letting out a little bit of saliva.  Drool. 
 
Urgh. 
 
Well, she supposed it wasn’t really his fault; she knew he was deeply asleep.  So deeply, she 
couldn’t even sense any sub-level thoughts.  Which left her with plenty of time to twist gently 
onto her side and stare at his face, extracting her shoulder from the vicinity of his lips.  Flushed 
slightly with the warmth of sleep, his pale, sallow skin didn’t look too awful in the dim morning 
light.  Hermione peered a little more closely, gingerly brushing some of his greasy black locks 
away from his temple. 
 
Ah, I thought as much.  He’s one to tease me about spots,  she observed, thinking quietly as he 
shifted onto his back, his droning snore returning within two breaths,  when he’s got at least two of 
his own, right here at his hairline.  Must be all that scalp-oil, clogging his pores.  I’ll have to ask 
Lavendar and Parvati what sorts of beauty-care charms they know for oily hair…  He needs a 
shave, too. 
 
His cheeks had darkened a little with a sort of greyish-blue cast, thanks to his morning stubble.  
Her fingers slid down over his jawline, caressing the prickly stuff.  It was a kind of enjoyable 

sensation for all that it was rough; she savored the feeling, rasping her fingers slowly along the 
side of his face.  She narrowed her eyes thoughtfully, trying to picture him with a beard, a 
mustache, a goatee, sideburns or perhaps even muttonchops, or some combination thereof.  A full 
beard, she decided quickly, was right out.  A mustache, an absurdity, and muttonchops were right 
out, though sideburns might not look to bad, if they were tastefully small.  A goatee…it depended 
on how well-done it was, how neatly trimmed, how full the hair grew, she supposed, but 
Hermione couldn’t picture herself kissing someone with a hairy mouth. 
 
A stray thought of trying to kiss through the dark wilderness-thicket found on the half-giant 
Hagrid’s face made her shudder in revulsion.  Severus made a soft sound in his throat, his brows 
pinching together slightly.  He was surfacing from the depths of sleep enough now to catch the 
edges of her thoughts.  Quieting her mind, Hermione contented herself with just lying there, 
watching him rest. 
 
They hadn’t slept together—in the literal sense—very many times, but aside from the night he’d 
confessed that he could’ve been in Gryffindor instead of Slytherin, when he had slept like the 
proverbial boulder, she couldn’t recall ever seeing him so deeply asleep.  The man had a naturally 
high wariness about him that had no doubt stood him in good stead as a spy, and had probably 
helped him survive being a Death Eater, too.  All of his senses were highly attuned to what was 
going on around him; she’d heard her friend Harry’s many tales of nearly being caught time and 
again by the Potions Master, when Harry had been sneaking around the school in his Invisibility 
Cloak in the past.  He had a real affinity for knowing when students were about to turn into 
troublemakers. 
 
And he had such an intensity about him.  Even when he was being still and quiet, as cold and 
unmoving as the stone walls lining the dungeons of the school, a light from all that bottled-up 
passion constantly glittered in his eyes.  Controlled, yes.  Very controlled.  Hermione couldn’t 
imagine a single other being alive who was so self-contained, self-controlled, as Severus Sebastian 
Snape.  And yet, she knew he could lose his temper, and lose it spectacularly.  Last year had 
proven that.  Last year, when Harry had nearly made the biggest mistake of his life.  Her friend 
had chosen to blame Professor Snape for the death of his godfather—a death Severus had 
absolutely no hand in—and because of that unreasoning hatred, her best friend had nearly allowed 
the professor to be killed in his misguided, overwhelming resentment. 
 
Though the man sleeping deeply next to her had never known it, only Hermione’s intervention had 
prevented Harry from allowing Severus to die.  When she’d finally figured out the depth of his 
unwarranted anger, Hermione had challenged her best friend on his unreasoning hatred, had gotten 
right in Harry’s face about it, shortly before the confrontation with Voldemort over the 
Divinations Mistress at the end of last year.  Harry had later confessed to her that it was his 
memory of her doing so that had made him act, saving Severus with a bit of magic from the 
shadows, deflecting a huge, falling chunk of masonry so that it smashed to the floor several yards 
off to the side, instead of smashing down on the Potions Master’s head.  Saving his life without 
him ever knowing he’d been in true peril. 
 
Severus had later caught Harry involving himself more directly in the Death Eaters’ attack—all of 
them had wound up involved in the effort to save Professor Trelawney, truthfully—and when it 
was all over, he had torn into the boy with a frightening level of anger.  To the surprise of 
everyone, and probably even to the subconscious shock of the Boy Who Lived himself, Harry had 
let him do so without once arguing back.  It had been obvious to Hermione at the time that 
Professor Snape’s vociferous attack had been mostly an aftershock sort of reaction to the intense 
battle and its dangers to the school and its students, an outlet for the tension still bottled up inside 
of him, but the fact that Harry had simply stood there and taken the abuse had spoken a lot of the 
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boy’s efforts to change his misguided thoughts.  Indeed, Severus had so much emotion bottled up 
inside of him, Hermione sometimes wondered why he didn’t explode with it more often. 
 
A memory came back to her, then, of her fifth year:  Harry had told her and Ron of his first-ever 
kiss, which had happened with Cho Chang in the Room of Requirement after one of their furtive 
D.A. Club meetings, that year.  He’d been baffled as to why she’d been crying.  Ron had been 
equally bemused, and Hermione had explained to them patiently all the turmoil Cho had been 
suffering at the time, between her feelings for Cedric Diggory, who was dead, Harry, who was not, 
and the fact that Harry had been a part of the mess that had caused Cedric’s death.  Ron had then 
wondered something along  the lines of why the Ravenclaw girl didn’t just explode, feeling so 
many different things, and Hermione had snapped back more or les that just because he had a 
teaspoon’s worth of emotional range didn’t mean everyone else was that shallow.  It hadn’t been a 
nice thing to say, she knew that with a lingering twinge of shame…but sometimes she still felt like 
reminding him of it, these days. 
 
Her thoughts circled around onto that topic.  Ron had been her boyfriend for about a year, before 
all of this had started; they’d begun dating midway through their sixth year—after having yelled at 
each other, getting into one of their many fights, and then kissing in the middle of it—but that was 
exactly it.  He was a boy, and her friend.  His emotional range might have expanded to a half-cup 
measure by now, but by her standards, the youngest male Weasley was still a boy.  Not a man. 
 
Not this man.  Jaded, cynical, skeptical, acerbic; not in the least bit naive, unsuspecting, unwary, 
incautious—nevermind the fact that his mouth was gaping slightly and his snores had gotten 
slightly louder, now about the level and sound of a barber’s electric shears, only nicer on the ears.  
Severus was amazingly adult in so many ways.  And he expected her to be an adult. 
 
To Ron and Harry, she was a friend, a girlfriend, a partner in adventure, and a childhood 
companion.  She knew she was Severus’ student—Mondays, Wednesdays, and a double-class on 
Fridays proved that, time and again—and he’d certainly put her down many a time before 
circumstances had put them together.  But now that they were partners in potion-bound crime, so 
to speak, he expected her to hold up her own end of their little adventures.  To not only hold them 
up, but to take over when necessary, such as that moment when Voldemort had killed that poor 
woman, and he’d frozen from nightmarish shock.  She’d taken charge, then, he hadn’t resisted, 
and they had continued working together as a team.  True, it was somewhat like that with the boys, 
but last night had not been just as a partner in adventure.  She had been an adult, last night.  An 
equal.  A woman to his man, not a girl to a boy, like she’d been with Ron. 
 
A full partner…  It occurred to Hermione that for well more than half the time they were together, 
she didn’t seize the initiative, sexually.  She let him take the lead.  It had made sense in the 
beginning; he knew what they were supposed to be doing sexually, what they could be doing, and 
she hadn’t had a clue, other than what her own instincts and glimpses of his lustful sub-thoughts 
could provide.  Now, though, now she had more than a clue.  In fact, she had a few cravings, and a 
fantasy or two.  No, she might not have spent many mornings waking up in his arms, but she did 
know one solid fact about men and mornings.  They almost always had an erection, when dawn 
came around. 
 
A glance at the clock on the mantel showed it was possible that someone in her dorm-room was up 
and about by now.  Sunday breakfast was due in less than an hour and a half, and there would be a 
few of the students  who’d get up early to cram some studying into their mornings, not just her.  
True, mostly only the ones who had nearly as much homework as the seventh-years were the fifth-
years, the former studying for their Nastily Exhausting Wizarding Tests and the latter cramming 
for their Ordinary Wizarding Levels. 

 
But there would be a handful who, like the Head Girl, knew that the more they studied now, the 
better they’d do when the end of the term came, nevermind the end of the year.  That meant 
finding whatever time one could to study all the things one had learnt and half-forgotten in the 
years of going to this school.  Even Hermione knew she should really get up, dress, leave, and 
seriously hit the books, rather than have a lie-in while contemplating a hot snog with her 
peacefully sleeping lover.  But…she chose the lie-in, so that she could seize the initiative. 
 
The opportunity to take the upper hand was too strong to resist.  Flicking up her wrist, she 
summoned the ebony shaft—she decided she would have to beg Professor Dumbledore for another 
charm-bracelet like her own, or at least something with a convenient wand-wallet charm for 
Severus to use so that he would never be separated from his own wand—and murmured the 
tropical-air spell.  As the hangings on the bed and the curtains at the windows ruffled, letting in a 
little more light, Hermione decided that, if the fates permitted it, she would coax Severus into 
taking a tropical vacation with her, this coming summer.  Then she tried to picture him with a 
healthy tan, and had to stifle a giggle.  Not that she thought he would look bad with some 
equatorial sun on his face—far from it—but it would be so…so anti-Snape, that was what would 
be funny about it. 
 
He snorted a little in his sleep, his snore cutting off mid-drone.  A soft moan, not quite a sigh, and 
he twisted closer to her again, closing his mouth and nudging her shoulder with his cheek.  His leg 
squirmed for a moment, sleepily toeing the covers lower on his body as the charm she’d cast 
warmed them both beyond the need for so many blankets under the coverlet, then he sighed faintly 
and lay still and quiet once more.  Hermione gently pushed him over onto his back; ignoring his 
mouth for the moment, she braced herself over his chest and dipped her head, pressing soft kisses 
to the warm skin bared below his collarbone. 
 
She felt him waking up gradually, as she slowly licked her way down his chest.  Warmth pooled 
inside of him as he surfaced from the depths of sleep, rising up into her own senses like a fuzzy-
warm duvet wrapping around her body.  The lower she licked, the more awake he became, though 
part of her attention kept straying back to the flat, colourful discs of his nipples.  Mainly because 
she could feel the little jolts of pleasure that tickled through him whenever she did so—she 
remembered how sensitive those nipples were, and teased them again as his consciousness 
surfaced, before going back to following the thin line of black that stretched from his navel to his 
groin, and the turgid flesh awaiting her there. 
 
[Is this…a dream?] 
 
{No, thankfully.  Lie still, lover,}  Hermione advised him.  {You always take the lead, and I 
always enjoy myself immensely…but this morning, I intend to return the favor.} 
 
Something speared through him, an emotion she couldn’t name, because he wasn’t letting himself 
feel it very clearly.  It was sweet, and yet bittersweet, warm and hot and electric.  His hands slid 
up to her head, his fingers spearing through her curls.  Raking his fingers gently through her hair, 
he spread it over his stomach and rubbed the chestnut locks languidly against his skin.  Licking 
her way up his shaft, Hermione slid him into her mouth, taking him as deeply as she could manage 
without using the deep-throat charm he had shown her.  Occasionally she slipped him out of her 
mouth and sprinkled soft kisses across his scrotum and thighs, before sucking him down again. 
 
[I want to taste you,]  Severus urged her.  [Turn around, bring that sweet puss to my lips…] 
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{I want to please you, not be the one pleased, this morning,}  she countered firmly.  {I want to 
make your eyes cross and your lungs gasp, and your toes curl up halfway to your calves.} 
 
[You can do that, and more—just let me taste you,]  he coaxed, stroking her head with his hands.  
[Please, Hermione; if you want to please me, you know how much I love doing that…] 
 
Coaxed—in truth, he was simply too damned good at cunnilingus for her to refuse for long—she 
squirmed around on the bed.  He helped her climb over him, scooting a little lower on the mattress 
so that her legs had room to double up on the pillow bunched under his head; a greedy, hungry 
sound preceded the grasping of her hips and the burying of his face in her folds as he dragged her 
firmly down to meet him.  Hermione cried out in pleasure, almost shocked as he ate her with 
unexpected vigour, like a starving man brought to a banquet.  Showing her without words how 
much he appreciated the way she had awakened him.  Hungry herself for more, she focused 
through the thrill he was evoking in her nerve-endings, nibbling at his shaft before swallowing as 
much of it as she could. 
 
Their hands weren’t idle; when she stroked his thighs, scraping her fingernails lightly up the 
insides, he moaned and scored his own lightly over her buttocks, making both of them shiver with 
delight.  When she reached out as far as she could to tickle the backs of his knees, all but deep-
throating him as she reached, he groaned and tickled the equally sensitive crease between her hip 
and thigh.  When she inserted a finger into his anus, seeking the pressure-pleasure of his prostate, 
he inserted one into her own, then went one better and inserted two fingers of the other hand into 
her vagina, pumping slowly through her slick, hot folds in alternating thrusts. 
 
Though she didn’t mean to do so, Hermione felt an orgasm sweeping up through her, and found 
she was powerless to prevent it, thanks to his hands and his lips.  With her mouth muffled by his 
flesh, she moaned and writhed, bucking and shuddering in delicious spasms.   That triggered his 
own orgasm, and she found herself hastily swallowing in the effort to not choke, complicated by 
the way the liquid, savory enough in her mouth, still stung on the way down her throat. 
 
When the pulses subsided, she sucked him clean, driven by his own enthusiasm for her nectar.  To 
her surprise, after he was clean and on his way towards hardening again, he disengaged, urging her 
onto the bed beside him. 
 
{Don’t you want more?}  Hermione enquired, looking up the length of his body as she shifted 
onto her side, pillowing her head on his thigh. 
 
[A more delicious breakfast could not be tasted…but I want substance, and you need to sneak back 
into your dormitory.} 
 
Hermione craned her head toward the hearth, eyeing the clock.  {Sneak, hell; they’re already up 
and moving around.} 
 
[Your absences from your room are going to draw unavoidable attention to us, at this rate,]  
Severus warned her, though he couldn’t and didn’t deny the undertone of masculine satiation still 
lingering in his mind-voice.  Rolling away from her, he stood, stretching.  “…Though I 
appreciated beyond words the fact that you stayed, and the way you woke me, you must go, now.  
Perform a cleansing charm, and be on your way.  I…I would keep you here all day if I could, but 
there’s no excuse strong enough.  If you hurry, you could be back in your dorm-room with enough 
time to change before breakfast.” 
 

Sighing, Hermione crawled off his bed.  “I won’t bother.  I’ll stop off in that empty classroom on 
the third floor with the blue glass windows, the one no one’s used since I first started going here.  I 
got wise and stashed a change of clothes and a couple of thick tomes on obscure subjects in there, 
the week before the fire.  I’ll make like I was up in there all night, reading something utterly 
fascinating to me, and completely boring to my friends.  A Fog-Mind Charm could also explain 
why no one saw me in there, if anyone ever checked the room during a night I was gone from the 
dorm.” 
 
He eyed her sharply.  “And if anyone questions you on the content of those texts?  How will you 
explain not knowing their contents?” 
 
“Honestly, Sev!  Do you really think I would pick out books I didn’t already know?  I read those 
particular ones over the summer holiday,”  was her tart reply, as she flashed him a smug grin.  
“Sometimes it pays to be a bibliophile, you know.” 
 
“So you say,”  he mused, smiling slightly. 
 
“I can honestly say I’ve read every book I’ve ever owned—can you say the same?”  she 
challenged him lightly, reaching for the garments she had left on the chair last night. 
 
“I have read every single book on those bookshelves in my sitting room, and roughly a full third of 
the books in the main part of the school library…and about a tenth of the books in the Restricted 
Sections,”  he allowed with a slight tilt of his head. 
 
“Only a tenth of them?”  Hermione asked, arching a brow in curiosity as she started pulling  on 
her clothes. 
 
He smiled just a little bit more.  “I find it a little distracting to read a tome while it is screeching 
like a banshee.” 
 
She chuckled, recalling a tale of Harry’s first nocturnal excursion through the Restricted Section, 
many years ago.  “Some of them are rather horrid about that, aren’t they?” 
 
“Quite.”  He eyed her as she reached for her trousers.  “You haven’t performed the cleansing 
charm.” 
 
“Oh.  Right.”  Flicking out her wand, she paused and eyed it.  “You know, we really should get 
you one of these wand-wallet charm things.   This one is very handy, for me.” 
 
“I’m not going to wear a bracelet, Hermione.” 
 
“What about a wristwatch?”  she asked him, throwing out the suggestion off the top of her head.  
“I remember seeing some nice ones displayed in one of the windows at Eglentyne’s Enchanted 
Jewelry, when I went to Diagon Alley with Professor McGonagall.  You could do a special order, 
have the wand-wallet installed on the underside of the band and the watch part on the top of the 
wrist.  I’d feel a lot better knowing all you had to do was drop your wand before someone 
snatched it from you, and it would be safe and secure, waiting for its next use.” 
 
“The idea does have some merit.  I’ll consider the possibility,”  Severus allowed, keeping his 
expression neutral.  It was hard work, not thinking about the revelation he’d faced last night.  He 
was managing, but as Moody would have said, it was indeed taking constant vigilance.  His eyes 
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followed the wand as she tapped her groin and spoke the words of the charm, then drifted back up 
to her face.  She eyed him in return. 
 
“Severus, are you feeling alright?”  Hermione enquired, studying him with a slight, puzzled frown. 
 
“What do you mean?”  he asked. 
 
“Only, you look…off-kilter, somehow.  Not quite yourself,”  she added with a shrug.  “You 
haven’t since Professor Dumbledore’s office last night, right after Moody left.” 
 
“It was a trying night, last night.  For both of us,”  Severus added, acknowledging her own 
difficulties with a slight dip of his head.  Carefully hedging around the real reason.  “And…I am 
uncomfortable with Alastor knowing about us.” 
 
“I’m not too keen on it, myself.  But I’d rather keep my participation last night out of the whole 
matter—oh!  Do you have any spare parchment?”  Hermione asked, recalling the next segment of 
her special project, since he had pointed out last night that they had been putting it off, lately.  “I 
think I’m ready to enchant the origami.” 
 
“I’ll fetch some.”  Shrugging into his black velvet dressing gown, he started toward the door.  
Then backtracked, caught her cheek so he could tip her face up, and kissed her, unable to help 
himself.  [Thank you for the way you woke me up, my puss.  I wish I could have that every 
morning….dammit.] 
 
Hermione laughed, breaking the kiss.  {Veritamoria is a royal pain in the arse sometimes, isn’t 
it?} 
 
Severus removed his hand before his sub-thoughts could give himself away.  “Come to the 
classroom this evening for the parchment; I just realized I barely have enough time to shower and 
get dressed before breakfast.” 
 
“Right.”  She hesitated a moment, then bounced up on her toes and pecked him on the cheek.  
“See you tonight, then.” 
 
 
 
Chapter LX. 
 
Hermione groaned, her head aching.  Disoriented, she knew she’d felt this way before, and tried to 
place it, to give her whirling senses something to anchor themselves.  She had…she had last felt 
this awful…oh, yes, she remembered now:  the D.A. Club.  Harry had found a spell in Self-
Defensive Spellwork, one of the books that had materialized with the Room of Requirement.  What 
was it…oh, yes, the Sapper’s Charm.  Nasty little piece of work, hits you like one of Dobby’s socks 
weighted down with a hundred Galleons… 
 
Wait a minute—who hit me with it? 
 
She struggled to open her eyes, which didn’t help the pounding in her head.  She was in some sort 
of…of bedroom, really, for though she couldn’t really turn her head, she could see the edge of a 
four-poster out of the corner of one eye.  Hermione didn’t recognize where she was, and struggled 
to remember where she’d last been.  She’d hastened down the deserted narrow staircase that led 
toward the dungeons and Severus’ classroom…but he hadn’t been there…  He’d left a note; she 

remembered the note, because it had said simply,  Staff Meeting 7-9pm, as if merely a reminder to 
himself rather than a clue left behind as to his whereabouts. 
 
The variation she’d invented of the spell she wanted, wrought in the origami lingam and yoni, 
required that each of them fashion their partner’s genitalia personally, out of whatever paper they 
meant to use.  That way, only the person who had folded the paper could affect the corresponding 
bodyparts—for instance, if anyone else grabbed the paper-penis she would make, they wouldn’t be 
able to harm Severus’s actual manhood in any way by it.  And that it required those genitalia 
present, so that one couldn’t make the connection from a distance to an unsuspecting victim.  So 
she’d started perusing the stacks of books behind the podium to while away the time as she waited 
for him, having been curious to see what was stored there for quite some time now…and…and… 
 
…And what the hell was she hanging in?  Hermione strained her head against the straps confining 
it, and just managed to make out a set of leather straps stamped with serpents, hovering within a 
distressingly familiar, carved, wooden frame.  Fear bolted through her veins and she struggled 
again, making the magical straps creak, but not budging her suspended body in the frame. 
 
“Glad to see you’re awake, Mudslut.” 
 
Her skin—her naked skin—crawled at the sound of that familiar, gloating, tenor sneer.  Draco 
Malfoy came strolling into view, unbuttoning the cuffs of his shirt.  The sight of his still-clothed 
body made some of her tension relax; whatever his plans were for her, he hadn’t started them.  
That meant she could contact Severus, have him come resc— 
 
Damn!  She could read his thoughts, but he couldn’t read hers!  Hermione felt tears prickling at 
her eyes as panic welled up inside.  Don’t panic, don’t panic, think your way through; you’ve been 
in worse spots than this—my wand! 
 
Draco reached up and flicked of her one nipples, making her flinch and cringe as far as the straps 
supporting her would allow.  He chuckled.  “…Oh, I’ve wanted this for quite some time, my little 
Mudslut.  Since long before I saw you being fucked by our undeserving Potions Master, actually.  
I’ve asked Father if we can turn all the Mudbloods into slaves, along with the Muggles, once our 
Lord Voldemort takes over.  Mudbloods, Muggles—they’re all the same,”  he dismissed, reaching 
up and twisting her other nipple, making her gasp.  He smiled, a cruel smile, but released her flesh 
before it could bruise.  “You’re already mine, Granger.  My own little slave.  See this?” 
 
He fished a piece of parchment from his trouser pocket, holding it up at eye-level for her as she 
hung in the bondage frame.  Hermione silently read the statement penned on it in Draco’s 
handwriting—remarkably neat for such a clearly deranged mind—and broke off after only the first 
two lines.  “What sort of a joke is this?” 
 
“It’s the release words for this frame.  Only you and I can speak them, to release you from your 
bondage.  And if you choose to speak them…well, like it says,  ‘I, the woman known as Hermione 
Granger, being of sound mind, do hereby invoke by these words a magically binding oath…’  Yes, 
well, let’s not read the rest of it.  I don’t want to set you free until I’ve had my way with you here 
in this frame…and you’re ready to magically promise to let me have my way with you whenever I 
want once you’re free—oh, and it’s no use screaming for help,”  he added, that perfect, handsome 
young face of his smirking as he tucked the parchment back into his trousers.  “I’ve put a silencing 
charm around the room, so that even if someone could find it, they still wouldn’t be able to hear 
you. 
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“Don’t you recognize this place?”  he added at her frown, spreading his arms to indicate the 
bedroom furnishings.  “We’re in your precious Room of Requirement.  With a Malfoy twist, of 
course.”  A touch of his fingertips on the frame spun it sideways, facing the wall next to the fire 
burning in the hearth…a wall lined with the sort of sadistic ‘toys’ she had seen only last night.  
Whips, flails, clamps, rods, pincers, dildos of increasingly uncomfortable shapes and 
proportions…she cringed in the straps. 
 
“Now, I could have you read the contract that releases you from these straps right away…but I 
find myself very stimulated by the sight of you bound and helpless, at my mercy.  Of course, I 
have none,”  he smirked. 
 
Hermione wanted to demand why he was going against both Severus’ and Voldemort’s orders to 
leave her alone…but she realized she couldn’t say a word about it without breaking the illusion 
that she didn’t know what the Potions Master was ‘secretly’ doing to her.  I’ve only got one 
chance… 
 
Draco began unbuttoning the placket of his shirt, baring his pale, muscled chest.  “So I’m going to 
let you hang here, and have my way with you, using any and all of your orifices, until you’re 
begging me to read the contract aloud, just to release you from this frame.  And then I’ll have you 
any other way I want, when I want, too.”  He laughed, a harsh, triumphant sound that made her 
stomach churn.  “Malfoys always get what they want!” 
 
Her right hand flicked and snapped.  “Shillelaugha!” 
 
His head jerked forward, his grey eyes flying wide in shock.  A soft groan and he slumped to the 
floor, out cold at her frame-suspended feet.  Victim of the same charm he had used on her. 
 
“Serves you right, you little bastard.  Alohomora…  Finite Incantatum!—Exenchantus!”  
Hermione tried every anti-curse, anti-charm, anti-spell counter she could think of, her panic 
growing as each one failed.  “Shite!” 
 
Obscenities didn’t do it, either.  Unsure how long he would stay out, Hermione closed her eyes, 
lowered every single wall she had erected to keep out her lover’s stronger stray thoughts, and 
started shouting at him.  Severus…Severus…Severus!—SEVERUS!  Dammit, I NEED you—  
{SEVERUS!!} 
 
[—SHITE!  What was that?!] 
 
{SEVERUS!!}  Her mental scream was a mixture of relief, fear, panic, and need.  {Dammit, 
Severus, help me! 
 
[Hermione?  I can’t be hearing her thoughts—that’s impossible—] 
 
{Shut up and save me!  Draco’s got me trapped in the Room of Requirement—I knocked him out 
cold, but he’s got me tied up and I can’t get free, and he’s going to rape me and I’m so fucking 
scared I’m surprised I haven’t shited myself to death!} 
 
[You’re…you’re in the Room of Requirement?] 
 
{YES!} 
 

[God, this is bloody impossible—hang on, I’m telling everyone I left a potion unattended—your 
timing is most inconvenient, Hermione!] 
 
{Beat the shite out of your ‘godson’ for it, not me!}  she snapped back, opening her eyes as Draco 
groaned.  {Oh, god, he’s coming round!} 
 
[Hold on!] 
 
“You…little…bitch,”  Draco half-groaned, half-snarled as he pushed himself up onto one elbow.  
“I’m going to whip the blood right out of your muddy little back, for that!” 
 
The fire burst into emerald fury just as the pale-haired Slytherin pushed unsteadily to his feet.  
Draco staggered around, gaping at the tall, lean, furious, black-clad figure that shot out of the 
luridly coloured flames. 
 
“—Impedimenta!” 
 
Draco froze in place, but since he was off-balance, down he fell, as stiff as an awkwardly posed 
statue.  Anger etching lines into his scowls to a depth Hermione had never seen before, Severus 
strode forward, stooped, and jerked the immobilized Draco to his feet by a hand on his collar, 
glaring into those unblinking eyes. 
 
“What, in the name of Merlin’s brown-eyed shitehole, do you think you were doing, boy?!”  he 
snarled, uncaring that his godson couldn’t reply.  “ANY sexual contact with the girl from someone 
other than myself will ruin her effectiveness as a spy in Potter’s bloody camp!  A position, I 
remind you, that the Dark Lord himself has sanctioned and approved!  I knew you were stupid, but 
I didn’t know you were suicidal, too!” 
 
Casting the boy aside—Draco fell awkwardly next to the hearthstones; if his body hadn’t been so 
stiff, he’d have hit his head on the raised brickwork of the edge—Severus stepped up to the frame, 
lifting his hand to Hermione’s cheek. 
 
[Are you alright?  Did he hurt you?] 
 
{No, other than a headache from the Sapper’s Charm.  At least, I don’t think he tried anything 
while I was out cold.} 
 
[We’d be having difficulties communicating, if he had,]  Severus pointed out.  He started to move 
away, then narrowed his eyes at her, pouncing on one of her sub-thoughts.  […How long have you 
been able to read my thoughts?] 
 
{Weeks…  Since you, erm, ‘claimed’ me, on the settee in your quarters,}  she added.  And quickly 
reassured him,  {But I’ve only been able to hear the really strong thoughts, and most of the time I 
was able to wall even that much out, because I know how much you value your privacy.  You know 
I’m telling you the truth.} 
 
[Then you still might not…]  He withdrew his touch quickly, before she could hunt down the rest 
of his thought.  Turning around, he moved back to Draco and stooped over him, finding the boy’s 
wand and divesting him of it before the Impedimenta spell thawed.  He stared at the length of 
ashwood for a long moment, then tucked it into his robes.  Looking up at Hermione, he 
deliberately thought at her from a distance, with an unhappy cast to his sub-thoughts,  […It seems 
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we are going to have to have a little discussion on this newest stage of Veritamoria.  But it will 
have to wait until later.  We’ve got too much damage to try and contain, right now.] 
 
{You bloody well said it.  He said the release-words to this thing were actually a contract that 
he’s got stuffed in his pocket—left one, as you face him,}  she added helpfully.  {But I can’t read it 
aloud, because it’s meant to magically bind me to him—how revolting!—as his personal sex-
slave.} 
 
Draco stirred, and Severus stooped again, yanking the boy to his feet.  His hand dug into his 
godson’s pocket even as the boy tried to stop him and catch his balance at the same time.  They 
struggled, overbalanced, and fell against the side of the fireplace.  Something fluttered into the 
flames, and flared bright gold, catching on fire. 
 
“Shite!”  Hermione struggled against the bonds holding her in place.  “That was the only way I 
can get out of this thing!” 
 
Draco smirked.  Severus shot him a dark look, and flicked out his wand.  Silvery ropes snagged 
the boy, yanking him back and binding him to the wall.  From the grunt at his impact, Hermione 
didn’t think Draco found it all that comfortable to be pinned in place over a bunch of 
sadomasochistic toys. 
 
“Were you awake, or were you unconscious when he bound you into this thing, Miss Granger?”  
Severus asked her. 
 
“Unconscious, of course!  He hit me with the Sapper Charm!  Or at least I’m fairly sure that’s 
what made my head ache like this,”  she added, glaring at the boy bound across from her. 
 
“Then you did not consent to being bound,”  the older Slytherin informed her, giving his godson a 
cool, contemptuous look.  “Your father, boy, tried for years to circumvent that part of the frame’s 
enchantment, but couldn’t do it without risking damage to the rest of the spells bound into the 
wood and the leather.  I discovered, quite by accident, that there’s a safety feature its originator 
had included for just such a circumstance.  Miss Granter, repeat after me—and say it with honesty 
and conviction—‘I did not, and do not, consent to being bound like this.’” 
 
“I did not, and do not, consent to being bound like this!”  Hermione asserted—and dropped with a 
yelp, abruptly freed from the rapidly retracting straps.  Her knees banged painfully against the 
thinly carpeted floor.  It was a relief to be free, and an embarrassment to be naked.  And an 
outrage to have been caught, bound, and nearly tortured by that slimy, odious… {…shite-faced, 
arse-buggered—} 
 
[Control your thoughts!]  Severus admonished her, wincing from the rising volume of them.  [I 
haven’t had the chance to practice walling your own out, yet.]  He caught her arm as she shoved to 
her feet.  [Calm yourself, too!  Pretend you’re under my control.] 
 
{I’m too angry!}  Hermione growled.  Literally, for she bared her teeth with a rough sound, 
straining past his shoulder as she glared at the young man pinned to the wall.  {Dammit, I have 
every right to be!} 
 
[I know!  But we have to focus first on damage control.]  Severus tightened his grip on her arm, 
looking at Draco himself.  “You have angered her almost beyond my ability to control her, Draco.  
I am suppressing her knowledge of her naked state, but that is almost all I can do.  She wants to 
kill you.  I am sorely tempted to let her do so.”  Pinning the stunned, disbelieving boy with a 

stygian glare, he added,  “I told you, I would brook no interference in my handling of Miss 
Granger.” 
 
An idea crossed his mind, barely more than a sub-thought.  Why it surfaced, he didn’t know, but 
he shared it with the angry woman in his grip.  Hermione pounced on it with glee, and Severus 
smiled coldly at the half-dressed Slytherin across from them.  The purchase of Vatsyanna’s 
Grimoires was turning out to be a very valuable investment, on her part; the spell he had in mind 
was going to be particularly useful for ‘damage control’, tonight. 
 
“I have our Lord Voldemort’s backing in this matter.  I can and will maintain my control of her by 
any means I see fit…and I think you need to learn a valuable lesson about keeping your prick in 
your pants.”  A pause, and he released Hermione’s arm, stating,  “Mudslut…castrate him.” 
 
Draco’s eyes widened in horror, struggling against his summoned bonds.  “No—NO!” 
 
Her wand snapped forward, as she snarled,  “Eunuxis!” 
 
Purple lightning shot out of the end of her wand, whipping through the air with an ear-aching 
crack!  It stabbed into his groin, making him scream from pain and fear.  For a moment, his whole 
body flashed violet, then the bright light faded to a pale but distinct shade of pink, before the 
afterglow finally winked out.  The young man pinned to the wall blinked, evaluated himself, then 
frowned in puzzlement.  “…Was that supposed to do something?” 
 
Severus touched Hermione’s shoulder.  [Do you want to test it, or should I?] 
 
{I’ll do it.} 
 
“Masturbate him, Mudslut.” 
 
Gritting her teeth, doing her best to ignore her naked state, Hermione crossed the three yards 
between her and Draco.  Firming her jaw, she reached up, unfastened the fly of his trousers, and 
pulled the fabric of his pants out of her way.  He was regimental, no underpants to work her way 
around.  Steeling herself, she cupped the flaccid worm resting against his testicles—which, 
disconcertingly, were neatly and recently shaved bare—and pumped it with the expertise she had 
learned in her experiments with Severus. 
 
Draco frowned down at her.  Slowly, his eyes widened, horror dawning as nothing happened.  
Literally, nothing happened to him, though she knew he was looking down at a reasonably 
attractive, utterly naked woman who was stroking his bared, limp shaft with one hand.  Nothing 
happened at all.  “No…no…no, no no no no—” 
 
“—Enough,”  Severus said, cutting him off.  “Release him, Miss Granger.” 
 
{I ought to twist his testicles off,}  she muttered as she did so.  {Kick him in the groin a few 
hundred times…}  Backing up, she let Severus stroke his fingers down her arm, calming her with 
an overlay of his sub-thoughts. 
 
[He probably deserves it.  But the consequences to our mission would be deleterious, if you 
did…you know, I really enjoy being able to use words like ‘deleterious’ around you, without 
having to explain what they mean,]  Severus murmured in a mental aside. 
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{I like the fact that you can and do use them, around me,}  Hermione agreed, equally side-tracked 
for a moment. 
 
Looking up at his godson, Severus cleared his throat, recapturing the dumbstruck youth’s gaze.  
“As you can see—and feel—you have been effectively hit with the Castratus Curse.  In case you 
are not familiar with this Curse, as it is a rare one here in the Western Hemisphere,”  he allowed, 
lecturing Draco mildly,  “it essentially deadens all sexual feelings in the masculine recipient.  
Furthermore, it can only be removed by the witch who cast the Curse.  So I would do whatever 
you could to treat Miss Granger with tact and courtesy…oh, and not attempt to harm her. 
 
“If she dies, you will remain impotent for the rest of your life,”  he lied.  Truthfully, the spell 
ended when and if the witch who cast it died, as well as whenever the caster voluntarily lifted it, 
but Severus didn’t want to put the thought of killing Hermione into his godson’s head.  “As I told 
you, any sexual interference in my control over her will not be tolerated.  Even if you are my 
favorite student, and the only child of my oldest friend.”  A flick of his wand, and the silvery ropes 
vanished, dropping Draco from the wall.  “Go.  You have done enough damage for one night.” 
 
Draco, steadying himself, eyed the Potions Master, the Mudslut at his side, then the bondage 
frame behind them. 
 
Severus caught the look and shook his head slowly, precisely, firmly holding Draco’s wary, 
speculative gaze.  “No.  The frame is also forfeit, thanks to your foolishness.  Do not try my 
patience again, tonight.  Now, fasten your trousers, gather your things, and go.  Before I am 
tempted to take points off my own House for your foolishness.” 
 
Disgruntled, shooting a hard, resentful glare at Hermione, Draco gathered a green jumper, a dark 
blue jacket, and his school robe from the top of the bureau where he’d set them; he wisely did not 
take the time to fully refasten his shirt.  A last glance back at the pair, Severus still gently, slowly 
stroking Hermione’s arm, and he opened the door to the Room of Requirement, breaking the 
silence-charm with an audible pop. 
 
Sighing, Severus removed his hand from Hermione’s skin.  “Thank you for cooperating, and not 
killing him.  The little shite.” 
 
“Quite,”  she agreed coldly.  “You owe me for that.  He deserved a hell of a lot worse!” 
 
“I think the Castratus Charm will cover that, since it was my idea.  After all, I doubt you’ll want to 
lift it until at least after Voldemort’s final defeat…and who knows how long that will take?” 
 
“Oh, you’d better believe it,”  she muttered, stalking over to the bureau and the stack of her own 
clothing that Draco had made.  She started yanking on her undergarments, as he moved over to the 
frame.  Glancing over her shoulder, she asked,  “So, what are you going to do with that 
contraption?” 
 
“Confiscate it for our personal use, of course.  He must have Transfigured it into something 
innocuous—I thought I saw it missing, and Draco tucking something into his pocket, right before 
we fled the Manor last night.” 
 
“Bully for him.  Though…”  She paused and blushed, before finishing telepathically, tugging on 
the next layer of clothes.  {Well, I suppose we’ll get our own enjoyment out of it…and it would be 
nice to replace all the bad memories garnered last night and tonight in association with it with 
ones that are much more pleasant…} 

 
[Turn the pain into pleasure; I remember,]  he pledged to her.  Tapping the frame with his wand, 
he miniaturized it with a muttered Charm.  “Take this down to my quarters, when you leave here, 
and wait for me there.  I must return to the staff meeting, and cover my absence with some lie 
about a potion project that needed tending.”  A hesitation, and he repeated unhappily,  “—We 
really do need to have a discussion about…this newest stage in the Veritamoria between us.  It 
would be best to settle the matter tonight.” 
 
{Well, at least he’s being remarkably calm about it,}  she thought, relieved by his tolerable 
reaction to suddenly being able to hear her thoughts and know that she also heard his without 
physical contact.. 
 
It earned her a sharp look.  [I heard that.] 
 
{Damn…I forgot that you could, now.}  Blushing, she buried her face in her jumper as she pulled 
it over her head.  When her face emerged from the neckline and she could see again, the last edges 
of emerald-tinted flames were fading from the hearthfire.  Leaving her alone with her thoughts. 
 
Sort of. 
 
 
Chapter LXI. 
 
“Your recounting of the secret Nazi persecution of wizardry and witchcraft in 1938 is inaccurate.” 
 
Hermione gasped, jerking her quill away from the scroll she’d been scribbling over in her usual, 
neat, tiny handwriting.  Seated on the floor as she was, the sofa at her back, her school bag brought 
from her dorm-room, she had been lost deep in thought on her essay of the causes leading up to 
the impact of World War II on the wizarding world.  She literally had not heard Severus enter the 
sitting room.  Craning her head, she waited, hearing him do something on the far side of the 
couch, then watched him round the end of the sofa, a book in his hands.  He had removed his 
robes and frock coat at some point; in just a white shirt and those black trousers, he looked softer, 
somehow.  More approachable.  Oddly, though, the thought didn’t ease the tension that rose inside 
of her at the sight of him.  A tension that had little to do with his words, as he continued, 
 
“…You’ll want to read and reference this.  Gotzon Malgamott was the true betrayer of the 
Austrian wizarding community of Prien-Stadt, not Henrick Helmung, as the book Professor Binns 
uses suggests,”  Severus told her.  “The section of the history book where you got that information 
is sixty years out of date.  Malgamott merely used Helmung as a scapegoat—I’m distantly related 
to Malgamott, by the way, albeit about twice as far as I am geneologically related to the 
Weasleys—and confessed on his deathbed as to what he had done about thirty years ago.  Binns 
doesn’t always think to update his sources, unless you bludgeon him over his discorporeal head 
with new information a few hundred times,”  the Potions Master added dryly.  “But he’ll accept 
them from exceptional students as valid research resources.  With enough essays, he just might get 
around to changing his reference materials.  One of these decades.” 
 
“Thanks.”  Taking the book from him, she tucked it into her book bag, then busied herself with 
rolling up her homework scrolls, capping her inkjar, and stashing everything back into her 
bookbag.  “I, er, put the bondage frame in the second guestroom, and Transfigured it back to 
proper size.  I didn’t think you would mind my putting it in there.” 
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“Good,”  he dismissed.  “I wouldn’t want it in my bedchamber, anyway; your portrait is torment 
enough.” 
 
Hermione nodded, and rose from the floor; she knew he meant ‘torment’ in a good way, strange as 
it might sound.  He started to offer her his hand, lifting it from where it dangled by his thigh, but 
after a slight hesitation, withdrew it.  Hermione didn’t take offense at that, either.  She was trying 
not to hear his thoughts, but his sub-thoughts were running strongly enough to be a distraction, 
like someone muttering something in a nearby room, indistinct but audible.  Direct contact would 
probably worsen the matter.  He gestured instead at the couch, indicating she should take a seat.  
When she had done so, he sank onto the faded blue cushions next to her, carefully keeping himself 
half a foot from touching her. 
 
[…This is the hardest bloody conversation I think I will ever have,]  he thought glumly.  Then shot 
her a sharp look.  “—Did you hear that thought?” 
 
Hermione nodded, equally glum.  “Line-of-sight increases sensitivity to this stage of our 
communication.” 
 
“How the bloody hell do you block out my thoughts?”  he asked her.  “And how can I do it to 
yours?  The last hour was more than a bit distracting; there I was, hearing your occasional mental 
commentary about your homework, while I was supposed to be concentrating on the rest of the 
staff meeting.  If it had been a meeting to cover something important, or a meeting of the Order, I 
would have been seriously disadvantaged by my distraction.” 
 
She shrugged.  “I just pictured a wall in my mind, much like a castle wall.  When I wanted or 
needed to hear something, I’d lower the drawbridge, or materialize a window, or even lower my 
defences completely,”  Hermione confessed.  “That seemed to work—you know what Professor 
Flitwick says, about magic being formed as much by the mind as by the word and the wand.  I just 
went with that as my functioning principle.  ‘Think, and it shall be.’” 
 
Severus studied her, undistracted by her rambling side-comment.  “When you ‘wanted or needed’ 
to hear my thoughts…?” 
 
 She blushed hotly, looking away from him.  “You’re a complicated man.  Sometimes I needed to 
understand what you were thinking, just to understand you.  I tried not to do it very often, though,”  
she repeated, looking down at the fingers knotting themselves together in her lap.  “I know how 
much you value your privacy.  I tried to respect that.” 
 
“Yes, and yet now we have virtually none,”  he muttered.  “Hermione…”  He sighed, and she 
glanced up at him.  There was a hint of a downward turn to his mouth that told her he was as 
unhappy as he sounded.  “By all rights, we shouldn’t be able to hear each other’s thoughts without 
physical contact.  It should be impossible.  Unless…unless there was a, er…mutual admiration on 
both sides of the equation.  But by rights, that shouldn’t have happened.” 
 
“You don’t think I’d like you?”  Hermione challenged him, bemused by his choice of words.  “Or 
that I wouldn’t come to like you, the more I associated with you?” 
 
He winced.  “No, not ‘like’…  Liking me would have gotten you what we had all along, a 
comfortable telepathic rapport whenever we touched each other without a barrier between our 
flesh.  But…I don’t know what you feel, or how…how strong it might be.  All I know is…”  
Another pause, and she heard him thinking,  […Just do it, just say it, just blurt it out like a ruddy 
arse, just make yourself a great, big, bloody fool and get it over with—]  “—I love you.” 

 
{Holy god!}  She didn’t mean for her reaction to slip out like that, but it had, and he flinched from 
the thought.  Hermione quickly held up her hand, not quite touching his arm.  “I didn’t…it’s not 
a…a bad thing, exactly.  I just…never had a clue that you…”  Her fingers fluttered over his 
sleeve, then dropped them to touch the hand he had braced on the settee cushion next to his thigh.  
He winced, but didn’t pull away from her touch.  Or her thought, though she could sense that it 
was one of his sub-thoughted urges.  {You honestly love me?} 
 
There was no lying, linked as they were by the warmth of her skin on his own.  Severus sighed 
mentally and physically, grateful that her sub-thoughts weren’t repulsed.  So far.  […Yes.  I do.  I 
just didn’t realize it, until last night.  After you defended me from Mad-Eye’s wrath.  I’ve never 
had anyone defend me, other than Lucius and Dumbledore.  Lucius, because I was once his friend 
and had some value to him, even though he resented my being jumped ahead a year when we were 
going to school, here…and Dumbledore, because he believed I had some value, and was worthy of 
being a friend to, despite the things I had done.  You…you just charged right in there, and 
lambasted him with some rather frightening argumentation.  Without any prompting, or agenda, 
or expectations of anything from me.] 
 
Hermione gave him a dubious look.  {That sounds more like gratitude than love, to me…} 
 
[It’s not bloody gratitude!]  he snapped, frowning at her.  Then gentled his thoughts when she 
arched a brow at him.  [Sorry.  Yes, there is gratitude, but…  There’s so much more about you that 
I love—that I admire, dammit.  I don’t…  I should not feel this way,]  Severus asserted, picking up 
her hand and holding it in both of his own, looking down at the fingers he gently clasped.  [This is 
a vulnerability that Voldemort can and will exploit.  If he knew, if he ever learns how I’ve come to 
feel about you, he’d do even worse to you than he did to my mother—and the very thought petrifies 
me.] 
 
{Your fear is understandable, but it really isn’t that different from the risks we run right now,}  
Hermione reminded him.  {We both know the sadistic bastard will torture both of us any way he 
can, if he learns we’ve been deceiving him all along.  We both know he’d destroy me in a 
heartbeat to hurt Harry, so throwing you in there as well doesn’t change the risks all that much.} 
 
[Hermione…how do you feel about me?]  Severus asked, looking into her tawny brown eyes.  He 
needed to know, yet dreaded the answer, since she hadn’t reciprocated, yet.  [Do you…love me?] 
 
{I…don’t know,}  she found herself answering honestly.  At the pang of disappointment that 
turned his face away, she quickly lifted her free hand to his face.  {Severus, I honestly don’t know, 
because I’ve never been in love, before.  I think I do…I feel like I do…but I don’t know what it 
feels like, and have nothing to compare it to.  Unless you count my more tepid affection for Ron.  
I’ve only just today admitted how much I need you.  I—oh!  So that’s how it works…}  He looked 
back at her as she thought her way through the revelation.  {You needed me, and that opened your 
mind to mine weeks ago.  I needed you, today, and that opened up my own defences to you.  It’s 
the admission of strong feelings, the willingness to admit to one’s vulnerability towards their 
partner…}  Her mind-voice trailed out. 
 
Severus lifted his hand to cover hers, where it touched his cheek.  A slight twist of his head 
pressed his lips to her palm, his eyes closing as he savored the simple touch.  [I want you to love 
me.  I want…in a perfect world, we would not be teacher and student, there would be no 
Voldemort, and you and I would be free to love each other without restraint—I want this so 
much!]  A surge of emotions accompanied that thought, then subsided as he mastered himself.  
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[But this isn’t a perfect world.  Voldemort is still out there, and it is wrong for a teacher to love his 
student—] 
 
{Bullshite!} 
 
That popped his eyes open.  Quirking a brow at her, he silently enquired her meaning. 
 
{Having sex with your student or instructor, just to have sex, or gain influence, or cheat on a 
grade or whatever, is wrong,}  Hermione asserted matter-of-factly.  {As you said at the start of all 
this, it’s a betrayal of the fundamental trust between professor and pupil, regardless of which one 
instigates it.  But there is nothing wrong with having sex to save someone’s life—which is what the 
two of us are doing—and there is also nothing wrong with feeling love for someone.  In fact, love 
should by rights ensure that we tread even more carefully in this matter than we did before!  Now, 
I may not know at the moment if I love you for absolute certain, but I do know I care for you, 
deeply.  I’ll stand up for you, I’ll fight for you, I’ll protect you, and I’ll take care of you.  Just as I 
now know you’ll do the same for me.} 
 
[You doubted it?]  Severus found himself asking, disgrunted at her lack of faith in him. 
 
She had the grace to look a little ashamed.  {Well, yes.  I mean, to the depth that I mean.  I knew 
beforehand that you’d do whatever you reasonably could to save my life and such, but now it’s 
more than that.  Now I know you’d do whatever you could, flat-out, regardless of the 
consequences to yourself.  Kind of like…er…} 
 
Her mind-voice trailed out, cutting off what she had intended to say before it could offend him.  
Severus completed the sub-thought for her, not exactly happy at the comparison she had almost 
drawn.  [Kind of like you and Weasley and Potter would for each other?] 
 
She blushed.  {Yeah.  You rank for absolute sure right alongside those two, and they’re my best 
friends, bar none.  You, erm, might even rank a little bit higher, too…} 
 
[I should bloody hope so!]  he snorted, giving her a firm look.  He added an emotional 
undercurrent flavored with a touch of humor, letting her know the topic of her two friends wasn’t 
entirely forbidden, despite the delicateness of it.  [I’m your lover; I’d think that would give me an 
edge.] 
 
{Try a whole bloody sword’s worth, not just a mere edge,}  Hermione agreed, smiling wryly back 
at him.  She shifted her left hand from his cheek, smoothing away a strand of dark hair from his 
face.  {You know, I have a confession to make…} 
 
[I’m not sure I can handle it, on top of the rest of this weekend,]  he muttered, only half-jesting.  
[What is it?] 
 
{Remember when I told you I used to have a crush on you?  And that it went away in my fourth 
year, here?} 
 
[Yes?]  he prompted her. 
 
Her smile turned a little nervous.  {Well…it came back, in the summer before my fifth year.  And 
it’s grown quite a bit since then.  Especially lately.  Exponentially, even.  So even if I don’t know 
for one hundred percent sure that it’s true love just yet, I do know it’s something special that I feel 
for you.  And there’s something more to it that I just don’t feel for the other two.  Give me a week 

or so,}  she offered as lightly and yet honestly as she could.  {I have to think about things near-
endlessly, you see, before I can make up my mind about anything this important.  And I’ve been 
trying very hard to not think about my feelings for you, the past couple of months.  It’s going to 
take me a little bit to break that habit.} 
 
Nodding slowly, Severus caught her hand again and kissed it.  [I think that would be a good idea.  
I don’t…I don’t want you to mistake a mere infatuation for real love.  You’re of an age when 
you’ll…well, you’ll fall in and out of love as easily as you’d fall in and out of bed in the morning—
don’t protest,]  he cautioned her as she drew in a breath to do so, sub-thoughts at the ready.  [If 
you feel this is only temporary, then that’s…well, I was going to say that’s fine, but I would be 
disappointed, and thus lying to say so.  I won’t deny I would prefer more, but our situation itself is 
transitory.  And neither of us can help what we feel, nor its depth, nor its level of permanence.  
Other than to feel it to its fullest, whatever we feel for each other…  But I would at least try to 
understand, and respect your right to feel however you wish.] 
 
Hermione stared at him.  {You know, that is very mature of you.}  A moment later she winced, 
squeezing her eyes shut.  {Merlin—that came out like something an arse would say…  I’m sorry, 
Sev; I didn’t mean to offend you.} 
 
[You didn’t.]  He cupped her chin, mirroring their poses for a moment, then leaned in close and 
kissed her.  [I want to make love to you, now.  I want to influence your feelings for me—I know I 
shouldn’t; I know it isn’t right, but I want to show you how I feel about you.  I want to consume 
you with my passion; I want you to—no, no, no no no!] 
 
Wrenching himself away, he shoved off the sofa and moved a couple yards away.  Confused, 
Hermione watched him raise his arms, digging his fingers through his hair.  His thoughts were too 
strong to not reach her, as she stared at him. 
 
[No, this is all wrong!  Our salvation lies in not encouraging such flights of fantasy!  If I make 
love to her, with all my heart and soul, it could irrevocably change our relationship, and there 
would be repercussions.  Through the new ways that we would react to each other, and interract, 
and simply be when we’re around each other…  Are you listening to any of this?]  he asked, 
turning to face her as he dropped his hands from his flushed cheeks. 
 
{Yes; the more emotion you think with, the ‘louder’ your thoughts are, and they’re very loud right 
now.  And…though I’d love to make love with you until you make me scream and lose 
consciousness from the sheer pleasure of it…if we do encourage these feelings to deepen,}  she 
agreed reluctantly,  {I can’t see how it wouldn’t change the way we react to one another.  As it is, 
we’re both having a hard time acting “normally” around each other.} 
 
[Exactly.  As much as I love you, I will not put you at risk because of the urgings of my emotional 
state.]  Severus shrugged as she arched a brow at his choice of phrasing.  [It’s a bit arrogant, yes, 
but the threat to your safety because of me is still there, and your safety is paramount, to me.  I 
haven’t obsessed over you for years just to…damn.]  Dropping his head, he rubbed his face with 
his hands.  […Please, tell me you didn’t hear that?] 
 
{Sorry, but I did.  You’ve really obsessed over me for years?}  Hermione enquired with an almost 
morbid level of curiosity. 
 
He peered at her between his fingers.  [Hermione, you’re the best and brightest student I’ve ever 
known, in all my years as a teacher.  And you’ve grown from an ordinary child into an 
extraordinary young woman.  I tried not to think about you…but even as I rescued you, I know I 
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tried to deny my interest in you.]  Severus grimaced, but continued his confession, lowering his 
hands completely.  [I probably could’ve found a way to rescue you that didn’t involve lovemaking; 
I could’ve found or made the time in your tortures for implementing such a plan before 
irrevocable harm was done…but I chose the path that I did because there was a part of me that 
had to taste the most forbidden fruit that God ever dangled into my reach.]  Severus admitted with 
brutal honesty, castigating himself for the truth of it.  [I don’t deserve my job as a teacher, I don’t 
deserve my pride in my integrity, and I certainly don’t deserve you!] 
 
[…I’ll be the judge of that lattermost one, thank you,}  Hermione retorted primly. 
 
[This isn’t a joking matter!]  he snapped back, frowning at her.  There were fewer sub-thoughts 
getting across when they weren’t touching, leaving him uncertain as to her sincerity.  Some were 
discernible, the stronger ones, yes, but not enough of them for absolute, unequivocable truth. 
 
Rising from the couch, Hermione caught his hands.  {I know it isn’t.  I meant what I said:  
whether or not you deserve me is a matter for me to decide.  Just as whether or not I deserve you 
is for you to decide.} 
 
He stared at her for a moment, absorbing her words, then shook his head.  [We can’t decide 
anything right now.  Our futures are tied up with Voldemort’s fall from power.  And that’s tied up 
with whoever’s destiny it is to off the sodding bastard.] 
 
{I think it’s Harry.}  The thought slipped out of her before she could stop it.  Severus narrowed 
his eyes. 
 
[Harry, Harry, Harry,]  he muttered, freeing his hands from hers; they didn’t need to be touching 
for the anger in his emotional undercurrents to get through to her.  His palm slashed between 
them, adding emphasis to his indignation.  [In the very hour—practically the very minute!—that I 
confess my love for you, you’re talking about Potter!  You’re thinking about Harry Bloody Potter!] 
 
{Yes, you arse!  Because he’s my best friend, and I love him!} 
 
For a moment, Severus thought she’d stabbed in him the heart with her wand while he wasn’t 
looking.  Certainly the sharp pain of those last three words cut him more surely than if she’d 
wielded the legendary sword of Godric Gryffindor, kept up in the Headmaster’s office, these days.  
Hermione blinked at him, shocked by the pulse of agony her words—her thoughts—had wrought 
within him, a pulse so strong that she could feel it, too.  She scowled in the next breath. 
 
{—Oh, get off yourself!  I love him like a bloody brother!}  she snapped quickly, angrily.  
Embarrassedly, since the last thing she’d wanted to do was rouse a misunderstanding this stupid 
between them.  {Being an only child, I think you’d understand that it’s the family we choose that 
we love the strongest!} 
 
He stared at her, the undercurrents of his sub-thoughted doubts now so strong in the air between 
them, she could almost taste them. 
 
Hermione blinked, realization dawning.  {….You’re jealous!} 
 
He snorted and turned away dismissively, but even without the flush that tinted his lean, pale 
cheeks, the stiffness in his shoulders, she knew she’d hit it on the spot.  She knew she had only 
one quick moment of time in which to get her thoughts aligned in a way that they could actually 
talk about this, or he’d freeze her out and make the whole topic impossible to deal with in the 

future.  There was a part of her that knew this, that knew she probably had only one chance to 
change his mind.  But all she could think as she lifted her hands, clutching at chunks of her curly 
hair, was, 
 
{—God, you are so impossible, on this one subject!  It’s a wonder that I could even love you as 
much as I do, you’re so blasted pig-headed!} 
 
Spinning on his heel, he stared down at her.  […What?] 
 
She glared back at him, barely resisting the urge to stamp her foot childishly.  {You heard me!  
I’ve told you before, you’ve got to get past your unreasoning hatred of Harry, or you’re going to 
make a horrible mistake one of these days, one that’s going to be even worse—far worse—than 
the mistake you made of joining Voldemort’s assinine cause!  Yes, the Marauders made your life 
miserable, back when you were a student, yes, Harry, Ron and I have done equally stupid, 
dangerous things that normal students shouldn’t be doing—as if we’d been given much choice in 
most of our escapades!—but you’re an adult, for Merlin’s sake!  Get over it!} 
 
He continued to stare at her.  [You do love me…] 
 
She blinked, startled that it took an argument to show her the truth, then scowled, shaking it off.  
{…Don’t you derail me when I’m nagging you, Severus Snape!  You’ve got a hell of a lot more in 
common with Harry Bloody Potter than you’d both ever admit.  You were both teased and 
tormented and bullied in your youths, you’ve both been reviled up one side and down the other, 
you’re both trapped into lives neither of you would’ve chosen for yourselves, you’ve both lost your 
parents to Voldemort’s insane ambitions, and you’re both the men that I love—God, I must love 
you,}  she snarled, fingers curling like claws in the air in front of her chest,  {because I want to 
choke the living shite out of you for your own good!} 
 
That closed his eyes for a moment, pinching his brow in pain, before he shook his head to clear it 
and stared down at her again.  [That doesn’t make any bloody sense…] 
 
{Neither does your supposed hatred of Harry.  Give up the grudge,}  she urged him, moderating 
her tone down more into the firmly earnest range than the vociferous.  {I clearly do love you, 
because I wouldn’t spend this much effort on anyone else this bullheaded.  You think he’s 
arrogant?  Well, you are, too.  You think he’s one to flout the rules whenever it suits him?  Well, 
take a damned good look at your left forearm, Severus!  You think your childhood was filled with 
poverty, bullying, and pain?  How deep up your arse has your head been stuffed these last seven 
years, to have not noticed that Harry’s been suffering the same?  And you, at least, haven’t had a 
maniac trying to kill you just because you’re still alive!} 
 
He looked away.  Hermione reached up and caught his jaw, dragging his gaze back to hers. 
 
{If anyone in this school needs a mentor, it’s Harry Bloody Potter, and if anyone can be his 
mentor, it’s Severus Bloody Snape.  Because you’ve already suffered like he’s suffered, and you’ve 
survived.  You know the pain he’s going through—those who have suffered and survived the same 
sorts of torments are always the best possible counsellors for others in similar situations, as you 
very well should know!  And if you love me, then you’re bloody well going to have to learn how to 
love him—and Ron!—because the three of us are a package deal!  Harry-Ron-and-Hermione,}  
she ennunciated firmly in his mind, stringing the thought together with its full hyphenation.  
{We’ve been through too bloody much to not have forged incredibly strong ties between the three 
of us.  If you can learn to love me as a man loves his woman, then you can learn to love Harry and 
Ron as a man loves his brothers-in-law!} 
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Sub-thoughts swirled up fast and hard inside of him, at that.  Anguish rode the top of the crest, 
though it roiled with other emotions, panic, hope, fear, love, anger, longing, frustration, and more 
anguish, making him splutter mentally,  [I can’t…you can’t …we can’t think of and plan for 
marriage, just yet!  You’re my student—I’m your professor—we’d be dead, seconds after word of 
it got out!  We wouldn’t even have to wait for Voldemort to strike!  Your parents and my 
colleagues would strike the blows for him—God, your two friends would be the first ones in line to 
stab me to death!] 
 
{Do really you think that possibility doesn’t churn my stomach with dread?}  she retorted.  {“Oh, 
and by the way, Ron, I’m not only not getting back together with you at the end of our final year, 
I’m inviting you and Harry to be my Groomsmen of Honor, as I marry our dreaded, gitty Potions 
Master”?  That’d go over really big!—And do you know why?  Because you’ve made an Olympic 
sport out of holding a grudge above and beyond its original generation!} 
 
[I’m not the only one!]  he snapped back defensively. 
 
Hermione forced herself to let go of most of her anger with a rough sigh.  {I know you’re not, 
Severus.  And I’ll apply the bludgeoning lump-hammer of reason to both of the boys when the 
opportunity presents itself.  Assuming they don’t kill me for falling in love with you.}  Another 
heavy sigh, and she dropped back down onto the end of the couch, bracing her elbows on her 
knees and resting her cheeks in her palms.  {God, I don’t know what to do…} 
 
 
Chapter LXII. 
 
Studying her defeated slouch, Severus realized suddenly how confident she normally seemed.  
Seeing her like this made something inside his chest hurt.  Probably his heart; he wasn’t used to 
having it ache over anyone.  He hesitated, unsure what to do about it.  A stray idea crossed his 
mind—the proverbial grasped straw, no doubt—prompting him to move over to the settee and sit 
down beside her.  It felt a little awkward to put his arm around her shoulders, but when she sighed 
again and leaned into him, it didn’t feel quite that awkward anymore.  Thankfully. 
 
Resting his jaw on her hair, he asked,  […What am I supposed to do, when you’re in pain like 
this?] 
 
She shifted her head, looking up at him in puzzlement.  {What are you talking about?} 
 
[I mean, do I just hold you?  Do I try to fix things for you, if they can be fixed?  Do I offer to hex 
the person or object responsible for making you feel miserable?]  he offered, flushing a little at her 
baffled look.  [It hurts me, seeing you suffer, but I have no clue what to do about it.  So I 
thought…I thought I’d just ask you what you want me to do.  And if you dare laugh at me for 
doing so…] 
 
{No, no,}  Hermione quickly reassured him.  {You’re probably the smartest male on the planet, 
for doing so.}  She felt the warmth her words engendered in him, and lowered her cheek to his 
shoulder again.  {Just holding me is a great start…  Listening to me, too; I don’t know about guys, 
but for us girls, sometimes having a sympathetic ear to pour our fears and troubles into is exactly 
what we need.  And sometimes we do need someone hexed or something fixed, but sometimes all 
you have to do is just hold us.  We can always figure out a way to fix or hex things later, but the 
first step is offering comfort, at moments like this.} 
 

[Then let’s do it right,]  he decided, silently urging her up onto his lap his hands.  She shifted 
around so that her left cheek was against his other shoulder, looping one arm around his neck and 
the other around his waist, letting him cradle her against his chest.  He did the same thing, though 
it was his cheek against her forehead, not her shoulder.  [Is that better?] 
 
{Mm, much better.}  For several moments, Hermione rested in his embrace in as unthinking a state 
as both of them could manage.  But thought, and emotion, wouldn’t stay quelled for long.  {…I 
don’t think I’ll need as much time to think about it as all that.} 
 
Severus sampled her sub-thoughts, sating his curiosity.  [You mean, about your love for me?] 
 
She nodded slightly, and shifted her right hand to her sternum, rubbing it between her breasts.  {I 
do love you.  So much that it hurts.} 
 
[More than you love Potter?]  He winced even as he thought it.  [That was tactless.  Forgive me.] 
 
{Yes, it was.  And you’re forgiven.  I love each of you in a different way—here,}  she offered, 
twisting her mouth up to his for a kiss.  The moment he closed the last inch between them, 
pressing his thin lips to her fuller ones, she opened up her emotions to him.  Giving him a taste of 
exactly what she felt for Harry James Potter. 
 
Brotherhood.  Friendship.  Admiration.  Exasperation.  Kindness.  Humor.  Loyalty.  Faith.  
Caring.  He blinked and pulled away after a few moments, trying to absorb the depths of her filial 
love for the son of his hated school-aged rival.  A love that, through the Veritamoria linking them, 
was trying to seep its way into his own flinching heart.  She reached up and pulled his head back 
down again, touching their mouths together once more. 
 
{…And this is what I feel for you,}  she said as she kissed him, and showed him.  Admiration.  
Friendship.  Wonder.  Excitement.  Apprehension.  Amusement.  Loyalty.  Lust.  Intrigue.  
Exasperation.  Joy.  Peace.  Bewilderment.  Contentment.  Caring.  She ended the kiss, which took 
longer to convey than the other one, which he did not flinch away from, and kept her fingers 
threaded through the dark locks at the back of his head.  He gazed down at her as she explained 
the differences mentally.  {When I was a child, I read a fascinating essay on the different types of 
love; I wish I could remember all of it.  You see, the Ancient Greeks were smart enough to know 
that there are many different ways to love someone.  They divided up love into several different 
kinds and categories.  I love both of you—all three of you, Ron included—with agape, selfless love, 
the kind of love that exists simply because it exists, and I love all of you with ludos, the kind of love 
that is playful and humorous. 
 
{But I love Harry and Ron with filios, brotherly love, and I love you with eros, erotic love,}  she 
told him, looking into his dark eyes.  {I love the boys with storge, the slow-building love of a long-
lasting friendship, and though that one will take time to build between me and you, I also love you 
with maritos, the love of a woman for the man she wants to spend the rest of her life beside.  For a 
while, I thought I loved Ron with a touch of eros, too…but what I feel for him I realize now is 
much more akin to what I feel for Harry, and I know now that Ron and I  wouldn’t have lasted 
long as boyfriend and girlfriend once out of school, for we are far happier as best friends—
breaking up didn’t change our friendship by more than a tiny fraction, you see, and that could 
hardly have been true love,}  she pointed out matter-of-factly.  {And yet my deep love for them in 
no way diminishes my feelings for you.  In fact, it actually increases my capacity to love and 
appreciate you, because love is the one thing in the universe that, the more you feel, the more you 
express, the more you give…the more you have to feel, and express, and give.  Do you understand 
how I feel, now?} 
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[I believe I do, now,]  he returned quietly, amazed to feel that it was true.  [I don’t think I would 
have, or at least wouldn’t have accepted it quickly, if it weren’t for the Veritamoria preventing 
either of us from lying to each other.  Even down at the emotional level.] 
 
{Glad to know it’s good for something, after all,}  she dared to tease him, smiling. 
 
He kissed her grinning lips.  [Witch.]  An agonized thought crossed his mind, pinching his brow.  
[Brilliant.  Now I owe the shade of my great-aunt Eumenia an apology…] 
 
{What, for maligning her and the potion?}  Hermione asked.  She stroked his hair back from his 
face, smiling at him.  {I’m sure she’ll understand.  We never did get around to defacing her grave 
or tormenting her effigy after all, so it’s not that serious a crime.} 
 
[Sneaky old bat probably had this very moment in mind, when she bequeathed it to me—well, not 
this exact situation,]  he amended quickly.  [I’d be censured by both sides of my family for 
seducing one of my students, by the dead ones as well as the live.] 
 
That made her snort.  {And just who was being seduced this morning, when I had your prick in my 
mouth?} 
 
[Ah, so I’m the innocent little ingenue in this play, is that it?]  he teased, kissing her. 
 
{Make it fore-play, and I might consider playing the part of the big, bad, ravishing rake,}  she 
teased back, and mock-attacked his neck with her lips and teeth.  He growled and retaliated, 
making both of them laugh.  Hugging him, Hermione rested in his lap, her heart filled to bursting 
and yet deeply content at the same time.  Severus felt the same way, cradling her in his arms. 
 
[…I always thought the phrase, “I could die happy,”  was a trite piece of bullshite,]  he 
murmured.  His cheeks heated as he admitted it, but she didn’t ridicule him, in fact hugged him a 
little closer at the admission.  Giving him the comfort of being able to admit,  [I now believe it just 
might possibly be true…but reality must rear its ugly head,]  he warned the woman snuggling her 
head into the crook of his shoulder and neck, pressing her lips to his shirt collar in lieu of his 
actual flesh.  [We cannot let our feelings for each other interfere in how we react to each other 
beyond these walls.  And we really shouldn’t let them colour our actions too much while we’re 
within this little sanctuary of ours, either.] 
 
{Because that will colour the way we react to each other beyond them,}  Hermione agreed, 
following the undercurrents of his thoughts.  {I know.} 
 
[And you do have your projects to consider,]  he added in reminder.  [Such as your being late on 
your origami project.] 
 
{I am not late!}  she protested, lifting her head to argue the point.  {December was the Aqua Vigo.  
January was supposed to have been the kundalinis, but we ended up making the ouroboros 
layayoga instead, plus the Anima Vigo—} 
 
[Technically, that occurred in December,]  he pointed out. 
 
{Yes, but I should still get extra credit for it. And January was also the Polyjuice Potion.  
Speaking of which, we’ve yet to get you to drink  a bit of Essence of Hermione Granger,}  she 

reminded him.  {That experiment isn’t complete until I’ve snogged you-as-a-woman, and done so 
again with you as a woman and myself as a man.} 
 
[And I’ve yet to get you to put on a pair of zippered trousers as a man, without the protection of 
undershorts,]  he retorted lightly.  [Tell you what; let’s play with the origami tonight, and do the 
next Polyjuice experiment on Wednesday.] 
 
{Deal.}  Lifting her head from his shoulder, Hermione kissed him briefly but warmly, then 
reached for her bookbag.  Removing two pieces of squared paper and a scroll, she set the paper on 
the coffee table and unwrapped the thong binding the scroll shut.  {I’ve mapped out the 
amalgamation of the two spells, the animation of the origami and the linkage between it and our 
genitals, with heavy emphasis on the latter.  This part down here, I added so that no one could 
come along and crush the paper, damaging either of us.  And it has to be folded while constantly 
being touched to the genitals in question, so that’s one more guarantee against possible abuse and 
misuse of the spell, because in most circumstances you’d have to get the compliance of the other 
person to drop trou, so to speak, in order to make the origami work.} 
 
[Let me examine that.]  He read the scroll as she slipped off his lap, doing his duty as her 
instructor by making sure the theory of the spell written on the length of parchment looked sound. 
 
It wasn’t easy for him to concentrate, since she appointed herself the task of unbuttoning his shirt, 
but held out one arm at a time so she could unbutton the cuffs, and stood up when she had slipped 
off his boots and wanted to remove his pants.  She was pulling down his boxers, the last garment 
he had left, when he finished. 
 
[…A soundly written spell, from the looks of it.  I see you’ve plagiarized the illustrations for the 
folding-instructions for both paper genitalia from the book I lent you.] 
 
{Well, of course,}  she returned matter-of-factly.  {I can’t even draw a Bertie Bott’s Every Flavor 
Bean, and manage to make it look like a candy bean.  Honestly, what makes you think I could 
manage a legible, animated illustration of that level of complexity?} 
 
[And here I thought you were perfect,]  he mock-sighed, shaking his head mock-sadly.  [Shall I 
start stripping you, then?] 
 
{We’ll fold yours, first.} 
 
[—I think not,]  Severus countered, plucking the square of paper from her hands, exchanging it for 
the scroll.  [If anything goes wrong, I as the teacher should still have all of my faculties intact, to 
rescue you as the experimenter.  If you mangle my manhood in the process, I won’t exactly be able 
to do that, now will I?] 
 
{I’m not going to mangle your manhood!}  she protested, dropping the scroll onto the table as she 
eyed his lean, naked figure.  {Why would I damage something I like so much?} 
 
[I kneed you, once, in the groin,]  he reminded her.  [I’ve been dreading your finding an 
opportunity to return the ill-favor.  Strip.] 
 
{Give me an incentive,}  she bargained tartly, hands going to her hips. 
 
Severus ran a couple options through his mind, and settled on simply staring at her.  Slowly, he let 
his gaze linger on her tawny eyes, then down to her soft, rose-red lips.  His dark eyes slid slowly 
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down her throat, lingering briefly at the pulse visible above the neckline of her jumper, then lower, 
pausing appreciatively at the mounds of her breasts, straining against the blue knit cupping them.  
Just as his hands longed to do.  Next came her waist, cinched as it was by the band of her jeans; 
the denim dungarees were worn from many washings, and showed off the curve of her hips, the 
rounded softness of her thighs. 
 
He let his gaze dip as low as her knees, then dragged it back up to the placket of the zipper, and 
the gusset seam that bisected those thighs.  Severus didn’t know whether or not she was sensing 
his thoughts and their lustful undercurrents at the moment, but he did know she could see the 
desire burning in his eyes; at the upper periphery of his vision, he noticed her cheeks blooming 
pink with her awareness.  When he licked his thin lips, slowly, deliberately, staring at the denim-
covered mound of her womanhood, her mouth parted on a near-silent gasp.  He licked his upper 
lip again, this time using a slow flicking motion of his tongue, as if scooping up a dribble of 
melting ice-cream from a cone on a hot summer’s day.  Or savoring the essence of a woman 
writhing in the throes of her passion. 
 
{Ooh—you don’t fight fair at all!}  Jerking off the sweater, Hermione fumbled her way out of the 
rest of her clothes, to the accompaniment of a soft, masculine laugh from her lover.  Kicking off 
her knickers, too impatient to concentrate on the Disrobing Charm, she planted her hands on her 
hips as soon as she was naked, and glared at him.  {Put up, or shut up, you…you Slytherin!} 
 
[On the sheepskin, on your back, knees up, thighs parted,]  he ordered her, and felt both a jolt of 
desire and the urge to laugh in delight when she obeyed with alacrity, all but throwing herself onto 
the thick, white rug.  Making sure he had paper, wand and scroll close at hand, Severus hunkered 
down between her ankles.  Cupping his fingers under her knees, he pushed her legs further up and 
back, exposing even more of her delectable flesh, and buried his face in her femininity.  She 
gasped at the rough hunger of his attack and he quickly gentled it, though in no other way lessened 
the intensity of his assault.  [Sorry—goddess divine—I starve every day I forego your tangy nectar, 
your heavenly ambrosia…] 
 
Whimpering with pleasure, Hermione curled her fingers into the thick pile of the sheepskin, 
almost shocked at how quickly he could arouse her with just a few touches, and a few heated 
thoughts.  {Oh, god—so this is what it’s like to go from zero to sixty in two seconds flat!} 
 
He laughed at the inane thought, and rubbed his nose against her tiny little peak.  [Then let’s try 
zero to one hundred, my love—my love!] 
 
The endearment was an ejaculation of emotion.  With it came a burst of matching, flooding 
emotion, drowning her senses more thoroughly than the sensations of his lips, his teeth, even his 
nose against her most intimate folds.  Hermione cried out, eyes squeezing shut, head arching back, 
body tensing, then shuddering like a plucked bowstring.  She wasn’t the only one; Severus 
drowned with her as she echoed his emotions with her own, and only came back to his senses 
when he realized he was grinding his hips into a damp little puddle on the carpet. 
 
[Merlin, that’s embarrassing.  I usually have more control of myself.]  It was a little hard to 
breathe, too; she’d flooded his face with her juices, which were now smeared from brow to chin.  
Her heady scent was keeping him hard, keeping him ready for more.  It was so damned hard to 
think… 
 
{Mmm…so use a mundic charm on it…when you can move,}  she returned with a sated mental 
giggle.  Stretching her limbs, she tightened her muscles and curled her fingers and toes, then 

slumped against the sheepskin, sighing happily, relaxed and replete.  {You might be wizard-born, 
but you definitely know how to make a woman purr like a Muggle race-car engine!} 
 
[I’ll presume that’s a compliment,]  he teased her dryly, reaching for the nearly forgotten scrap of 
paper.  Unrolling the scroll of instructions, he sat up, briefly used his wand to clean the carpet, and 
nudged her knees apart.  Consulting her neatly written list of steps, he started following them, 
turning and creasing the paper, touching its valleys and peaks to the folds of her body between 
each step with a repetetive murmur of the linking charm.  [Can you feel anything yet?] 
 
{No…no…maybe…yes, a little tingling sensation, down there…} 
 
[Is it painful?] 
 
{Not really…yeowch!  What did you do, pull out a pubic hair?}  Hermione asked, finally lifting 
her head from the floor. 
 
[No…there.  Last fold!]  His fingers flexed, and he pronounced the final word of the spell.  
“Aputamonsei!” 
 
“Oh!”  Wide-eyed, Hermione stared down the length of her body at him.  She could see him 
cupping the paper folds representing her womanhood.  Not on her actual pussy.  And yet,  {—I 
can feel you touching me.  All over.  Even…even inside!} 
 
[Indeed?]  Intrigued, Severus trailed the tips of his index fingers down the backside of the paper 
yoni in his hands.  From the way she moaned and tipped her head sensually back, hips squirming 
slightly, her breath catching unsteadily in her throat, he had to believe her.  Curious, he lifted the 
folds of paper to his face, and flicked it with his tongue.  It tasted like paper, of course, but the 
effect on her was instantaneous.  A shout escaped, and she quivered, thighs straining as she 
struggled to keep them splayed apart.  Her hands fisted in the expensive New Zealand sheepskin, 
nipples tightening visibly as he licked it again, and again, watching her over the top of the origami 
folds.  [How very interesting…] 
 
{Bastard!  Y ou’re…you’re enjoying this…too much,}  she gasped, clawing at the soft wool.  It 
was all she could do to look at him as he licked that damned piece of enchanted paper. 
 
He lifted his head with a slight wrinkling of his nose.  [Not as much as you might think.  I’ve never 
really seen the point of licking paper; the taste is terrible by comparison.  If it had the right flavor, 
though, I wish I could lick this, and thrust into you at the same time…oh…] 
 
Hermione blinked, catching the idea that streaked into his mind.  {The doppleshells?  Do you still 
have them?} 
 
[Of course; they’re in my office, though—stay right here.] 
 
That made her laugh weakly, as he stood and reached for the outermost layers of his clothes.  {I 
can’t feel my bloody legs for all the tingling in them, I can still feel your fingers where they’re 
cupping my cunt, and you dare tell me to stay right here?  Don’t you dare give me a reason to 
knee you in the paper prick!} 
 
[If you do, I won’t do this.]  And he turned sideways to silhouette his actions, and deliberately 
traced the tip of his nose along every fold of the paper, letting her see as she lifted her head what 
she could normally only feel. 
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Her skull thumped back onto the sheepskin rug.  {Oh, god, I’m in love with an eromantic sadist!} 
 
 
Chapter LXIII. 
 
Breaking off with a laugh, Severus set the paper down long enough to pull on his trousers, frock 
coat, and shoes.  Picking it up again, he crossed to the hearth and borrowed a pinchful of Floo 
powder.  Once he stepped across to the Potions classroom, it was a simple matter of unlocking the 
ward on the interconnecting door that led to his office, lighting the candles with a flick of his 
wand, then unlocking the drawer where the box holding the necklaces was hidden. 
 
There was another box in here, empty at the moment.  Plucking it from the drawer, he opened it, 
placed the folded paper yoni in the box, and closed the lid to test the fit.  Pleased, he decided—as 
quietly as he could think it—that he would keep this box with him tomorrow.  After all, tomorrow 
was a Monday, and his first class of the day was— 
 
“—Professor?” 
 
Severus looked up.  Draco Malfoy stood in the doorway of his office, his clothing neat and his hair 
combed, but his grey eyes looking a little lost.  Wounded.  Resentful, but that emotion was to be 
expected.  [Hermione?] 
 
{Yes, dear?} 
 
He almost smiled at her endearment, but the expression on Draco’s face didn’t warrant any humor.  
[I’ll be a few more moments; one of my students wants a consultation.]  Tucking both boxes into 
his teacher’s robe, he gestured at the chair across from his desk.  “Come in, Mr. Malfoy.” 
 
The young man entered, closed the door, and crossed to the indicated chair.  Severus sat down, 
silently inviting him to do the same.  When Draco had dropped into the seat, he shifted 
uncomfortably under his teacher’s silent, dark gaze, then cleared his throat.  “You’re, ah…not 
going to make her lift it anytime soon, are you?” 
 
“No.” 
 
“But, Professor—”  Draco’s whinge made him pinch the bridge of his nose with one hand.  The 
movement cut Draco off as surely as any reprimand, for the grimace that accompanied it was not a 
display of emotion the young man was accustomed to seeing from his Potions Master. 
 
This was not a conversation Severus wanted to be having, with his lover waiting for him just a 
Floo-trip away to experiment further upon her and the paper replica in his pocket.  But neither 
could he put off his godson.  “…I have tried, in my subtle way, to teach you what you would face 
if you made the choice to become a Death Eater, to help you to understand just what trials and 
troubles you would have to face, as the price for joining.  To help you decide whether or not those 
prices are worth the rewards.  And I can think of no other way to convince you of the severity of 
your mistake than to let your punishment stand.  Had you succeeded in breaking the bond between 
me and Miss Granger, Our Lord’s punishment would have far exceeded 
whatever…inconvenience…you are currently suffering.” 
 
{…Is that Draco?  Are you talking to him?} 
 

[Yes, he wants me to lift his Castration Curse.] 
 
{Like hell, you will!}  she shot back, her telepathic thought brimming with indignation.  {That 
little twit deserves even worse, and I—} 
 
[—Hermione!]  he snapped, cutting her off.  His sudden scowl made Draco frown, but Severus 
had more important thoughts to pursue.  [If you would have me learn to tolerate, like, and perhaps 
one day love your friends as much as you do, then you are going to have to accept the fact that I 
care about this boy, and that I believe his soul is still redeemable!]  Covering his face to hide his 
glare, and the pained expression that followed, Severus sighed.  Letting the boy interpret his 
actions however he wished, he continued somewhat more calmly,  [I will make you a bargain.  If 
you make an honest effort to forgive Draco his idiocies, and try to care for him as a fellow human 
being…I will do my best to try to forgive and care for Potter and Weasley.] 
 
Silence reigned in his office, broken only by the faint ticking of one of the omnipresent clocks that 
ruled the daily life of the inhabitants of Hogwarts. 
 
{…Alright.} 
 
Her calm, honest reply startled him.  He covered it by slipping his fingers down so that he could 
look at Malfoy Junior without hindrance.  [You agree?] 
 
{Well, it is only fair.  I cannot deny you the right to…love Draco Malfoy, or whatever emotion you 
feel, as much as I care about the boys.  I’ll do what I can, and that’s all I’ll ask of you.} 
 
[Good.  Now don’t distract me.  I have to find a way to reach the boy’s soul without giving away 
my true allegiance.]  Sliding his hands the rest of the way down his face, he folded them together 
on his desk, regarding the young, pale prefect before him.  “Draco.  I will not tell you to join the 
Death Eaters once you  graduate.  I will not tell you to not join them, once you are of an age and 
situation to do so.  What I want you to do right now is to speak with great honesty to me.  What 
did you think of what the Dread Lord and your father did with those two women, last night?  Be 
honest; you know I will not tell your father, nor Our Lord, nor any of his minions of your true 
feelings on this matter if you do not wish me to.” 
 
Draco looked down at his hands, twined in his useless lap.  “I…at first, it was all very exciting,”  
he admitted.  “Seeing the little Mudslut bound up like that, knowing that you were forcing both 
pleasure and pain on her, which was in turn being transferred to the women around the room…I 
wanted to be the one wielding the whip, you know.  I wanted to pay her back for everything she 
and her sodding friends have ever done to me through the years.  And yet, feeling everything that 
you felt—I never knew sex could feel that fantastic, actually.  It’s always been a 
bit…mechanical,”  he grimaced.  “But then the spell ended, and it was back to being mechanical 
again.  Good, don’t get me wrong…but not great.  Insert rod ‘A’ into cog ‘B’, and all that.  I 
wanted to feel that with her for myself, not secondhand through you.  I never knew passion could 
be that strong.” 
 
“And when the Dark Lord used the Killing Curse to give himself an orgasm in the body of his 
victim?”  Severus prompted him bluntly. 
 
“It was…”  Draco’s normally handsome but sometimes petulant features twisted up in a grimace 
of uncertainty.  “Some of it…some of it seemed exciting, but when my father did it, too, and I 
realized they were encouraging everyone in the room to kill those women…the one under my 
father had blond hair, not that different from my mother’s…” 
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{Draw that comparison, Severus.} 
 
He almost jumped; Severus had nearly forgotten that he’d requested Hermione to be quiet, not to 
leave him alone in the privacy of his thoughts.  [What…?] 
 
{Ask him to imagine his mother being tortured and murdered by Voldemort…and tell him the 
truth.  You want to save his soul,}  she reminded him, confounding him with her perception,  {and 
I think this just might do it.  Even I know he looks up to you, idolizes you in some respect.  Mentor 
him with the pain you survived.} 
 
[…You are a far better human being than I, to be so willing to help him so soon after reviling 
him.] 
 
{I’m doing this to help you, Severus,}  she corrected him.  {It’s important to you.  Give me enough 
time, and I might think it’s important enough to help him, too.} 
 
“Anyway…the shock of having the Aurors come down on the house sort of killed the last of my 
lust, after that,”  Draco confessed through Hermione’s last comment, forcing Severus to split his 
attention for a moment.  “But it came back when I dreamt overnight about what you’d done with 
her, and…I lost my head.  Ruled by my hormones and all that.  Only now I can’t even feel my 
nards, save as no more different than a foot, or a knee.” 
 
“I thank you for your honesty.  And…I cannot blame you for feeling excited, feeling second-hand 
what I myself was experiencing with Miss Granger.  She is, for a Mudblood, a hot piece of arse,”  
Severus admitted blandly, sending mental apologies to her even as he spoke, and equally glad that 
she sent back an undercurrent of acceptance.  “But you must also remember that a good portion of 
my physical excitement was coming from a potion, Draco.  The only way to get that same level of 
feeling without the aid of a liquid enhancement…is to be in love with the woman in your arms.” 
 
Draco eyed him at that.  “Professor, have you ever actually been in love?” 
 
He couldn’t lie to his godson; not and retain the boy’s trust.  “Yes.  But as you trust me to not 
reveal your true feelings about last night to anyone, I must trust you to not reveal that fact to 
anyone else in turn.” 
 
“Are you still in love with this woman, then?  Or is it a…a man?”  his godson asked with an actual 
display of delicacy, blushing slightly. 
 
“It is a woman, and I will say nothing more of the matter, save that circumstances as they 
currently stand prevent me from claiming her.  Until those circumstances change, I would prefer to 
not think of the matter, as there is nothing that can be done about it.”  Nodding, Draco let the 
subject drop.  Relieving his Head of House.  Severus hesitated, then ploughed into Hermione’s 
suggestion, steeling his nerves for the revelation to come.  If he hadn’t spoken with her about it, if 
she hadn’t been there to share his emotions, his disgust…  Well, he wouldn’t have been able to 
even contemplate doing this much.  “Draco, I want you to think about your mother, Narcissus.  
Answer me honestly:  do you love her?” 
 
“Well, yeah.  She’s my mum,”  Draco admitted with a careless shrug. 
 
“Would you do anything for her?” 
 

“Of course.” 
 
“So then you do care about her, very much?” 
 
He rolled his eyes, making them look greenish-grey for a moment in the candlelight pooling 
around Severus’ desk.  “Of course I care about her!  What’s your point?” 
 
“How would you feel…if you saw the Dark Lord raping your mother?”  It took courage for 
Severus to keep his eyes locked on the young man’s face.  [At this rate, I’m going to turn into a 
bloody Gryffindor.] 
 
{I confess I thought that might be nice, once upon a time, but I think I now actually like you more 
exactly as who and what you are; a complicated, honorable man who just happens to be a 
Slytherin,}  Hermione quipped in the back of his mind, before falling quiet once more. 
 
Draco, unaware of their silent conversation, stared at him.  “You can’t be serious.” 
 
Sverus regathered his thoughts.  “I am very serious.  If you walked into Malfoy Manor, stepped 
into the east parlour, saw the tea things scattered on the carpet, and Our Lord’s naked, scaley body 
squashing the struggling figure of your mother, her clothes ripped and scattered over the furniture, 
her screams muffled by one of his hands, his wand gripped in the other, blatantly raping her…how 
would you feel about it?” 
 
“I’d hate it, of course!  But, he wouldn’t do that!”  Draco protested.  “My father is one of his most 
loyal Death Eaters—a leftenant in his organization!  The Dark Lord wouldn’t dare upset my father 
by doing so.  Nor would he dare upset me, either.  Not when he knows I’m itching to join the 
ranks of his followers.” 
 
“Are you that sure he wouldn’t touch a family member of a loyal Death Eater?”  Severus prodded 
him quietly.  “Are you that absolutely, faithfully sure he wouldn’t rape and kill your mother?” 
 
“Of course!—You think he might do that, because of what happened last night?”  Draco protested, 
visibly grasping for reasons that would satisfy the Potions Master.  “Those were Muggles!  Less 
than even a Mudblood!  And one of them was a Squib, an abomination of some poor wizarding 
family—they’re better off for not having such a taint in their family bloodline!” 
 
Thankfully, Hermione did not comment on that, in the back of his mind.  Indeed, it was all 
Severus could do to not stand up and throttle the little prick, for a moment.  Calming himself 
carefully, keeping his disgust from his face, he asked,  “…So you think Our Dread Lord would 
never touch a pureblooded witch in such a murderous manner?  Nor harm one of his loyal 
followers by association in doing so?” 
 
“Of course not!” 
 
“Then your ignorance betrays how unready you are for the hard choice that lies ahead of you.  
Voldemort—”  and he barely waited for the boy to finish flinching before continuing,  “—yes, I 
said Voldemort, would not hesitate.  I know you doubt me, but I saw it with my own eyes.  I was 
already one of his trusted Death Eaters when your father and I watched him slay my father, 
Sebastian Snape, for refusing to join Our Lord’s cause, and for insulting the Dread Lord’s own 
less than perfect bloodline. 
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“And not even two weeks later, I was summoned to Our Lord’s side in time to see him raping my 
mother in the parlour of her house…and using the Killing Curse upon her…and continuing to rape 
her cooling, lifeless body, all in the same half-hour,”  Severus related as emotionlessly as he 
could.  “It was an object-lesson, you see.  He wanted to teach me that everything that I had was 
dependent upon the whim of Our Lord, as one of his Death Eaters.  Belongings, money, 
career…family…all of it was to be considered his playthings.  His toys, serving as his amusements 
while he found them entertaining enough to maintain, and being broken and cast aside without a 
qualm whenever they bored him.  And my mother, I remind you, was as pureblooded a witch as 
any, with a lineage stretching back into the oldest wizarding families of England for sixteen 
unbroken, unsullied generations.  I had caused no offense to him, either.  He simply wanted to 
demonstrate his power over my life. 
 
“If your father displeases Our Lord sufficiently enough, or if you yourself do as one of his Death 
Eaters, he will not hesitate to break and discard your own mother in the same manner.  I do not 
know how your father would regard the rape and murder of his wife.  Neither do you.  All you can 
decide is how much you love your mother, and weigh that against how much you want to serve a 
man who does not care for his followers. 
 
“Yes, most of the sex was exciting last night,”  the Potions Master admitted bluntly.  “Arousing, 
titillating, perverted, kinky, pick an adjective and that could probably label it.  But sex clouds the 
mind of a man, makes his judgement weak.  Flawed.  Dangerously distracted, and thus imperfect,”  
Severus reminded him.  “I suggest you use this time, freed from your carnal side as you currently 
are, to examine how you really feel about your parents, your friends, your life, and the allegiances 
you have been expected to make since the day you were born…versus what you truly want.  
Because right now you are not ready, Draco Malfoy, to make the choice that awaits you, once 
your graduation has come to pass.  A choice, I must remind you, that is virtually irreversible, once 
you start down a particular path.” 
 
Rising from his chair, Severus moved to the door, grasping the handle, but not yet opening it.  He 
looked back at the boy, who had also stood. 
 
“…I want you to know, Draco, that whatever choice you make, I will do my best to support you 
one hundred percent.  Whether you choose to become a Death Eater, or choose to stay away from 
all of this, I will support you in your decision.  That is a fairer offer than you will receive from 
anyone, within or without your family.  All I ask in return for my support, and my friendship, is 
that you think seriously about the risks of both paths ahead of you.”  Opening the door, he 
gestured at it, inviting his godson to leave.  “Now, the hour is late, even for prefects, and you are 
away from your quarters.  I would not care to have anyone catching you out in the corridors and 
subtracting points from our House.” 
 
Nodding, Draco headed for the classroom beyond.  He paused just past the doorway, looking back 
over his shoulder at his godfather.  “Thank you for the advice.  And…I’m sorry for your mother, 
for what happened to her.  He shouldn’t have done that.” 
 
{Damn, the boy has a heart after all…} 
 
[Hush,]  Severus told the voice in the back of his mind.  Out loud he said,  “We are Slytherins, 
Draco.  We deal in what is, not in what ifs.  The past cannot be changed; not without grave 
ramifications.  Look instead to your future, and to whatever you want that future to be.  The 
choices you make now will help to determine your destiny.  Goodnight, Mr. Malfoy.” 
 
“…Goodnight, Professor.” 

 
Severus watched the young man leave the classroom, then turned and warded his office door.  A 
puff of green flame a few moments later, and he stepped out into his sitting room.  And found 
himself enveloped in a naked hug, administered by Hermione.  Her sub-thoughts and emotions 
were a little jumbled as he hesitantly returned the embrace, but she merely wanted to comfort him 
for both opening up his painful past, and for trying hard to salvage the boy’s sinking soul, without 
alienating him at the same time. 
 
It was a peculiar sort of comforting, but he accepted it, albeit a little stiffly, not accustomed to 
such things.  And it did feel good.  He returned her embrace for a moment more, relaxing a little, 
then nudged her away.  “The hour is growing late.  Now that we know your experiment works, 
you may replicate my own genitalia, and we will proceed from there.” 
 
“Yes, Professor.” 
 
That made him wince, hearing those two words coupled with the way her naked arse swished as 
she walked back over to the sheepskin.  [Hermione, please don’t put that image into my head.  I 
have to be your teacher, tomorrow morning.  How am I supposed to hide my erection in the 
classroom, if you train me to think of you naked every time you say,  “Yes Professor” in that 
bloody tone of voice?] 
 
She spun on her heel and planted her hands saucily on her hips, smirking at him.  {Well, it’s only 
fair.  You get me wet every bloody time you lecture in class.} 
 
[It’s one thing for a student to be caught with what looks like a crush on a teacher; it happens, 
after all.  It’s another thing for a teacher to be caught with a woody down his trousers for a 
student,]  he retorted mock-sniffily. 
 
Her eyes narrowed, and her hand snapped out.  “Sartorlagen!” 
 
His clothes fluttered into a wrinkled heap on the coffee table, the two boxes clunking as they hit 
the encyclopedia books and the wooden surface respectively.  Severus frowned at the rumpled 
garments.  “You could have at least bothered to fold them neatly.” 
 
“So I’m a little distracted by the thought of your body being at my command.  Plant your darling 
little arse on that sheepskin, or I’ll paddle it black and blue.” 
 
“You wouldn’t dare.”  At the arch of her brow—reminding him that she was one of a trio of the 
most notorious dare-takers and rules-breakers at Hogwarts since his own years as a student—he 
quickly amended,  “—You agreed we couldn’t do any role-reversals that extreme until after the 
Dark Lord’s defeat.” 
 
“Fine.  Plant your arse on that sheepskin, or you won’t get to paddle my backside black and blue.” 
 
[Now that is sufficient inducement,]  he agreed silently, hastening to comply.  She bit her lip, and 
her mental giggle made him hope he wasn’t blushing.  Folding his long body down onto the 
sheepskin, he parted his knees and lay back on his elbows, bracing himself upright so that he could 
watch her every move.  When she knelt between his feet, he couldn’t help observing,  [You’re so 
bloody graceful, sometimes…] 
 
She smiled up at him, cheeks turning pink.  {Thank you, Severus.}  Her gaze dropped back to his 
groin.  {And you’re very virile, in more ways than one.} 
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Pleased by the compliment, he watched as she stooped over him.  Biting back a moan as her curls 
scattered over his thighs and stomach, he felt her lips salute the crown of his arousal, then part to 
swallow him down.  It was his turn to clutch at the sheepskin as she fellated him for a few 
moments. 
 
Groaning softly in disappointment when she pulled back just as it started feeling really good, he 
focused on controlling his breathing while she touched her own square of paper to his groin and 
carefully folded a replica of his lingam, reading from the discarded scroll.  She had that same soft 
frown of concentration she always gave her work, the one that told him how seriously she was 
taking a particular project.  A shiver coursed over his skin at the thought of being the recipient of 
that much concentration.  He used to think that she was an insufferable know-it-all, yes, but in the 
last two years, it had dawned on him how much she truly enjoyed learning.  There was a burning 
passion inside of her to know why, and he felt a peculiar sort of joy to be one of the teachers able 
to answer her incessant questions. 
 
Something pinched at his groin, very much like a pulled hair, making him flinch. 
 
“…Aputamonsei!”  Grinning, Hermione held up a puffed-out paper penis, displaying her enspelled 
creation.  Then, her grin turning wicked, she brought it up to her mouth and kissed the boxy tip.  
Her tongue flicked the paper shaft, and her fingers massaged the parchment sack. 
 
Severus’ head dropped back with a soft groan.  [You are a wicked woman.] 
 
{Where’s my paper pussy?}  was her only retort.  It was a good thing she spoke in his mind, since 
it would have been rude to say anything with her mouth full. 
 
[On the table…in my robe…box…] 
 
{You know, this is actually fun—I can walk away, and still fellate you,}  she observed, moving 
over to the table, licking the origami lingam like it was a lollipop.  Rummaging through the boxes, 
she found both of them and brough them back.  Flicking open one, then the other, she located the 
paper yoni, and picked it up.  {Here, stop sweating and start playing with this.  I want to see if we 
can use these to have intercourse second-hand.} 
 
Lifting his head, he arched a brow, but folded his legs and sat up fully.  Taking the origami he had 
folded, he caressed it with his thumbs, enjoying the way she shivered.  She retaliated by 
massaging his paper bollocks.  He upped the ante by lifting the yoni into place, and she rubbed the 
tip of the lingam along its folds. 
 
It did, and didn’t, work as expected.  She could feel his shaft rubbing against her folds, but she 
could also feel something papery and cornered rubbing there, too.  Quirking her brow, she tried it 
again.  He shook his head, lowering his half of the experiment. 
 
“I’m getting too much of the paper-sensation.  Rubbing my glans against folded bits of paper isn’t 
as pleasant as it sounds,”  Severus stated.  “I’m getting some sensations from your actual genitalia, 
but not enough to compensate. 
 
“Same here.  The spell needs to be modified somehow.  I’m going to have to think about this,”  
Hermione told him pensively.  Disappointed that it wasn’t an instant success. 
 

Severus didn’t want her hopes to fall too far.  “I’m pleased to see that your experiment works as 
well as it does, on the very first try,”  he encouraged her.  “Many spells that look good in theory 
don’t turn out even a third as well as their creators hope.  You said you were only moderately 
interested in becoming an Auror.  Have you given any thought to becoming a Researcher, 
instead?” 
 
{Career advice?}  she enquired in his head, giving him an amused look.  {The Head of Slytherin 
is giving a Gryffindor honest career advice?} 
 
He knew she meant it only humorously, and gave her a mock-quelling look.  [It’s a serious 
question.  The Department of Mysteries might have an opening for an R&D apprentice.  You never 
know.] 
 
“…I’ll consider it,”  she allowed.  “Another thing I’ll have to give some thought.”  She glanced at 
the mantel.  “Is it too late to do something else, do you think?” 
 
Severus looked as well, gauging the time.  “Too late to use the doppleshells…but not too late to 
finish what we started.  First-hand, not second-hand.” 
 
“Oh, goody!”  Setting both paper genitalia in the empty box to protect them against accidental 
crushing, she closed the lid, set it aside, and playfully tackled him onto the sheepskin, scattering 
kisses over his sparsely haired chest.  Startled, he clutched at her, and found himself squirming as 
she tickled his knees.  Forced to retaliate, he flipped her over, pinned her down, and blew a rude 
raspberry on her stomach.  Hermione shouted with laughter.   
 
[Merlin, I’d forgotten how much fun it is to roughhouse and play, like a young man…] 
 
{How apropos,}  she observed dryly,  {since I’ve already literally made you feel younger.} 
 
[Hm, bad puns—ten demerits, young lady!  To be administered…thus!]  And Severus blew again 
on her belly.  Her shrieks of laughter echoed off the diamond-paned windows.  She splayed her 
thighs within a few moments, inviting him to quit tormenting her and make love to her.  
Complying, Severus blew the last rude splutter against her navel, kissed his way up her quivering 
stomach, licking her nipples hungrily along the way, then settled himself into the cradle of her 
hips.  Devouring her mouth, he let their loins rub together, until she tilted her hips up just so, 
allowing him to penetrate with a skillful thrust. 
 
{Ohhh, yes…} 
 
He lifted his head from hers for a moment, curtaining the rest of the room from view with his 
black locks so that it seemed like there was only the two of them in the universe.  Their bodies 
were entangled deliciously, yet he hadn’t moved within her, yet.  Black eyes met light brown for a 
long, searching moment, then he closed them and kissed her again.  [It’s almost too intimate to say 
it out loud, when looking at you…yet not the least bit uncomfortable when I simply feel it within 
my mind, and share it with you…  I love you, Hermione.] 
 
{I know what you mean.  I love you, too, Severus.}  Her fingers dug into his back as he pushed 
into her a little deeper, then pulled partway out and thrust, trying to find her g-spot.  {Oh, I love 
that, too…!  Do it again?} 
 
Smirking, he gave her everything she loved. 
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Chapter LXIV. 
 
Hermione stared at her Potions Master.  She wasn’t the only one, either; normally when he entered 
the classroom, all the students inside quieted down immediately, but there was usually some faint 
murmurs, rustlings of scrolls and textbooks, minute adjustements of potion ingredients and 
cauldrons on tabletops.  This time, the abrupt, utter silence was ripe for the proverbial pin-drop.  
Her eyes followed him warily as he swept up to the podium, dismayed at what she was seeing.  
Even more dismay surfaced at his casual, cheerful greeting to her.  [Good morning, my love.] 
 
{Severus…you’re smiling!} 
 
He set the stack of books in his arms on his desk and arched a brow at her.  [So?] 
 
{Dammit, Sevy, you’re supposed to be the black-hearted bastard of Hogwarts!  Wipe that smile off 
your face this instant!}  she ordered him. 
 
He considered her words for a moment, then altered his expression.  Not by removing the smile, 
but by giving it an evil edge.  That made the other students, agape at the pleasant expression their 
professor had entered with, relax back into a semblance of their normal level of apprehension.  If 
relaxing was the right word for wary, nervous fear. 
 
His explanation for his cheerful attitude didn’t help matters.  “Some of you may be wondering 
why I am in such a good mood, this morning.  It is simple.  I have decided to alter the typical, 
gruelling, end-of-term test, this coming Easter holiday.  Instead of crafting and identifying the 
usual dangerous assortment of complicated potions that I plan for my most Advanced students in 
preparation for your N.E.W.T.s, you will be creating concoctions even more potentially deadly 
than usual.  For they are quite capable of killing without warning, if you have not followed every 
last precautionary step.”  He laced his hands together at the top of the podium, index fingers 
steepled, and smiled even more evilly, smirking outright as he dropped his voice even lower, both 
in pitch and in volume.  The silky, amused words that emerged from deep within him terrified 
even Hermione.  “And you will be consuming these creations.  Or.  You.  Will.  Fail.  This.  
Course.” 
 
Each soft-spoken, smiled word fell like a polished, demonic jewel into the stunned silence of the 
classroom.  To the disconcertion of even the Slytherin students, he actually chuckled. 
 
“…Oh, yes,”  Severus drawled, enjoying the dismayed looks on his Advanced students’ faces.  
“You will be washed out of this class, sent packing in disgrace, forced to take some other elective 
class for the last term, sequestered with the third years, to your utter humiliation…and I will make 
sure to note your incompetency in this particular arena to all and sundry future employers who 
may call upon this institution of learning to determine your potential in the art of potions-making, 
and your overall worth as a prospective employee.  That is why I am in such a good mood.  Now, 
open your textbooks to page 675!” 
 
That demand was delivered in his usual cold sneer.  Everyone jumped to comply. 
 
[Is that better?]  Severus asked the woman seated front center in his class as she quickly flipped 
through her own textbook. 
 
{I suppose.  But, now you’ve intrigued me.} 
 

[You will not go rummaging through my mind, searching for the secret test I’ve decided to plan 
for the term final,]  he chided her, opening his own textbook.  [Do I make myself clear?] 
 
{Yes, Professor.} 
 
[And don’t try to turn me on with that Obedient Student tone of voice,]  he added, giving her a 
pointed look.  {I have the box with your paper yoni in it within my robes even at this very 
moment…and I will not hesitate to use it against you, if you misbehave like that in my class.] 
 
{Then don’t lecture us too long. You know what that does to me; I might be forced to retaliate out 
of sheer self-defense,}  she warned him. 
 
[Not when you left the lingam in the same box.]  He sent her the sub-thought equivalent of a smirk, 
and began lecturing the class on the next category of potions they were to study.  Listening to the 
undercurrents of her thoughts, as she struggled with the urge to curse her poor luck.  [And I plan to 
lecture all…class…long…] 
 
By the end of the class, Hermione had reached a level of equanimity with her Pavlovian response 
to that sexy, silky murmur that he used to captivate—and terrorize—his classes.  He had, indeed, 
lectured nearly the whole class long, leaving her loins damp and aching, and her hand cramping 
from taking so many notes.  He knew it, too, the mind-reading bastard.  Throwing her scrolls of 
notes into her bookbag, Hermione noticed his hand disappearing inside the depths of his teaching 
robe out of the corner of her eye.  A suspicion made her lift her head for a better look, just in time 
to feel a phantom fingertip gliding between her labia. 
 
Her knees buckled and she dropped onto her stool, staring at him.  {Bastard.} 
 
[Tsk, tsk, Miss Granger.  Such language!]  His arm moved slightly, rhythmically, and the 
illusionary finger penetrated the sensitive folds of her opening a couple of times, before swirling 
up over the paper-linked equivalent of her clitoris. 
 
It was enough to make her bow her head and bite her lip, shivering in as silent an orgasm as she 
could manage.  A hand touched her shoulder, making her gasp and jerk up her head.  “—Oh!  
Merlin, you scared me, Ron!” 
 
“Easy, ‘Mione,”  Ron told her.  “Come on, you’ll be late for your next class.  Are you alright?” 
 
“Right, right…  I’m fine.”  Shooting Severus a lightning-quick glare, she stuffed the last of her 
belongings into her bookbag and slid off the stool.  Her legs were a little wobbly, but she managed 
to walk out of the classroom.  It didn’t help that he teased her as she left, sliding that same finger 
again over her cleft.  Shivering an aftershock through her system. 
 
Ron eyed her warily as the door closed behind them, Harry joining them on her other side.  The 
red-head on her left spoke as they reached the foot of the stairs leading up out of the dungeon.  
“You’re looking awfully flushed, Hermione.  Are you sure you’re alright?” 
 
“Fine, fine,”  she managed to reply, a bit breathless as the bastard did it a third time, threatening to 
make her knees buckle.  “—Excuse me, will you?  I forgot something.”  Leaving them staring 
after her, she hurried back to the classroom.  Easing open the door, she flicked out her wand and 
pointed it at the dark-haired figure just beginning to lift his head from his notes at the far end of 
the chamber.  Before he could do more than register who was at the door, she hissed,  “Accio 
origami lingam!” 
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His robes flapped as a white shape arrowed across the room, smacking lightly into her 
outstretched hand. 
 
“Ow!”  [Dammit, that hurt!  You’ve got to put some sort of anti-pain or anti-damage control on 
the spell!  And don’t grip me so tightly!]  he ordered her, standing and glaring at her across the 
length of the room. 
 
She gave him an arch look, gently rubbing the side of the paper phallus with her thumb in apology 
.  {Consider it payback for what you were doing, just now.  As is this!} 
 
Lifting the paper to her mouth, she licked the tip.  He shifted his stance at the desk, leaning 
forward a little, no doubt to give his trousers a little more room up front.  […You’re vicious when 
you’re aroused.  Are you sure you weren’t meant for Slyther—oh, bugger, what does he want?] 
 
Hermione looked over her shoulder, jerking the lingam down out of view.  Ron and Harry were in 
the corridor behind her, eyeing her in curiosity; the tall redhead was peering past her into the 
classroom.  {Great, they want to know why I came back.} 
 
[Ow, ow ow!  Dammit, don’t squeeze!  To hell with their curiosity—]  Pulling his wand from his 
sleeve, he ordered,  “Finite aputamonsei!” 
 
A jolt of sparks hit her hand, crumpling the paper penis and breaking the spell. 
 
[…There.  Now you can’t make me an eunuch the old-fashioned way.  And that’ll be ten points 
from Gryffindor, for mangling my manhood.  As soon as I can figure out how to phrase that non-
sexually, that is.  In fact, I think I’ll make it twenty points!] 
 
“You ruddy bastard!”  Hermione glared at him, but not over the threatened point-loss.  She bit her 
lower lip to keep from speaking out loud.  {Don’t pretend I can’t hear your smug little sub-
thoughts!  You are not going to keep using my own paper yoni to torment me the rest of the day!}  
Flicking out her own wand, she snapped back,  “—Finite aputamonsei!” 
 
The sparks from her own wand smacked into his side, below his ribs.  He flinched and glared 
back.  “Five points from Gryffindor for your insolence, Miss Granger—get to class!” 
 
“’Five points from Gryffindor for your insolence,’”  she muttered, slamming the door shut 
between them.  “He ruddy well started it!” 
 
[I heard that!]  he retorted in her mind.  [You said yourself you like my Slytherin qualities; do not 
blame me for taking advantage of the situation, when that is a very Slytherin thing to do.] 
 
{…Do you mind?  I’m trying hard not to laugh in Ron and Harry’s face, as it is!}  It was the truth, 
too; her two oldest friends were gaping wide-eyed at her.   Their bewilderment was quite amusing 
to see, as they eyed her and each other warily.  They couldn’t ask her any questions, though, since 
a group of younger students were coming down the corridor.  She jerked her chin that way.  
“Come on, we’re going to be late.” 
 
They kept their mouths shut—after closing them—until they were alone on the stairs.  Harry 
touched her elbow, trotting up the stairs beside her.  “Hermione, what was that all about?” 
 
They weren’t going to let this one go.  She flushed and muttered,  “A failed experiment.” 

 
“What kind of experiment?”  Ron asked, moving up beside her as they reached the ground floor 
and started up one of the wider staircases.  “Why haven’t we heard about 
this…apoota…apoomon…ap…what the ruddy hell is it for, anyway?” 
 
“It’s one of my extra-credit projects.  Which we talked about, back on New Year’s Eve?”  she 
prompted their memories.  “Suffice to say, it needs a serious bit of reworking, and that’s all I can 
say about it.” 
 
“You’re not only getting awfully mysterious with these project-things,”  Harry observed,  “you’re 
getting rather cheeky around him, too.  What’s gotten into you, lately?” 
 
“Yeah,”  Ron agreed from her other side as they reached the first floor and waited for one of the 
staircases to shift their way.  He lowered his voice, since there was a group of third-years waiting 
for the same staircase on the next landing up to swing their way.  “…I can’t believe Snape didn’t 
give you a detention and take off even more points, for calling him a bastard to his face!  What’s 
gotten into him, too?” 
 
“Professor Snape, Ron,”  Hermione corrected him automatically.  “Give all your teachers the 
respect they are due.” 
 
“—Respect!”  he snorted. 
 
“He’s a damned fine Potions Master.  You’d admit it, if you’d ever deflate your pride!” 
 
The staircase connected, and they waded up along the left-hand railing as the younger students 
flowed downstairs.  Harry reached the second-floor ahead of the other two, and stopped Hermione 
with a touch.  He glanced up and down the stairwell, keeping his voice low, since they weren’t the 
only group of students in the portrait-lined shaft.  “Hermione, you said you can… you know,”  his 
voice dropped to a whisper as Ron joined them,  “…read his thoughts.  What’s this test project he 
has in mind?” 
 
“I don’t know.” 
 
“Oh, come on,”  Ron protested.  “You’re telling us it hasn’t been lurking around that ugly little 
swamp in his head?” 
 
Hermione wanted to protest that Severus’ mind was neither ugly, nor little, nor swampy, but 
refrained.  “He sprang it on all of us this morning, Ron.  I was just as surprised as the rest of you.” 
 
“Well, then, could you…you know, rummage around, and find out what it’s about?”  Ron asked. 
 
“No.” 
 
“What?”  he and Harry asked in unison, eyeing her askance.  Harry continued.  “Come on, 
‘Mione!  Just a hint, a little clue?” 
 
“I gave him my word that I wouldn’t.”  She headed determinedly for Runes, only to have both 
boys catch up to her with long-legged strides.  They caught her by the elbows; Harry was the first 
to speak. 
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“’Mione, how could he have asked you to give him your word?”  he hissed in an undertone.  “You 
said back at New Year’s that you could only read each other’s thoughts when you touched.” 
 
“Yeah, and if he only sprang this on you this morning, he didn’t touch you at all during class,”  
Ron pointed out.  “How could he have asked you?  You didn’t even go all the way through the 
doorway to his classroom, just now!” 
 
She eyed them both, cobbling together a good excuse with a bit of rapid thought.  “…Has it never 
occurred to either of you that the two of us may have already covered this possibility?”  They eyed 
each other over her head.  Well, Ron did.  He was taller even than Severus; Harry wasn’t that 
much taller than her.  “You know I’m not the kind to cheat on tests, right?  Well, has it not 
occurred to you that I might have already given my word that I wouldn’t go rummaging in his 
head for the answers to those tests?  Or any other information about them, for that matter?  This 
falls into that exact same category, gentlemen.  Now, if you don’t mind, I’ve already lost us five 
points.  I’d rather not be late to my next class and risk losing even more, today.” 
 
“—And that’s another odd thing,”  Harry pointed out, his green eyes puzzled behind his glasses as 
they both reluctantly let go.  “Points keep being subtracted and added to the House totals, points 
that I can’t account for from the common-room gossip up in the Tower.  Are you actually earning 
points, in his company?” 
 
Hermione didn’t dare answer that one.  She merely rolled her eyes, let out a scoffing noise, and 
headed for Runes.  “Get to class, you two!”  she called over her shoulder as she escaped.  “Don’t 
lose us any more by being late, yourselves!” 
 
 
Chapter LXV. 
 
Wednesday, Luna just had to show off her completed, knitted, enspelled muffler to Hermione right 
after dinner, which could bind and unbind, slither, lengthen, thicken, grow softer and fuzzier, even 
broaden to cover the whole of her blond head.  They initially met in a corner of the Library, 
earning disapproving frowns from Madam Pince, so when they left to find another room, they ran 
across Ginny in the halls. 
 
Ginny had greeted both of them animatedly—fighting the Death Eaters at the Ministry of Magic 
two years ago had strengthened their friendships—then had admired Luna’s knitting project, 
which had led into a discussion of the infamous Mrs. Weasley sweaters.  And somehow the 
conversation got onto how to make enspelled armor out of sweaters, yet still retain their softness 
and prettiness in the meantime, a debate of fashion versus function.  Hermione finally excused 
herself by saying she had to go to the lavatory, and left the two sixth-years chatting animatedly 
over Charming the thread, stitching Runes to the hems and cuffs, and whatever else the two smart 
young women could think of to create attractive, spell-and-harm repelling jumpers. 
 
Since she did have to use the lavatory, she detoured towards the nearest one.  And hesitated, hand 
on the doorknob, when she realized it was the second floor girls’ toilet.  The one haunted by 
Moaning Myrtle.  Hermione debated with herself, then cracked open the door as quietly as she 
could.  Sometimes Myrtle was elsewhere, but if she heard the ghost moping about, she’d just hold 
it until she reached Severus’s quarters… 
 
There was noise coming from inside the bathroom, but it wasn’t the sound of a perenially 
depressed ghost.  It was a pair of whispering, masculine voices. 
 

“…those stew for a good while,”  one voice muttered. 
 
“And here’s the fluxweed.  We’re going to have a time getting the bicorn horn, and the boomslang 
skin, without her help.” 
 
“I’ll use my Cloak.” 
 
Ron and Harry.  Lovely.  Sounds like they’re trying to make another Polyjuice Potion.  Well, she 
wasn’t going to let this one pass without her attention.  The boys had gotten a lot better at Potions 
over the years, but it was probably best if she oversaw it herself.  After all, she’d succeeded with 
the potion a couple of times, now.  Easing inside, she closed the door almost all the way, eyeing 
one of the stalls, which had two sets of trainers and black robe hems swirling under the wooden 
panel, and shut the door with a sharp click. 
 
Both boys froze.  Hermione smiled grimly as Ron’s red thatch of hair appeared above the stall, 
then his hazel brown eyes. 
 
“Well, well, boys in a girls’ toilet.  I really should take points off the both of you.  Especially you, 
Ron; you’re a prefect!  You should be setting a good example for your fellow students!”  she 
teased in a dry voice. 
 
“Er, hello, Hermione.”  He sounded a little too nervous.  “What brings you in here?” 
 
“Damn—the fire went out, again!”  That was from Harry, who was still hidden from view, save 
for his sneakers.  Ron’s head disappeared, there was a brief moment of hissing as they conferred, 
then Ron pushed open the stall door and gestured her to step inside with his bandage-swathed arm.  
He was able to sleep in his own dorm-room these days, but though his arm had regrown all the 
way to his palm, he still had another week and a dozen potions to go before his fingers would exist 
once more. 
 
“Great.  ‘Mione, can you cast a bloody waterproof fire for us?  Only we’re having some trouble 
keeping ours going,”  Ron muttered, glaring at the cauldron stacked over the toilet inside. 
 
“Let me guess.  Polyjuice Potion, right?  What’s it for?”  Hermione asked, curious. 
 
The boys exchanged a look, and Harry shrugged.  “We want to get into Slytherin again.  We think 
someone in there might know who set off that salamander fire.” 
 
“Yeah; you don’t get salamander fire without practically killing a salamader, since they only spark 
off that badly if they’re in mortal danger,”  Ron added in quick agreement.  “Or it could have been 
a Pyromancer, but they’re fairly rare.  I mean, we know it wasn’t you.” 
 
“Well, why didn’t you tell me you were going to try to brew some Polyjuice again?”  Hermione 
countered, flicking out her wand as she stepped between her friends.  “You know I know how to 
do it. ” 
 
“No offense, Herm, but you turned yourself into a cat, the last time,”  Ron pointed out dryly. 
 
“Only because I plucked the wrong hair from Bullstrode’s robes,”  she pointed out, cheeks 
flushing as she poked the bowl under the cauldron.  “Ignaquus!  The potion itself was perfectly 
fine—I’ll remind you that you both turned into Crabbe and Goyle without any problems…  There, 
that’s burning nicely, now.  Harry, you’ve got some coins on you, right?” 
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“Well, not on me, but yeah, up in my dorm-room,”  he agreed.  “What did you have in mind?” 
 
She dropped her wand, letting it snap back into her wand-wallet.  “Well, I know where to get my 
hands on an ingredients-company catalog that you can use to order the boomslang skin and the 
bicorn horn, and a couple of the other ingredients, too.” 
 
“I was planning on just raiding Snape’s stores,”  Harry shrugged.  “Why go to all the trouble of 
paying for it?” 
 
She levelled him a firm look.  “Professor Snape, Harry.  And do you want to get us into trouble 
with him, or do you want to get away with making this potion?” 
 
“How’s he going to find out?”  Ron scoffed. 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes, turning to give him a ‘you’re being particularly Weasley-ish’ look.  
“Ron, he can read my mind.  The moment he discovers those ingredients missing, who do you 
think he’ll interrogate first?  The two of you?  No.  He’ll come straight to me, slap his hand on my 
face, and have done with it.” 
 
“If he didn’t find out about the ingredients we stole in our second year, what makes you think he’ll 
find out who took them this year?”  Harry protested. 
 
Folding her arms across her chest, she looked over at him.  “You remember some of those 
missing, miscellaneous House-points you were whinging about on Monday, after Potions?”  she 
asked pointedly, implying that they had occurred because Severus had found out about their little 
second-year escapade.  “You will not steal them from his ingredients cupboards.  We will instead 
peremptorily ‘borrow’ his ordering catalog, and get them from his suppliers direct.  Or rather, I 
will borrow it, and return it, and that will solve the matter neatly.  No missing ingredients means 
he’ll have no reason to interrogate my memories, which means he won’t know a thing about it.  
Ignorance being bliss, and all that.” 
 
“And how will we smuggle them into the school?”  Ron protested logically. 
 
“Order some standard ingredients out of the catalog at the same time, and just have them arrive at 
breakfast by owl.  That way you can honestly say to anyone who asks about the package that 
you’ve simply ordered more ingredients for your classes.  You were complaining about running 
low on foxglove last week, Harry,”  she reminded him.  “Order some along with the boomslang 
skin and the bicorn horn, and you’ll have an instant excuse:  ‘foxglove and some other 
ingredients’.  What could be more innocuous than that?” 
 
They eyed each other.  Ron shrugged, leaving it up to Harry.  The Boy Who Lived eyed 
Hermione, then sighed and shrugged.  “Fine.  We’ll do it your way.  But you’ve got to tell us 
something about what you’re up to, in exchange.  I don’t think boomslang and bicorn bits will 
come cheap.” 
 
Hermione wracked her mind for something that she could tell them.  “Alright…watch this.”  A 
flick of her wrist, and her wand appeared.  A spreading of her fingers dropped the shaft, which 
vanished almost instantly, rather than hitting the floor.  “What do you think of that?” 
 
“I don’t get it,” Harry murmured, eyeing her hand.  “Where did your wand come from, and where 
did it go?” 

 
“It comes and goes from a hidden wand-wallet.  Professor Dumbledore told me they were all the 
rage when he was a student.  This one is strung on a charm bracelet—a Muggle-style bracelet with 
little pendants on it that they like to call ‘charms’, though they’re not normally the least bit 
magical,”  she added for Ron, who was frowning in confusion, being wizard-born,  “—and the 
bracelet is enchanted to be unnoticeable by anyone.  The really neat thing is, so long as no one 
actually reaches up and physically takes my wand out of my hand, all I have to do is drop my 
wand, and it snaps right into my wand-wallet…where I can summon it again later on, at will.” 
 
“Well, I don’t see any bracelet, charmed or otherwise,”  Ron observed, touching her forearm to lift 
her wrist a little higher. 
 
“That’s the point, Ron; if you cannot see the bracelet, you cannot take it and my wand-wallet from 
me, and thus I’ll always have my wand with me.  Even if I’m chained up by the enemy, so long as 
I drop it before they can try to wrest it away.  And so long as I can still use my hand.”  Like the 
situation she’d been in, this weekend.  That much was the truth.  Now for a little obfuscation…  
“I’m trying to think of a way to make more of them, since they’re very hard to come by, yet 
utterly useful.  And the other charms—pendants—dangling from the bracelet have other enspelled 
abilities.  I’ve been working on that aspect, too…” 
 
The way she said it made it sound like she was the one creating the enspelled pendants, even 
though Dumbledore had been their creator.  She hoped the Headmaster would forgive her this 
piece of hubris on her part, since she was trying to use it to distract her two friends from figuring 
out the truth of the matter, as per his orders. 
 
“…But that’s all I can tell you for the moment.  Well, I’ve got things to do.  I think I can get my 
hands on the catalog in the next few days, but only the lacewings have to be stewed this far in 
advance, so we’re in no real hurry.” 
 
“Right.  Well, thanks for the fire,”  Harry told her.  “You’re really good at conjuring fires.” 
 
“And controlling them,”  Ron added, lifting his swathed hand.  “Have I thanked you for saving me 
from burning to death?” 
 
“Only about a hundred times,”  she smiled.  “Now, if you boys will excuse me, I actually came in 
here to risk using the facilities…so I’d better go find another loo, before Myrtle wakes up.” 
 
“Oh, she’s not here right now,”  Harry reassured her.  “We heard Peeves was tormenting her down 
in the laundry room, and the two of them were wreaking havoc among the house-elves.” 
 
“Yeah, soap-suds everywhere,”  Ron added.  “Nearly-Headless Nick was tsking about it when we 
left the dining hall.” 
 
“Poor things.  If it’s not the students giving the house-elves trouble, it’s the poltergeist,”  
Hermione muttered, turning to head for the door. 
 
“—You’re not going to get started on S.P.E.W. again, are you?”  Ron asked her with a wince as he 
joined her, rolling his eyes as Harry shut the stall door behind them before following his friends. 
 
“No, but I’ll think seriously about hexing Peeves again.” 
 

 227



“That was great, wasn’t it?”  Harry agreed as they left the girls’ lavatory and headed for the stairs.  
“For the first time since meeting the git, I almost actually admired him.” 
 
Leaving her friends at the third-floor landing, she headed off as if for the girls’ room on that level, 
but slipped into the classroom with the blue glass windows.  The chamber was dusty with disuse, 
spiderwebs strung between the legs of the chairs upturned at the top of each stack, desks piled in a 
wall of yet more inverted legs.  There was barely enough light to see by, if one waited a few 
second by the door.  As soon as her eyes had adjusted, she padded around the end of the tables, 
shivering slightly from the chill in the air. 
 
The classroom had sapphire-coloured windowpanes, yes, large squares of glass that gave the 
partially moonlit night outside a melancholy cast.    It also had a padded window-bench along that 
same wall, as if the students were expected to curl up in front of those windows and gaze out at a 
universe tinted cobalt blue.  Here was where she had stashed the blankets and books.  Shifting the 
bookmark in one of them to a point several pages further along—in case anyone checked—she 
rumpled the blanket, plumped some dust from two of the cushions, twitched the folds of the 
blanket just a tiny bit more into disarray, then headed over to the disused hearth. 
 
A snap of her wand with one hand to spark a small blaze, a toss of Floo powder with the other, and 
she appeared in the Potions room.  Slipping into the storeroom, she reloaded her jar, took an extra 
pinch to use on the hearth again, and made sure the storeroom was tightly shut behind her.  She 
hoped she’d convinced the boys to not steal anything from Severus; it really would cause trouble 
for her if they took it into their heads to be contrary and attempt the theft anyway. 
 
[What are you thinking about?] 
 
“Crap!”  She almost lost her pinchful of Floo powder, jumping and whirling towards the door to 
the Potions Master’s office.  Severus stood there, dark on dark, the pale skin of his face obscured 
by the shadows, his arms folded across his chest, hiding them from her view.  She honestly hadn’t 
seen him standing there.  “Oh…er, hello, Professor Snape.” 
 
“Miss Granger.”  [You’re thinking about something…something to do with Potter and 
Weasley…and my potions ingredients.  Planning on stealing from me?] 
 
There was no point in lying.  She lifted her chin slightly.  {Actually, I talked them out of raiding 
your cupboards.  Provided you loan me your ingredients catalog for a day or two.} 
 
He arched a brow at that. 
 
Censoring her sub-thoughts, she sent carefully,  {Harry’s running a little short on certain 
ingredients.} 
 
[He can get them at Hogsmeade, this weekend.] 
 
{Erm…the rare sort of ingredients.} 
 
Narrowing  his gaze, he stalked toward her.  She stood her ground, flinching only when he caught 
her chin between his fingers and thumb, increasing the sensitivity between them.  […Polyjuice 
ingredients.  Lovely.  What harebrained scheme are they involving themselves—and you—in, this 
time?] 
 

{Seeing if anyone in Slytherin knows who brought an angry, self-defensive salamandrus ignii onto 
the school grounds, the other weekend.} 
 
[Do you think I’m not trying to find that out, myself?] 
 
{Well, yes, I know you’re trying to do that.  But think of their help as simply applying twice the 
effort to track the matter down.  We’re all curious to know who set off that salamander, in the 
North Tower.  Or who brought in a Pyromancer.} 
 
[They’ll probably bungle it, Hermione,]  he warned her dryly, gentling his touch on her chin. 
 
{I’m planning on being with them.  And on overseeing their potion-making efforts,}  she added. 
 
A stream of sub-thoughts rippled through him.  Severus, feeling her tense warily, settled on the 
least hurtful, most helpful ones.  For her sake.  […Alright.  I have an assignment for you, Miss 
Granger.  You can borrow the catalog—if you personally oversee their potion-making attempts, 
but do not yourself actually participate in the brewing process.  If they can do it right…I will give 
them ten points apiece…and I’ll consider the results as a part of their term grades, if you’ll slip 
me a vial of the potion, once it’s finished.  About fifty millilitres’ worth, so I can examine it 
properly.] 
 
{—You’d do that?}  She swayed forward, delight radiating from her face as well as her sub-
thoughts.  {I could kiss you for that!} 
 
[Not here.  And it’s contingent on their not stealing from my cupboards.  Neither can you tell them 
that I’ll be grading their efforts.  You keep sub-thinking that my terrorizing ways in the classroom 
are what prevent most of my students from doing their best, so this will be their chance to prove 
your theory.  And I expect you to share the results of your investigation with me, whatever those 
results are.] 
 
{Of course, I will!}  She gave him an indignant frown.  {Do you really think that, linked as we 
are, and after going to all that trouble, I wouldn’t share it with you?} 
 
[No…well, maybe.  Damned Veritamoria…  I’ll get the catalog,]  he told her, releasing her jaw 
with a soft, slight caress.  [If you hurry, you can take it up to them, fill out the order form, and 
bring it back down with time to spare for experimenting with our own Polyjuice.] 
 
Barely able to suppress her grin, Hermione waited impatiently while he stepped into his office.  As 
soon as it was in her hands, she flashed him a smile and cast her powder into the secondary hearth. 
 
She appeared in a room close to the portrait of the Fat Lady.  Hurrying up to the painting, she 
whispered the newest password,  “Trefolium repens,”  and stepped into the common room.  There 
were a number of students still up and using the chamber to study, play games, and in general chat 
about their day, since it was barely eight thirty.  Spotting Harry and Ron over by the fire, setting 
up a game of chess, she hurried over to them, wading through a knot of first-years daring each 
other to eat Canary Creams.  Rolling her eyes as student-sized yellow budgies appeared and 
disappeared in poofs of fluffy yellow, she reached the boy’s sides.  As another student squawked 
and chirped behind her, she shook her head at Ron.  “…Your brothers are right menaces.” 
 
“Rich menaces,”  Ron corrected her with a grin.  “Weasleys’ Wizard Wheezes is raking in a real 
fortune, these days.” 
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“What have you got there?”  Harry asked her, eyeing the booklet in her hands. 
 
“Professor Snape’s ingredients catalog.  Let’s get the stuff ordered, quickly.  I’ll nip it up to the 
owlery as soon as we’ve filled out the form and you’ve fetched your coins, Harry,”  she told her 
friend.  “The sooner I get this back to his office, the less likely he’ll notice it’s missing.” 
 
Ron scooted his wizards’ chess pieces off to the side of the board, giving her room to spread out 
the magazine-like catalog.  From the center, they detatched one of the self-replicating forms—it 
was instantly replaced by another—and started looking up the necessary ingredients and their 
ordering codes. 
 
“What’ve you got there?”  Colin Creevy asked, startling them. 
 
“Erm—”  The three of them hastily looked at each other, wondering how to handle this moment. 
 
“Are those ingredients?  Is that an ordering pamphlet?”  the sixth-year asked.  “I could really use 
some new stuff for Potions class!” 
 
Right at that moment, one of those unpredictable, natural pauses occurred in the common room, 
silencing most of the conversations in time to hear Colin’s last comment.  Heads perked up, and 
several of the other students got up and moved closer, crowding around the three seventh-years.  
Hermione suddenly found herself at the center of a group of Gryffindors, all clamoring to order 
something from the catalog.  Dismayed, she looked to Harry, who took control, standing and 
raising his hands to quiet the babbling group. 
 
“Alright—alright!  Settle down, everyone!  This is a one-time offer, only.  And only if you’ve got 
the coin on you, right now.  We’re not fronting a single Knute to anyone.  Ron, take down a list of 
what everyone wants, and who wants it.  Hermione, look up the prices, and see if they can afford 
it.  I’ll fill in the lists on the order forms.” 
 
[What’s going on?] 
 
She blushed at the thought invading her mind.  {Er…are you eavesdropping on me?} 
 
[Of course; you’re distressed over something,]  he returned calmly.  [Naturally I’m concerned.] 
 
{It’s, er, nothing important, really, just a little…delay in my returning to you.} 
 
She could almost feel him narrowing his eyes.  [Hermione, what exactly is going on?] 
 
{We’re ordering things.  From the catalog.}  Ron told her to look up something, and she quickly 
started flipping through the pages. 
 
She felt him extend his mind towards her own, sharing her senses.  Seeing the students forming a 
ragged queue, around her, Ron and Harry.  [—Bloody hell!  I didn’t say you could restock the 
whole of Gryffindor Tower with that thing!] 
 
“No, Seamus, I can’t in good conscious allow you to order buggane bile,”  she asserted quickly, 
before her lover could overhear and protest the seventh year’s request.  “—Why not?  Because it’s 
a bloody poison, that’s why!  That’s what Draco flung at me, last Friday!—No, you’re not going 
to order any tiger musk, Heloise; tigers are an endangered species—Alright, everyone, listen up!”  
she snapped, cutting through the voices of the eagerly ordering students around her.  “I don’t care 

if you can afford it or not!  You’re not ordering anything dangerous, poisonous, or prohibited 
beyond your class level, or I’m taking this catalog right back where I found it, and you can all just 
suffer the rest of the term without any of this stuff!  Or you can try to get it from Hogsmeade, if 
you’re old enough to go there!” 
 
“Well, maybe we’ll just nick it from wherever you got it, then!”  a voice called out from the back 
of the –crowd. 
 
“Yeah, ruddy good luck,”  she scoffed, holding the catalog close to her chest.  “Considering I got 
it from Professor Snape’s office.  I had to circumvent university-level wards and locks, just to get 
inside the door, and I’m not telling any of you exactly where he hides it,”  she added, lying 
without compunction.  “And I’ll have to return it within the hour, anyway, or he’ll notice that I 
nicked it.  Nothing beyond your class level, and only what you can afford.  Come on, queue back 
up!  Make it orderly, and make it quick, because this catalog is going back within the hour.” 
 
[Good girl.] 
 
She didn’t bother to suppress a sigh, as she flipped through the pages of the catalogue again.  {I 
could really throttle the boys, sometimes, for getting me into these messes—and you can get that 
smug, I-told-you-so sub-thought out of your head, thank you very much!} 
 
[…Spoilsport.]  But there was a trace of laughter in his censure that he just couldn’t hide. 
 
 
Chapter LXVI. 
 
Ron and Harry ended up running the orders up to the owlery themselves; Hermione used the 
excuse that she had to get the catalog back within a certain timeframe or it might be noticed as 
missing, to get out of that particular chore.  And since there were over thirty orders to fill, that was 
a lot of Knuts, Sickles, and Galleons to haul up the long flight of stairs under the cover of Harry’s 
cloak.  Leaving the boys to haul all that money and the order forms up all those steps, Hermione 
hurried herself off to a room she could Floo through down to the dungeons, to further save time. 
 
Severus was in his office when she arrived, reading from a tome, with a stack of several more 
books in front of him.  [The catalog goes in the top right-hand drawer of my desk.] 
 
{I know; I saw it there in a sub-thought of yours.}  Hermione placed it in the indicated drawer, 
then shifted so she could peer at the book he was reading, looking over his shoulder.  {What is 
that?} 
 
[Eromancy Through the Ages.  I’ve also received the Song of Solomon—the Wizard Amalgo 
translation—and a few others from some overseas colleagues.]  He slipped a marking ribbon 
between the pages. 
 
{Wonderful!}  She reached for one of the volumes stacked in front of him, but he set the book in 
his hands on top of the others, giving her a lightly chiding look. 
 
[Later, my lovely bibliophile.  We have work to do…and your little ordering scheme has put an 
hour’s dent into our schedule.] 
 
{A little disgruntled, are we?}  she enquired lightly as he rose, gathering up the books. 
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[As someone young and crude might say, I’m eager to get into your pants.  Speaking of which, did 
you think to bring a change of clothes?]  he returned as they left his office.  At her blank look, he 
prompted,  [I’m to change into you, tonight, remember?]  A complex trace of his wand sealed the 
door against further intrusion.  [If I’m to do it right, I’ll need something to wear—the old adage 
that the clothes make the man applied to you and your portrayal of me, after all.  Why shouldn’t it 
apply to me in protraying you?] 
 
{Of course.  No, I didn’t bring anything for you.  But I could Transfigure something of yours.  Or 
you could always put on what I’m wearing right now,}  she offered. 
 
He eyed her school robe, and the uniform she wore underneath it.  [You’re wearing trousers, not a 
skirt.] 
 
Her mouth twitched.  She couldn’t do a thing about her sub-thoughts, though.  {Sorry for the 
humor, but…if I’m a gay man trapped in a woman’s body, you’re definitely a lesbian trapped in a 
man’s, wanting to wear a skirt and all…} 
 
[Witch.  Poking fun at my masculinity.  Floo us home, love,]  he directed her.  Blushing, she 
complied.  It was only after he stepped through the whirling green flames into his sitting room that 
he realized what he had said.  […Home.  Us home.  That’s a bit of a telling, Freudian slip.] 
 
{Well, I did tell you I coveted these quarters the moment I saw them,}  Hermione admitted lightly, 
emerging behind him.  She figured injecting some humor would help him get over his discomfort. 
 
He gave her an inscrutable look, sub-thoughts subdued.  [Just so long as you love me for myself, 
and not for my suite.] 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes.  {Honestly, Severus, if I actually loved these rooms more than I loved 
you—meaning if I didn’t love you at all, because I’d never love a place nearly as much as a 
person—I’d scheme to have you thrown out of Hogwarts while at the same time getting myself a 
teaching job here,}  she told him tartly, taking the books from him and setting them on the coffee 
table.  {Do you honestly think I would do that to you?} 
 
[Well, no, but…] 
 
{Then into the lab with you!}  she ordered him briskly, shooing him ahead of her.  {This is your 
home, you love me, and out of your love for me, you’ve simply welcomed me into your home as if it 
were my own.  It’s the same as I’d do for you, if I didn’t live in a dormitory full of giggly girls who 
are terrified of you, and whom you have no intentions of seeing outside of classroom, let alone 
prancing around in their underthings.} 
 
Severus eyed her dubiously over his shoulder as he led the way into his lab.  [Merlin, woman—can 
you recall every single thing I’ve ever said?] 
 
{Just the memorable bits.  Fetch some scissors, will you?}  Hermione directed him, heading for 
the shelf with the P-labelled potions.  Grabbing one of the undifferentiated Polyjuice Potions, she 
brought the amber jug over to one of the lab tables.  Leaving it on the table, she tipped her head to 
the side and lifted most of her hair, giving him a choice of the locks dangling from the nape of her 
neck. 
 
Lifting the scissors to her hair, Severus hesitated.  […I hate the thought of cutting off a single curl.  
I used to think your hair was one of your uglier aspects, when you were a young girl—it was too 

bushy, and such a plain-seeming colour.  But it’s grown into something beautiful, with time and 
length.] 
 
{I’ve noticed you like rubbing it all over yourself, now and then,}  she agreed.  {It’s a bit of a 
fantasy of yours, isn’t it?} 
 
[I like beautiful things.  Your hair now qualifies,]  he reminded her. 
 
That made her smile.  {Go ahead, snip off a bit; I won’t mind, honest.  So long as you don’t 
butcher the mass of it noticeably, that is.} 
 
[I won’t, I promise.]  Taking up one of the darker locks at her hairline, he measured out a thin 
pinch of the ringlet, then a small length from the very end of it, and snipped it off.  The chestnut 
strands curled around his fingers as she righted herself.  [It’s almost like it’s trying to embrace 
me….] 
 
{Every little part of me loves the larger lot of thee,}  she quipped, resting a moment in an upright 
position while the blood flowed the correct way to her head again.  {My hair’s horridly curly when 
it’s short, but when it’s long, it does form nice ringlets, doesn’t it?} 
 
[Yes.  You looked like you had a light brown bush stuck on your head, when you first arrived.  But 
both you and your hair have grown tremendously in promise and beauty over the last six-plus 
years.  In a way, I think I’ve been very privileged to witness your transformation into a lovely 
woman,]  he mused thoughtfully as she uncorked the glass jug. 
 
{Thank you for the compliments.  And now you’ll get to be the lovely woman I am today,}  she 
added briskly, taking the hairs from him and dropping it down the narrow mouth of the opened 
jug.  The muddy, quiescent brew within hissed and spluttered, roiling and changing colour.  It 
turned even more golden than the glass alone could account for, more transluscent than the opaque 
glop it had started out as, and yet darker, sort of a rich clover-honey shade, if honey could be 
mixed with milk and tea, and not look like a latte-coffee.  “…There you go.  Essence of Hermione 
Granger.  Bon Appetit.” 
 
Picking up the cork, he stoppered the jug, and gestured for her to lead the way to his chamber.  
She swung by the shelves and picked up the amber jar filled with the black and silvery version that 
was Essence of Severus Snape.  [Hermione,]  the source of that potion chided her,  [I intend for us 
to make love as two women, tonight.] 
 
{Oh, we will,}  she reassured him.  {I’m just thinking we might have enough time for me to take 
you in my arms as a man, too.} 
 
[I knee you in the groin, and you’re still eager to be a man?] 
 
{Only with you.}  Opening the door to his bedchamber, she set the jug on the bureau and started 
stripping.  {Off with your clothes, love; remember, I ripped your pants when I Transformed back, 
the other night.  My hips are a tiny bit wider than yours.} 
 
[How can I forget?]  he retorted dryly, hanging up his robe before working his way through the 
buttons of his frock-coat.  [You almost dropped trou in front of the Headmaster.] 
 
{Well, I couldn’t exactly help that.  And I did repair them, afterwards.} 
 

 230



[And I gave Gryffindor ten points for the Head Girl knowing how to wield the Consuero Charm so 
neatly, if you’ll recall.] 
 
{Yes, and I thanked you for it.  Harry’s getting suspicious,}  she added almost off-subject, 
removing her waistcoat.  Certainly the change in topic made him frown softly in confusion.  {He’s 
noticing the fluctuation of our House points, and he can’t find anyone else to account for the 
additions and subtractions.} 
 
[So long as he doesn’t find out about the…damn.]  He eyed her wryly, unfastening the cuffs of his 
shirt.  [You’re tracking that sub-thought down, aren’t you?] 
 
{…The reasons for House points are being recorded, somewhere?}  Hermione asked him, 
disconcerted before he could obscure his memories entirely. 
 
[Yes.  Don’t ask me where.  You’re not even supposed to know that they’re being recorded.] 
 
She blinked, then continued removing her clothes.  {Well, I suppose it makes sense.  I mean, we 
were told as prefects right from the start that if we had to ask a teacher to take off House points 
from someone, or to give them out, we had to give a reason for the removal or the bonus.  And 
though at first I thought it was to give that teacher a reason to agree with the gain or loss in 
points, I always thought it was odd how they’d go ahead and repeat out loud the reasoning, in 
changing those points.} 
 
[Why do you think I’ve been so careful in what I assign your lost or gained points for, when we’re 
together?]  Severus reminded her.  [The recording can be made anywhere on the grounds of 
Hogwarts, even down here, below the official dungeon-level; the spell blankets the region all the 
way out to the front and back gates, and from the tops of the clouds to the bottom of the lake in a 
giant, approximate sphere.] 
 
{I did wonder, yes.  If you want to put women’s clothes on my body, you’ll definitely want a bra,}  
she told him, changing the subject yet again as she removed the garment in question.  {I’m just a 
little bit too large to go comfortably without one, especially if I’m going to be doing anything 
athletic.  I’d never thought I’d miss the days when I was as flat as a board, which was practically 
all the way into my fifth year…but I do.} 
 
He took the garment from her, dangling it from one strap as he eyed it almost cursorily.  [I’ll take 
it under advisement.  It’s…certainly a very plain undergarment, compared to ones I’ve seen in the 
past.] 
 
{Technically, I’m still a schoolgirl,}  she pointed out dryly.  {And still being supported financially 
by my parents, mind you.  Believe me, though I’ve thought about it, I wasn’t about to suggest 
frilly, colourful underthings to my mother, back before the start of the new term.} 
 
[I could always buy…  No, that would regrettably be too inappropriate.  We are still student and 
teacher, after all.]  He dropped the bra on the chair where she was stacking her clothes. 
 
{Well, I didn’t mean to put a damper on the evening,}  Hermione sighed, removing her knickers. 
 
[It can’t be helped, sometimes.  Fetch the dressing gowns, will you?]  he asked her, removing the 
last of his own clothes.  He accepted the black one, shrugging into it, then held the green one for 
her so that she could slip her arms into the too-large garment.  His hands skimmed down over her 
arms as she belted it in place.  […Have I told you how beautiful you look in green?] 

 
{Not in so many words, but in your sub-thoughts, yes, I heard it.} 
 
He smiled slightly, not quite sardonically as she turned to face him.  [We really can’t hide 
anything from each other, can we?] 
 
Lifting her hand to his jaw, Hermione gave him a wry smile of her own.  {Not that I’ve noticed.  
It’s been rather intense, these past two months.} 
 
[Yes.  And it’s about to get even more intense, for me.  Shall we?] 
 
{You’re the guinea-pig, this time,}  she reminded him, gesturing towards the bathroom.  
{Whenever you’re ready, love.} 
 
[…Quite.] 
 
 
 
Chapter LXVII. 
 
{So…  What do you think?} 
 
Severus stared at himself.  First of all, he was shorter than he was accustomed to being in relation 
to the mirror over the sink, which meant he had to rise up slightly on his toes to see anything more 
than just his Transfigured face.  Second of all, that…look…on what was normally her face wasn’t 
what he’d expected.  [I look rather dismayed.] 
 
{It’s a major transformation, Severus.  It took me a few minutes to get over the shock of it myself,}  
the duplicate image of himself offered from behind his right shoulder. 
 
[I certainly didn’t expect the flavor of the potion.  Sort of a strong, burnt sugar aftertaste to it,]  he 
mused, wriggling her brows experimentally.  [Well…at least I can arch your brows independently; 
that’s a relief.  Let’s try a sneer—oh, dear, god, that’s horrible!  Yours is not a face suited to 
sneering.] 
 
“That’s because you’ve got to be properly angry to carry it off, with my face,”  she told him out 
loud, resting her hand on his—her—slender shoulder.  “Yours is more designed for effective, 
common, everyday sneering than mine is.  Try a smile, now…oh, good heavens!”  she laughed as 
he managed a quizzical one.  “You can do better than that!  Imagine me naked.  That should do the 
trick.” 
 
“Imagine, hell; I just have to open my bathrobe—you know, your voice is very strange, in my 
ears.  Far too high, and yet it sounds just a little bit odd—probably because I’m hearing it 
reverberating through my own flesh as well as through the air.  And the most disconcerting thing 
is that I can’t even feel my genitals!”  he protested, his—her—voice rising with his disgust.  
Frowning at his image, he continued with his thoughts—and his own voice—alone,  [How do you 
women operate, like this?  How can you even feel desire, if you can’t feel your own genitalia?] 
 
{Oh, you’ll feel it, don’t worry,}  Hermione promised him, giving his shoulder a soothing pat.  She 
spoke out loud to encourage him.  “Come on, open the robe; no need to be shy, with me.  It’s just 
us girls, for the moment!” 
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He shot her a dark look through the mirror, narrowing his—her—eyes and tightening his—her—
otherwise full lips, an act which they both discovered looked rather intimidating. 
 
{…Ooh, that’s nicely scary,}  Hermione praised, distracted as she stared at the reflection of his 
Polyjuiced face.  {I think I’ll have to practice that look in the mirror, myself.} 
 
[On your own time, woman.  We’ve got less than an hour before I’ll have to take another sip.]  
Picking up the hourglass he’d brought in from the bedroom and inverted just minutes before, he 
carried it with him.  [Let’s continue this in the bedroom.] 
 
{Of course.}  She snagged the jug and accompanied him into the green-draped room, watching 
him set the hourglass on the bureau.  She set the Polyjuice potion next to it, and watched him 
unlace the belt on his bathrobe, standing in front of the full-length mirror on his closet door.  This 
one was a wizard mirror, probably the only one he owned, and one of the most quiescent ones 
she’d ever seen.  Indeed, if it weren’t for the way the reflection of Severus slid one hand 
experimentally down over a breast, which he himself was not currently doing, she might have 
thought he’d replaced the mirror with a plain Muggle one. 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
 Behind the image of Severus-as-hermione, a purple elephant rollerskates into view.  
The banner draped over its rotund ribs reads:  “mtoL~  !sgnipmor citoreotua-isauq 
erom tey sulp ,daeha ssendoog mef-yhsals ,yknik ,ticilpxe ,gninraw yldneirf a tsuJ” 
 
It approachs the mirror, skips through, and now the banner reads,  “Just a friendly warning, 
explicit, kinky, slashy-fem goodness ahead, plus yet more quasi-autoerotic rompings!  ~Lotm” 
 
The moment the elephant impacts the same plane of existence as the oblivious, 
transformed body of Severus, however, it vanishes from view, trunk first. 
 
One presumes that one must now skip ahead to the next asterisk-marked section, or even 
to the next chapter, if those of faint hearts wish to avoid reading any lesbian-esque 
activities.  It is a little difficult, unfortunately, to try and ask the elephant for 
clarification as to whether or not this is what the friendly-warning banner meant, as it 
has now completely vanished.  (It is so hard to hire good help these days, and 
pachydermic poltergeists are particularly unpredictable…) 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
His fingers delved into the curls down at his altered groin, fingering the crisp texture.  Those 
fingers stilled as the ticklish sensations registered.  [Interesting.  That’s a bit more sensitive than I 
thought.  Just the lightest touch is all that’s needed, isn’t it?] 
 
{It depends on what you want to do with your touches.} 
 
[I see…I think I’m beginning to understand why you can’t really feel your genitals.  Men are 
usually much more aware of themselves, but at the same time aren’t quite this sensitive to a 
simple, light touch.  How can you stand wearing knickers?] 
 
{Touch yourself firmly, and you’ll see,}  she suggested. 

 
He did so, cupping his mound, and nodded slowly.  [Yes, I see now.  Firm or constant pressure is 
ignorable, such as from the fabric of one’s knickers.  It’s the lighter touch that arouses, though 
that’s not entirely the word for it.] 
 
{Try the word ‘tickle’, or ‘titillate’,}  she suggested.  {Come on, off with the robe and onto the 
bed.  I’m just as curious about sapphic activities as you are, you know.} 
 
[You’ve never romped behind the bedcurtains with any of your roommates?]  he asked, then 
winced.  [Not that I’d want to picture that in my head, mind you.] 
 
{No, I haven’t.  Lavendar and Parvati, however—} 
 
“—Merlin’s Balls!”  he swore out loud, covering his Transfigured eyes with a wince as he turned 
from the mirror.  “I did not need to know that!  You ruddy bastard,”  he added, testing out the 
same inflection she’d used with the same set of words just the other day.  [Oh, that is satisfying to 
say, with your voice…] 
 
Hermione—the real one—smirked.  “Why do you think I like saying it so much?” 
 
“Bastard.  Bastard, bastard, bastard—that one really rolls off a woman’s tongue with a 
certain…linguistic satisfaction, doesn’t it?”  he enquired absently, gesturing with one hand for 
emphasis as he stared at himself.  His Transfigured image nodded in agreement.. 
 
“Focus, Severus,”  she ordered him, though she did it with a laugh.  Unbelting her own robe, she 
dropped it on the floor.  Capturing his attention.  “Come on, love; drop the robe and kiss me, 
there’s a good girl.” 
 
He levelled her with a firm look.  “I am not a girl.”  At the skeptical arch of her brow, he cocked 
his hip slightly, planting his hands at his waist.  “I am a woman.  And don’t you forget it!” 
 
Laughter burst from Hermione’s lips, nearly doubling her over.  Severus grinned, displaying 
Hermione’s white, spell-corrected teeth.  He glanced at the mirror, catching sight of himself as 
her, and her as, well, a victim of a giggle attack.  Humor welled up inside him; he let it out as a 
chuckle, experimentally tried a giggle, winced, and then laughed softly at the changes of his—
her—expressions.  “Oh, yes, this is fun…bizarre, but quite entertaining.”  And, not quite sure 
where this was coming from, he struck a dramatic pose, the back of one wrist to his forehead, the 
other hand flung out in her direction.  “Come, my love!  Let us visit the Mediterranean Isle of 
Lesbos, and compose erotic poetry in praise to each other…” 
 
“—How about we just climb into bed and snog each other for a couple of hours?”  Hermione 
offered practically, still chuckling.  “We’ve both got classes, in the morning.” 
 
“Quite.  And yet how disappointingly practical.”  He shrugged out of the now oversized robe, 
interested now in the possibilities of what they were about to do.  Even as he turned toward the 
bed, she reached for him, forestalling him.  He arched one of her marvelously mobile brows in 
silent enquiry. 
 
Cupping his face—her face—Hermione smiled wryly, studying herself.  Same height, same eyes, 
same hair, same pointed chin, but the expressions animating her face were pure Severus Snape.  
“Shades of bloody Lockhart…” 
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He leaned in for a kiss, but the feel of their breasts bumping and rubbing together distracted him 
within an inch or so of his goal.  [That’s an awkward feeling…soft, and sort of nice, but awkward.] 
 
{Ignore them for now.  Kiss me,}  Hermione directed him, closing the gap between their mouths.  
He tasted sweet, and his—her—lips were softer than expected.  Then again, her lips were full and 
his were thin.  His tongue licked at her lips, met her own tongue, and she slid her hands into his—
her—hair, enjoying the strange familiarity of the curly texture.  Sliding his hands around her 
waist, he tugged her close, then broke off the kiss again, frowning down at their breasts. 
 
[These ruddy bits and bobbles keep getting in the way!  How do to women of the same general 
height hug each other without mashing and bruising the blasted things?] 
 
She smiled.  {Well, usually one woman lifts her chest up and the other woman drops hers down, 
or they just lean in their upper bodies, keeping their hips and legs back from each other, which 
slopes the breasts at the right angle—you hug each other with just your arms and shoulders, 
forming the letter ‘A’, instead of the number ‘1’, you see.} 
 
Severus couldn’t doubt her; she was an expert on being a woman, after all.  But still, it sounded 
absurd.  [How awkward that must be.] 
 
{You get used to it, though every once in a while it gets awkward, and then you just sigh and have 
a good giggle with each other over it,}  Hermione shrugged.  She removed her hands from his 
hair, choosing to drift them down his neck, past his collarbone—Polyjuiced to look like her own—
and caressed the slopes of that altered chest.    She circled his areolas with her fingertips, finding 
the texture fascinating.  {I’ve never done anything like this, before.  It’s kind of nice.} 
 
Severus frowned softly in concentration.  [That’s not nearly as sensitive as my own nipples are, 
for the exact same action.] 
 
{It’s probably the ratio of nerve-endings to square inches of skin,}  she returned matter-of-factly.  
{The larger your breasts, the more spread-out the nerves are, and thus the less intense the 
sensation.  Except for this, of course.} 
 
Pinching one beaded nipple, she lightly twisted it.  Severus’ tawny eyes flew wide, a gasp 
escaping his altered lips.  [Oh, my…  I see what you meant by the genitals being in the wrong 
place; if I didn’t know any better, I’d say that went straight into my intestines!] 
 
Grinning, she kissed his cheek, then started licking and nibbling her way down to his throat.  
Angling his head, he returned the favor, their hands gliding and caressing each other.  The 
sensations that went with the embrace a little softer, more languid than he was used to, but 
pleasurable all the same.  And there was so much more he wanted to know.  For Hermione, she 
had no idea what to do with another woman, save all the wonderful things he had done to her as a 
man.  She’d contemplated what it might be like, of course, and made a few changes, such as 
licking his nipples rather than suckling them—she knew she liked that better, herself—but it was a 
little nervewracking, making love to another woman; he, at least, had made love to another man in 
his past. 
 
[You’re doing fine,]  Severus soothed her, sensing her undercurrent of uncertainty.  He closed his 
eyes, caressing her hair, feeling that same hair tickling the naked slope of his back, savoring 
pleasant but the milder-than-expected pleasure of having his breasts worshipped.  [This is a series 
of subtleties I never quite pictured…  Arousal for a woman truly does climb at a longer, shallower 
rate than for a man, doesn’t it?] 

 
{Mm-hmm…  I want to taste you—me—whatever,}  Hermione told him, dropping to one knee so 
she could nuzzle his—her—stomach without putting a crick in her back and neck.  {Erm…I think 
this would be easiest on the bed, really.} 
 
Disengaging with a sigh, Severus moved over to the bed.  Climbing onto it, he turned to help 
Hermione onto the mattress beside him.  She crawled beside him, then pushed him down into the 
pillows, and started kissing his stomach, working her way down to his Transfigured groin.  Very 
gently, she tickled the crease between his thigh and hip with a fingertip, making him gasp and 
push her hand away.  [Bloody hell, that’s too sensitive!  God, you’re really ticklish, there!] 
 
{Now you know why I don’t like it very much,}  she retorted lightly.  Tracing patterns on his 
thighs, she urged them apart, then teased the tips of her fingers higher, and higher still, until he 
squirmed with a soft moan, parting his knees in silent invitation.  A light brush from her fingertips 
along the soft, crinkly-haired flesh of his—her—mons had him panting.  Smiling, Hermione eased 
her finger between those nether-lips, and teased the tip of his brand-new clitoris in a tiny little 
circle. 
 
[Oh, god!]  he shouted, arching his back with a gasp.  [Just a touch—?  Oh, more…] 
 
Gently parting the Transfigure folds of his groin, Hermione shifted close, hesitated briefly at the 
unfamiliar task ahead, with its mix of scents and textures, and lapped.  The flavor was pretty much 
as she expected, enjoyable on the tongue, the scents a bit more intense, but the textures were not at 
all what she’d thought.  Soft, warm, wet, and raspy where she encountered pubic hairs.  And her 
partner was expressive, moaning softly as she swirled her tongue over the peaks and valleys, 
bathing the little sentinel at the top, licking all the way down to the perineum point below, dipping 
into the crevasse between the two. 
 
{Oh…oh…more—a little harder—ah, god!  Oh, almost…almost…huh, that must be a little 
orgasm…more, more…yes, like that…now to the left…dammit, you’re not doing something right!  
I can feel…I can’t explain it, but I know there’s something more, something you’re not doing that 
you should!}  Sitting up, Severus pushed her out from between his legs.  [Roll over onto your side, 
love.  You have some natural talent, that much is clear, but you also have no idea what you’re 
doing.] 
 
{Well, it is my first sapphic encounter,}  she retorted, wiping the juices from her face with her 
hand. 
 
[I realize that.  Onto your side, love, and prop your upper knee out of the way,]  he directed her, 
dropping onto his own side and wriggling a little so that he could pillow his head on her thigh.  
She echoed his position with a little bit of squirming.  [Now, heads to loins…good.  Ready?  Part 
the labial folds…and do exactly what I do.] 
 
{…I defer to the expert,}  she agreed magnanimously, laughing silently as she did so. 
 
[You bloody well should; I’ve spent enough time between your thighs.  I’ve even dreamt about 
licking you all night long, exactly what I’d do, and how I’d go about it…]  With the first broad lap, 
he showed her how much pressure to apply, sharing his physical sensations with her.  His satisfied 
sigh when she copied him let her know she was doing alright.  He feathered his tongue along 
either side of her femininity, and she copied him.  He flicked his tongue several times against her 
clitoris, and she did the same.  He parted her folds a little more firmly to make room for his mouth, 
and suckled around the turgid little peak.  Hermione shivered, and gladly copied him. 
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Touch for touch, move for move, she followed his lead like an instruction manual.  Accustomed to 
the pleasures of her own body, she successfully kept a clearer head than he did as their mutual 
arousal mounted.  When he let his head fall back, panting, belly clenching with desire, she took 
the lead, having a better idea now of exactly what to do to arouse a fellow woman’s body.  
Breathy little sub-thoughts of more, and harder, and a little lower guided her ministrations, until 
he was clenching her hair with one hand, pressing his mouth to her thigh with the other in the 
effort to control his undignified whimpers. 
 
{Easy, lover,}  Hermione coaxed him, sensing that sub-thought.  {It’s not undignified; it’s 
actually rather sexy.  Let it happen, let the feelings crest and flow…I never realized how juicy I 
was, before.  I mean, I knew I was tasty…} 
 
[You taste even better…as…a man—OH!]  Lightning stabbed through his clitoris, clenching up 
into his belly, making his body shake and thrum with a sudden surge of incredible pleasure—it 
was like an ejaculation only in that it was intense; there was no squeezing, no pumping, no 
spurting, and the urge to thrust and drive was lower than expected, though he did feel strangely 
empty inside, clearly missing something… 
 
Hermione, determined to show him exactly what he did to her, clenched his hips and kept herself 
valiantly at her squirming post, nippling and sucking, licking and nuzzling as he cried out at the 
prolonged ecstasy she gave him.  She eased back a little on the pressure, knowing he would come 
down out of his rapture a little sensitive, but she kept lapping at his—her—damp flesh, enjoying 
the taste of her own body after the throes of such bliss. 
 
[…Sweet Merlin…oh!  Oh god—oh dear god, another one?  So soon?] 
 
Laughing between licks, Hermione force-fed him another orgasm.  She brought her finger up as he 
was skidding down the slope of that climax, tickling his wet folds, coating her finger.  Gently 
easing it into his temporary womanhood, she gave him his first-ever taste of vaginal penetration.  
{How do you like that?} 
 
[That’s…that’s a bit disappointing, actually,]  Severus observed a little inanely.  [It feels good, 
but…it’s just not enough!] 
 
Craning her head off his thigh, Hermione looked past his squirming toes to the hourglass on the 
dresser.  {You’ve got a little under half an hour.  Let’s spend it giving you a few more orgasms, 
before we both take sips of the Polyjuice, and take the next step.} 
 
He lifted his head as well, quirking his—her—brows in dismay.  “…More?” 
 
Laughing, Hermione buried her face between his quivering thighs.  {You sound like Ron, when 
he’s scared.} 
 
[There’s no need to be insulting!]  he snapped, disgruntled.  His ire, however, couldn’t last long in 
the face of such delicate, yet powerful stimulation.  [I am either…going to spend the rest of my life 
as a woman…or spend the rest of my life with my face buried between your thighs—let’s see if I 
can do both!] 
 
Her second bout of laughter cut off on a gasp as he reapplied himself to her own nether regions.  
Hermione shivered with an orgasm a short time later, then pursued him into pleasures of his own.  

Neither thought to look at the hourglass again until his body suddenly quivered, lengthened, and 
his genitalia turned inside-out, right in her face. 
 
Disconcerted, Hermione pulled back from the hot, engorged shaft and dark-haired testicular sack 
that had manifested almost in her mouth.  Not that she didn’t want to lick them, but it was a bit of 
a shock.  Their time was clearly up, for such sapphic delights. 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
The purple pachyderm manifests much in the manner of the Chestershire Cat, trunk-
first, albeit in a miniaturized form.  It is perched precariously on the top of the emptied 
hourglass sitting on the bureau-dresser.  A curl of its trunk, and a flag unfurls down, 
covering up the hourglass, bouncing and rippling before the drawer knobs, until it 
nearly brushes the carpet.  It reads, vertically, 
 
“Please return your genitalia to their untransfigured positions, and remain seated until the 
orgasmic spasms cum to a complete stop.  Thank you for flying Sapphic Airways, and have a nice 
day!  ~Lotm” 
 
Huge, violet ears unfurl themselves, and the mini-phant leaps off the dresser and swoops around, 
vanishing through the looking-glass, trailing the banner behind it as it goes. 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
{Damn.  Lost track of time, didn’t we?} 
 
[Pleasurably, I assure you,]  he agreed, his mental voice a little breathless.  [Erm, I kind of 
need…release.  May I make love to you, as a man to a woman, before we proceed to the opposite?  
I was right on the edge of another ruddy good orgasm, and it’s all I can do right now not to 
indelicately fuck your face.] 
 
Hermione twisted onto her back, parting her thighs with a smile.  {Have at me.  Just remember, 
I’ll be taking notes…} 
 
Chuckling, he reversed his position.  Kissing her, his face still wet with her juices despite the 
change back to his own physiology, he tasted her on her own lips.  A moan escaped him as he 
started eating her mouth, licking and nipping hungrily.  [Such a sweet flavor on your mouth, to 
kiss and taste above what I kissed and tasted below!] 
 
{Considering it’s your pleasure you’re tasting…}  she pointed out, sighing in pleasure as he 
rubbed his shaft against her folds, coating himself for penetration.  A minor temblor shivered 
through her as he pressed a little harder against the nub of her pleasure with the underside of his 
prick, then he shifted his angle and slipped skillfully inside, filling her body with a hot, firm 
tightness.  {Mm, I’m going to have to remember that trick!} 
 
[I should give you plenty to memorize, then,]  he murmured, and made good on his promise.  Brow 
furrowed with concentration—she could sense that he was indeed on the edge of a climax—he 
thrust carefully into her.  She hooked one leg up over his hips, then the other, urged by an 
unsteady caress of his hand, increasing the pressure on both their loins from the difference in the 
angles.  Pausing to breathe for a moment, mustering self-control, he scooted his knees up and 
lifted her hips a little higher, sweat beading on his brow as he sat up and lifted her lower half onto 
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his thighs.  A flex filled her with new pressure, new pleasure, widening her eyes in surprise while 
narrowing his in satisfaction with each careful thrust.  [Right…about…there…] 
 
He brushed against her g-spot with the next stroke; Hermione groaned, dropping her head limply 
against the bedding. 
 
[Pay attention to the angle!]  Severus chided her, feeling like he was going to explode from the 
combination of his and her pleasure.  [It’s easier…to reach from behind, of course.] 
 
Somehow, she gathered her wits for a retort.  {Well, then show me!} 
 
Gritting his teeth, he disengaged, helping her to scramble up and around.  Parting her folds with 
his thumbs, he positioned himself even as she braced her frame on hands and knees, and thrust 
into her hot, slick folds.  And was instantly lost, despite his best intentions.  [Oh god, heaven!] 
 
Somewhere in his hard, fast, wet-spurting thrusts, he hit her g-spot again.  Hermione came undone 
with a wild moan, riding the wave of his pleasure, clawing at the covers as he growled and 
slammed into her.  His thrusting eased, slowing to a gentle rocking, until he finally stopped and 
rested.  Only his fingers still moved, caressing the edges of her hips.  That and his lungs, 
struggling for a steady breath. 
 
[Such sweet pressure, that way…]  he murmured.  [Different, but no less a bliss.  Did you pay 
attention to the lesson, Miss Granger, abruptly concluded though it was?] 
 
{Wow…  I certainly did!  If you’re ready, we’ll move on to stage two, then.} 
 
[Give me a moment; my legs still feel like marmalade.  You know, you really have a delicious-
looking arse,]  he observed almost absently, squeezing the curved muscles in question.  
[Especially from this angle.  Not too small, not overly large…nice and firm under the hand.] 
 
She blushed.  {Thank you; I’m glad you enjoy it so much.} 
 
[I’m glad you enjoy it so much,]  he countered, pulling out of her.  Severus hunkered down so that 
his face was level with her quim, and licked the slick folds.  [Mm—do try this when you’re me and 
I’m you; the combination of flavors is indescribable.] 
 
{You know, I’m not sure whether you’re a gourmand, or a gourmet,}  Hermione observed, eyeing 
him over her shoulder.  Not that she could see much from that angle, but she could certainly feel a 
lot. 
 
[Come again?]  he enquired, lapping at her seeping cleft. 
 
Hermione smiled at the inadvertent pun.  He caught her sub-thought, and laughed.  The deepness 
of his voice reverberated against her flesh, shivering her with pleasure. {Mm…I mean, you enjoy 
the flavor like a gourmet, savoring its every nuance, yet you’re greedy for every single drop of my 
juices that you can possibly wrest from me, just like a gourmand.} 
 
[Why can’t I be both?  Quality and quantity.  Up you get, love,]  Severus directed her, withdrawing 
his mouth and giving her flanks a satisfied pat.  [My turn to be the woman.] 
 
{You are sooo a lesbian, trapped in a man’s body!}  she joked, climbing off the bed again. 
 

[I am not,]  he retorted, following her.  [Well, not really—damned Veritamoria!  I am a man who is 
interested in knowing everything about you, including how it feels to be you during lovemaking.  A 
man,]  he added, catching and drawing her close for a kiss,  [who is deeply in love with you.] 
 
{Mm…melt my knees a little more, will you?}  she quipped faintly, enjoying the thrill of emotional 
underthoughts he sent to her.  {I can still support my own weight with them…} 
 
Nipping her lower lip, he straightened and patted her bottom.  “Time for your medicine, my dear.” 
 
“Just so long as you suffer, too.”  Reaching for the lefthand bottle, she eyed the black and glittery-
silver contents, then tipped the jug-shaped flask to her lips.  Beside her, he reached for the bottle 
with the caramel-cream liquid inside, and swallowed a mouthful, too.  They both hastily set the 
jugs down, fumbling the corks back into place.  Hermione managed to turn the emptied hourglass 
over before the nausea struck, hard.  Both of them clung to the dresser, suffering the wracking, 
stretching, squishing pains of the transformation.  Both of them averted their heads within 
seconds, for it was not attractive to look at, bits of naked skin rippling and stretching and 
squashing, hair retracting or growing, colours shifting.  And it felt about as pleasant as it looked. 
 
When it passed, Hermione was tall, lean, sallow-skinned, and male.  Severus in turn was short, 
curvaceous, curly-haired and female.  They both rested there for a moment, then turned to each 
other at about the same time.  Hermione drew Severus close, tucking him against her lean, 
sparsely haired chest.  He in turn wrapped his arms around her waist, pressing his breasts to the 
side of her ribs with a sigh.  [Strange…  I never realized how comforting it was to hug someone 
after a traumatic moment.] 
 
{I think it’s a girl thing.  You don’t see that many males doing it.} 
 
[It’s probably the fault of our society,]  he pointed out, snuggling a little closer, though his cheeks 
flushed with embarrassment as he did so.  [Men aren’t encouraged to be touchy-feely.  Even 
though I’m physically a woman at the moment, I still feel like it’s not manly for me to be clinging 
to you.] 
 
{Suffer.  You feel absolutely delicious against me like this.} 
 
[I noticed.]  He nudged his—her—hip up against her—his—loins.  Smiling wryly, Severus pulled 
out of her embrace, catching and tugging on her hand, drawing her back toward the bed.  [We’ve 
only an hour, then you’ll have to go back.  I know you’ve got a test tomorrow in Charms class, so 
you’ll need your sleep.] 
 
Arching a brow, she told him,  {Try a surprise quiz, dear.  I didn’t know he had one planned, until 
now.] 
 
He winced.  [Bother; I thought you knew.  Forget you know, will you?  Or at least try to act sur—] 
 
A bell clanged loudly somewhere nearby, startling both of them.  Severus’ currently tawny eyes 
flew wide in shock. 
 
 
Chapter LXVIII. 
 
“Shite!  That’s the alarm bell!  I’ve got to get up to Slytherin!”  He headed straight for the closet, 
but Hermione caught him by the wrist, jerking him back.  “—Let go of me, Hermione!” 
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“Will you look at yourself?  You’re me!”  Hermione pointed out, spinning him around so that they 
faced each other, naked.  “You can’t go into your House looking like me!” 
 
“I have to go—Albus set up a bell in the common room that the students are to ring if they need to 
summon me for any reason, past curfew hours.  They know better than to do it for anything less 
than an actual emergency!”  Severus reminded her, his voice rising from alto to mezzo in his 
distress.  “That they’ve rung it means there is one!” 
 
“But you can’t go looking like me, and it’ll take almost a whole hour to transform back!  And you 
certainly can’t take the Polyjuice potion a second time, nor take it to transform back into 
yourself,”  she reminded him.  “I read the fine print, and it’s a very nasty result if you try!” 
 
“But I’ve got to go to them!  They’re my students, Hermione,”  he reminded her.  “I cannot 
abandon them if there’s an emergency!” 
 
“—I’ll go to them,”  Hermione soothed him.  “You can ride along in the back of my mind, 
borrowing my senses and prompting me in anything I’ll need to know, or say, or do.  It’s the only 
viable solution.” 
 
He wrinkled his—her—nose in distaste.  “It’s a piss-poor solution to our predicament!” 
  
“I know it is.  I didn’t say it was a good solution; I said it was a viable one.  I’ll follow your advice 
every step of the way,”  she promised him, heading for his clothes.  “Now help me get dressed, 
will you?” 
 
“Forgo the underthings,”  he advised her, pulling out a frock-coat as she grabbed a pair of trousers 
from their hanger.  “Even the shirt—“  He grabbed his wand and tapped her shoulder.  
“Calidicutis!  There, now you’ll stay warm despite the lack of layers.  Forget the trouser buttons!  
Put your arms in the sleeves; I’ll get the crotch fastened.” 
 
{What’s the password, and where’s the door?}  Hermione asked, focusing on buttoning up all the 
bloody buttons of his bloody long overcoat. 
 
[You’ll actually take the left-hand fireplace,]  he admitted, working on her trousers.  [It’s linked 
straight to the Slythern commonroom, but it’s only one-way, from here to there.  You’ll have to 
come back the other way.] 
 
{Well, that’s a relief—there, last button.  Wait, shoes!} 
 
Severus fetched her a pair of socks, then his usual boots, and tugged on the black dressing gown to 
cover his own Polyjuiced figure as Hermione sat on top of her folded stack of clothes to don the 
footwear.  She paused long enough to stuff her jar of Floo powder into her pocket, then followed 
him out into the sitting room.  Severus caught her neck and pulled her down for a quick kiss.  [Be 
careful!  Anything worth ringing the bell in Slytherin is usually quite dangerous.  Now, compose 
your mind, and let down your defenses for me.] 
 
Nodding, Hermione straightened and waited until she could feel his presence close in the back of 
her mind, then opened her eyes, pulled out a pinch of powder, and cast it on the dying flames.  
“Slytherin common room!” 
 

The flames hissed green, whirled her around, and spat her out in a broad, square, stone-lined 
chamber.  There was a broad staircase leading up to what looked like a portrait-hole, and corridors 
leading off to the side.  The furniture was no better in condition than that in Gryffindor Tower, 
save that down here there was a bit more in the way of leather and less in the way of tapestry-
needlepoint for the furniture coverings, and the theme was green and silver, not red and gold.  
Even the oil lamps, hanging from chains much like the braziers in Severus’ private lab, cast a 
somewhat greenish glow instead of the more usual golden one.  The cluster of students, girls and 
boys of all years, filled the room with babbling, scared voices. 
 
{Good god, this place looks bilious!  I’m surprised your students don’t suffer from headaches, 
trying to study in this light.  Can you make out what they’re saying?} 
 
[No, I can’t.  Call for attention, Hermione!  You’re me, remember?]  he chided her. 
 
“Silence!” 
 
Her deep-throated shout had the desired effect.  Instantly every Slytherin in the room shut their 
mouths, turning to her—him—with wide, panicked eyes.  Hermione spotted a very pale and 
shaken Draco, who was standing by a tarnished silver bell next to the hearth, and pointed at him.  
“You!  Tell me what this is about!” 
 
“S…Salamander fire!  In the f-fourth-year boy’s dorm!”  Draco stammered. 
 
{[Crap!}] 
 
[—Fourth years’ is to your left, through the door on the right,]  Severus directed her as she 
oriented herself, so anxious and tense he almost lost the link to her senses.  He watched her stride 
through the hastily parting students.  [‘Mione, the boys’ dorm rooms extend over my own quarters!  
If it is salamander-fire, and it’s on the floor—] 
 
“Malfoy!  Parkinson!—All the prefects!  Get everyone out of the House and up to the Great Hall!” 
 
A girl darted out from the others, catching his sleeve.  Hermione didn’t recognize her, and the 
fourth-year didn’t give Severus time to identify her.  “Professor—Malcolm’s missing!  I think he’s 
still in there!” 
 
“I’ll look for him.  Go with the others to the Great Hall,”  Hermione ordered her curtly, even as 
Severus exclaimed, 
 
[—God, not Malcolm Baddock!  He should’ve been put into Ravenclaw; he’s too brilliant and 
almost too timid to be in my House,]  the Head of Slytherin told her.  [Be careful, but try to save 
the poor boy, if it’s not too late!] 
 
{I have every intention of surviving this fiasco, I assure you.}  Opening the door, she stepped into 
the passageway, wincing at the sight of smoke trickling up along the ceiling.  A flick of her wand 
at her face and she cast the Bubble-Head Charm, ensuring a supply of clean, fresh air.  She eyed 
the hall, which curved to the right, with no doors in sight.  {Where is it?} 
 
[Third door on the left, at the end of the corridor.] 
 
{Here we go, then.}  Gripping her wand, Hermione strode down the hall, heart in her throat.  The 
door to the fourth years’ dorms stood open, blackish smoke now billowing out, backlit by a fiery 
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glow.  Gathering her courage, Hermione cast a heat-deflecting charm on herself, ducked under the 
smoke, and entered the smoke-shrouded room.  Despite the charm, the temperature was intense.  
Bed-hangings blazed with golden flames, though they appeared at first glance to be of an ordinary 
golden-red colour, no peacock-like hues.  Squinting against the glow, she sought for any signs of 
the boy, sick to her stomach at the thought of finding a charred corpse… 
 
[Focus; he’s old enough to know all sorts of fire-thwarting charms.  Dark blond hair, about 
Dennis Creevey’s size and build, but with a Weasley’s freckles—] 
 
{I’m looking!  So far, it doesn’t look like there’s any actual salamander fire, but I’m not going to 
take any chances…}  She couldn’t see anything through the smoke and the conflagration.  Gritting 
her teeth, she snapped her wand at each patch of fire.  “Pyrrhus mortum!  …Pyrrhus mortum!” 
 
The flames winked out with each ice-blue jet of sparks from her wand, lessening the smoke and 
the glow that made her eyes water despite the Bubble-Head Charm.  Thank god for the Charm, 
though; it left her just enough clean air to breathe, as she worked her way further into the chamber.  
When she tried her fire-killing spell on the flames all but engulfing one of the beds near the back 
of the longish room, however, the flames didn’t go out.  They were, in fact, rainbow-edged.  
Salamander-fire. 
 
{Shite.}  Aiming her wand, she extinguished the other, more normal fires triggered by the heat of 
the ring burning around the bed.  When those were put out, the fading of the smoke finally gave 
her a clear view of the bed beyond the ring of whitish-golden flames.  Which wasn’t burning, 
despite the fact that the salamander-fire completely ringed the bed, and had not only scorched the 
carpeting to a crunchy black mess under her feet, but was digging a trench in the bedrock 
underneath it as well.  No, not only was the bed not burning, neither was a tow-headed boy who 
lay entangled in the twisted-up covers, unsinged but twitching restlessly as if he were in the grip 
of a nightmare. 
 
The only explanation was that he was a budding Pyromancer.  One a lot stronger than she herself 
would ever be, to cast salamander-fire in his sleep.  Looking around her, Hermione spotted a desk, 
partially charred, and pointed her wand at it. 
 
“Wingardium leviosa!” 
 
It wrenched itself up into the air, breaking off the two badly charred legs on the left side.  A bottle 
of ink fell off the surface and splattered on the floor, though the black mess was hardly 
indistinguishable from the smouldering cinders of the carpeting.  Aiming her wand again at the 
ring of flames, as the table floated in the hazy air next to her, she shouted firmly, 
 
“Pyrrhus!” 
 
The salamander-fire resisted her command, though it was small enough in amount, she should 
have been able to control it.  Pouring her will into wresting control of the blaze, she shouted again, 
and flung her wand, her will, and the torus of fire at the table.  With a roaring hiss, the peacock-
edged flames leapt out of the trench and slammed into the desk, devouring it rapidly. 
 
“—Potecaelum!”  That was the same air-sealing ward Harry had wisely used just the other week.  
Within a thankfully short time, the peacock-edged flames pulsed inward once, twice, thrice…and 
popped out of existence, consuming itself utterly.  Leaving her in utter darkness punctuated only 
by the faint reddish glow of lingering cinders, and the sharp, clinking, crinkling sounds of them 

gradually winking out.   {Well, at least we know the fire is out.  Now to tend to the boy.}  “Lumos 
aurum!” 
 
The conjuration of a golden ball of light overhead regained her a view of the room.  Another flick 
of her wand conjured a bucket of water at her feet.  Grasping it by the handle and the base, 
Hermione aimed it at the boy on the bed.  In the back of her mind, Severus winced at her choice of 
waking methods, but she knew from her own childhood that it was very effective.  Especially if 
one had set one’s bedsheets on fire.  There didn’t seem to be any singe-marks on the Slytherin 
boy’s bed, but she wasn’t going to take any chances.  A heave, and the liquid flung itself out of the 
pail, right on target. 
 
The water hit the boy in the chest, splashing up over his face.  Gasping in shock, Malcolm bolted 
upright, coughing into his fist as he choked on the water that had invaded his nose and his mouth.  
He froze after a moment, and stared wide-eyed at the destruction around him.  A moment later his 
lungs spasmed again, this time from the hazy black smoke still obscuring much of the room.  
Hermione flicked her wand at him, casting another Bubble-Head Charm around the boy. 
 
“…Are you finally awake, Mr. Baddock?”  she enquired dryly, if politely. 
 
“P-Professor…what happened in here?”  The question was a frightened one, as the freckled boy 
peered at the charred ruin that was his dorm-room. 
 
{He doesn’t know?}  She kept her surprise off her face, and carefully out of her voice.  “It 
appears, young man, that you are a Pyromancer.”  {And, I think, the source of the fire in the North 
Tower…}  But she kept that thought carefully between her and Severus alone. 
 
[He doesn’t have a bone in his body mean enough to try to kill off a hinkypuck, let alone Sybil, 
even if she is an odious fake most of the time,]  Severus pointed out as the boy gulped in air, 
coughed, and began shivering as the implications of the scene around him it. 
 
Hermione stepped over the circular trench, intending to get the boy out of the room and up to the 
Infirmary to be checked over.  Her bootsole crunched against something on the ground that wasn’t 
charred carpet, especially as—inside the ring made by the oval trench—the carpeting was 
curiously unburnt.  Malcolm flinched, looking even more scared than before, and both of them 
peered down at the object.  It looked like it had been a crystal globe of some kind, now smashed 
beyond redemption.  Smashed, Hermione realized thankfully since many of the shards were not 
actually under Severus’ boot, long before she had stepped on the remains. 
 
“That…that was a Christmas gift…from my da.  He said…he said it would help me control my m-
magics, but it kept giving me nightmares, about…burning, and hurting people, and this odd, high-
pitched laugh,”  the boy murmured worriedly, rubbing at his chest as if it hurt deep inside.  “I 
think it fell out of my hand when I fell asleep…” 
 
[{Voldemort.]}  Again, a single, shared thought between them, strong with disgusted realization. 
 
[…Damn the bastard,]  Severus added as Hermione stooped and scooped the fragments together 
with a swish of her wand.  [If he found out that the boy was a budding Pyromancer, he could have 
crafted some sort of controlling device via that orb.  Baddock Senior is in the middle-ranks of the 
Death Eaters; I don’t know him that well.  He wasn’t at the exclusive party, this last weekend, but 
he was at the New Year’s Eve gathering, if I my memory placed the voice right.  We’ll need those 
shards, Hermione.] 
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{I’m securing the bits for Dumbledore and the Order to examine,}  Hermione assured him, 
finding a kerchief in one of the frock-coat’s pockets and magicking the shards into it for 
safekeeping.  Straightening, she tucked the bundle into her pocket, dropped her wand into its 
wallet, and scooped the boy out of the bed, grateful for Severus’ lean but strong frame.  “You’ll 
need to go to the Infirmary, to check for smoke inhalation and other injuries.” 
 
The boy was small for his age, and clung to her neck with trembling arms.  “P-Professor…am I 
going to be expelled?” 
 
“Not insofar as I know.  What you have is a power that some would call a gift, and others a curse.  
In truth,”  she lectured in Snape-mode, echoing the matter-of-fact tones he used with his Slytherin 
students, which was a bit friendlier than the one he used with Gryffindors and others,  “it is simply 
a stronger form of a particular kind of magic than most wizards normally possess,”  she informed 
him, picking her way through the lingering smoke toward the door.  “Unscrupulous people will 
attempt to use this power in you for their own means and ends, especially while you still do not 
have full mastery of your abilities.  Thankfully, you are not the only Pyromancer in this school; 
Miss Granger is one, also.  Though her powers are weak, she is competent and well-informed.  I’ll 
make sure the Head Girl is assigned to you for special lessons in learning how to control your 
newfound magic.” 
 
“But…but I think I set the fire in the North T-Tower,”  the boy in her arms muttered miserably.  “I 
didn’t mean to, and I don’t remember doing it, but I—I can’t remember anything of what I was 
doing, during the Quidditch match—” 
 
Hermione stopped in the hall, looking at the youth in her arms.  “Mr. Baddock, I have reason to 
believe you were being used by your father, and by the Dark Lord himself, to set that fire.  It is a 
frightening thing, to be possessed in such a manner.  Indeed, young Miss Weasley—a sixth-year 
Gryffindor—was possessed by the Dread Lord in her very first year at this school, the year the 
Chamber of Secrets was opened.  You should make the effort to talk with her in private about your 
experiences; she could give you some sound advice in coping with what has been happening to 
you.” 
 
“P-possessed?”  Malcolm asked her faintly.  “B-by…” 
 
“Keep your wits about you, boy,”  Hermione murmured, as she heard footsteps approaching and 
the call of voices. 
 
“Professor!  Professor Snape!”  That was McGonagall.  Hefting the fourth-year more firmly in her 
arms—he was small, but not that small—Hermione moved up the corridor again, in time to meet 
the woman near the mouth of the passageway.  Behind her came a coterie of other teachers, some 
still in their clothes, some in their dressing gowns.  “Oh, Severus, thank god!”  the head of 
Gryffindor exclaimed, relief making her stagger a little.  “—Is that the student they said was 
trapped in the fire?” 
 
“Yes, Minerva.  He’s alright, though I cannot say the same for his dorm-room.  The fire is out, and 
he needs to go to the infirmary to be examined for possible harm, now.” 
 
“Of course, of course…”  She leaned against the stone wall, waiving him onward, out into the 
common room.  The other teachers parted around her—him—making room for Hermione and her 
shrinking cargo. 
 
“—Did you say the fire is out?”  a familiar, welcome voice enquired. 

 
“Yes, Headmaster.” 
 
Dumbledore fell into step beside her as she carried the boy towards the steps, where Severus 
nudged her mentally.  “Good.  I heard a nasty rumor that it was salamander-fire.” 
 
Malcolm cringed in her arms.  Hermione hesitated, then spoke carefully.  “Yes, there was some, in 
the room.  It was triggered accidentally, by a nightmare.  It seems young Mr. Baddock, here, is a 
budding Pyromancer.” 
 
“How frightening that must have been for you, my poor boy,”   Dumbledore instantly soothed, 
giving Malcolm a kindly, sympathetic look as they headed up the stairs and exited Slytherin 
House.  “And how scared your dorm-mates must have been, not knowing what was going on, 
either!” 
 
“I’m s-sorry, Professor!”  the boy in Hermione’s arms.  “I didn’t mean t-to—” 
 
“Hush, I know that you didn’t.  Fredrick von Firebug had nearly the exact same problem when he 
attended this very school, many years ago—remind me to show you the scorch-marks on the 
foundations for Greenhouse Five, sometime.  The house-elves, I am told, were serving pre-roasted 
potatoes for weeks after that little incident.  Of course, he was a Hufflepuff, not a Slytherin, but 
that doesn’t mean much; these abilities simply strike whoever has the genetics for them.  And he 
did end up burning down half of London in the great wizards’ duel against Vilius FitzHubert, who 
was determined to turn all the Muggles in London into rats, for some unfathomable reason—
hasn’t Professor Binns covered that colourful bit of history, yet?”  Dumbledore asked in his usual, 
genial, dotty aside.  “You know, every year, I consider replacing him.  Ghosts may know quite a 
lot about history, having lived…erm, near-lived through much of it, but they’re awfully stubborn 
when it comes to updating themselves and their facts.” 
 
“I’m…not going to be exp-pelled?”  Malcolm stammered as they mounted the stairs up out of the 
dungeons. 
 
“Young man, if we did that, who would teach you how to master your abilities?  No, my dear boy, 
no one was hurt, and that’s the most important thing,”  Dumbledore asserted firmly.  He lifted a 
finger to emphasize his point, continuing,  “Next-most important is that you didn’t mean to do it, 
and after that, well, belongings can be replaced and furnishings can be repaired.” 
 
Malcolm absorbed that, as they travelled to the hospital wing of the school.  Madam Pomfrey 
fussed over the boy, roused from her bed by the excitement and already dressed in her grey-and-
white nurse’s robes.  Hermione stepped back, glancing at the Headmaster.  He gestured her over to 
him, away from the handful of other teachers who had followed them upstairs; McGonagall and 
Flitwick had remained down below to start restoring some of the damage to the boy’s dorm-room, 
apparently, but Sprout was here, clad in a spriggle-striped flannel nightgown and a knitted 
dressing gown, patting the boy’s hand and chatting about a semi-famous Pyromancer that had 
once been in her own family line several centuries ago.  On his other side was Vector, still in his 
teaching robes, chalk on his fingers, and Frejne, wearing a pair of vivid, hot-pink, satin pajamas in 
an asian-tunic cut, her knee-length hair gathered into a single braid. 
 
The Headmaster cleared his throat discreetly.  “I believe you were in the middle of…something, 
Professor?”  Dumbledore offered politely, giving her a pointed, knowing look.  “Perhaps you 
should get back to it, before the hour grows too long?” 
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Hermione felt her cheeks flush with warmth, and averted her face from the others.  “Er, yes—Oh, 
I found something for you, Albus,”  She pulled the handkerchief out of her pocket and spoke in an 
undertone, feeling uncomfortable at calling him by his given name, but determined to do her best 
Snape impersonation.  “Young Malcolm said this was the remains of an orb of some kind, given to 
him by his father.  He said his father claimed it would help him master his magics, but that it 
instead gave him nightmares, about burning people…and a high-pitched laugh.” 
 
“…I see.  Well, I’ll have the remains of this orb examined, then.  Please let Miss Granger know 
that her services as a mentor and tutor will be needed; she is our only other resident Pyromancer,”  
Dumbledore reminded her.  “Best for the boy to learn from someone who’s got the power and the 
experience, rather than how she learnt it all, simply through studying books.” 
 
“Yes, well, not everyone can learn things strictly from books as well as she can,”  Hermione 
muttered dryly.  “I was thinking also of supplying the boy with a little mentoring from Miss 
Weasley, too, if that orb turns out to be what I think it was,”  she added quietly.  It occurred to her 
absently that Severus’ voice was well-suited for quiet, clandestine conversations.  “And perhaps 
some Occlumency lessons, to keep a certain someone out of his mind?” 
 
“Great minds do think alike.  But we’ll have Potter mentor him for that.  His memories are 
less…volatile, these days.” 
 
[Good god—Potter has a mental link to Voldemort because of that blasted scar, and Albus thinks 
my teaching the boy would be more volatile?] 
 
“Quite.  Goodnight, Headmaster.”  {Volatile where the two of us are concerned.  Harry’s strong 
enough these days to keep Voldemort out of his head, and you can’t really possess someone 
second-hand like that, anyway,}  she reminded him.  {Harry’s secrets aren’t as important as 
yours and mine, since we’re the spies in Voldemort’s court.}  Moving back to the bed, she looked 
down at Malcolm, who had some instrument of the nurse’s halfway down his throat.  Examining 
him, no doubt, for smoke inhalation.  “I’ll be back in the morning, Mr. Baddock.  You’re in 
excellent hands for your recovery.  Poppy, I’ll bring up a dreamless draught for him to take, so 
that he won’t be plagued by further nightmares, tonight.” 
 
“I was just about to suggest that, thank you,”  Pomfrey returned briskly.  “You’ve got quite a bit of 
smoke in your lungs, Mr. Baddock, but you’ll be right as rain in a couple of days.  I’m going to be 
keeping you here overnight for observation, just the same.” 
 
Hermione made her retreat via Floo from a nearby classroom.  At the rate she was going through 
the powder, she’d have to mix up a new batch, soon.  Severus greeted her in the Potions 
classroom, a vial of the sleeping draught already decanted and corked.  He held it out to her with 
one hand, the other scratching idly at her ribs.  “It’s all ready for you to take to Madame 
Pomfrey.” 
 
“Thank you.”  Hermione turned to go, then looked back as Severus grimaced and scratched at his 
side again.  “Is something wrong?” 
 
“I think I got the straps twisted on this confounded contraption,”  he muttered, then blushed and 
glanced at the portraits of past Potions Masters sleeping around them.  […You know, your bra?  
These things really aren’t that comfortable.  How can you stand them for any length of time?] 
 
{Try going without one for a full day, and you’ll know what discomfort really means.  I’ll be right 
back,}  she promised, casting more Floo powder into the second hearth’s flames. 

 
His mind-voice followed her all the way through the dizzying ride to the infirmary wing.  [You’d 
better; we’ve only got half an hour left!] 
 
 
Chapter LXIX. 
 
It took more time than expected to return to Severus’ quarters; while coming back from the 
infirmary, Hermione ran into the Slytherins, most of whom were being allowed to return to their 
House.  The remaining fourth-year boys were being herded off by two of the prefects to sleep in 
one of the unused classrooms for the night, while their quarters were being restored and their 
parents contacted for spare clothes and whatever else had been lost in the fire.  So she, of course, 
had to escort the majority of the House back, and tell them that no, Malcolm Baddock wasn’t 
going to be expelled, and that no, it would not be a good idea to blame him for what was, after all, 
an accident. 
 
“—Do think about it,”  Hermione drawled as she faced the majority of the Slytherin students from 
the stairs leading down into their common room.  “Mr. Baddock will clearly be a powerful 
Pyromancer, once he is fully trained.  Would you want him to think that you are his enemy, either 
now or later?  Be careful in how you treat others, for this very reason:  what does not look 
threatening today might turn out to be quite deadly tomorrow.  And you do not want to offend it or 
make it your enemy in the meantime; not if you are wise.  Now, off to bed.  There has been 
enough excitement for one night.  Mr. Malfoy, a moment of your time.” 
 
Draco broke off from chivying the other students off to bed.  The look in those greyish eyes as he 
came over—they looked almost robin-egg blue in the greenish hue of the oil lamps—was one of 
admiration.  Severus, still riding the back of her mind, asked quickly,  [What are you planning, 
‘Mione?] 
 
{Hush.  And trust me.}  “Mr. Malfoy, I take it you were the one to ring the alarm-bell?” 
 
“Yes, Professor,”  he admitted.  “Graham Pritchard was the one who woke up the other boys, and 
they came yelling down the hall that their room was on fire.  I was still out here, studying, and sent 
the others into the other dorm-rooms to get everyone up and accounted for, and rang the bell to 
summon you.  That was when Graham described the odd colour of the fire, right before you 
arrived, and I realized it was salamander-fire.  Like…like what destroyed the North Tower,”  he 
added in an undertone. 
 
“Shh,”  Hermione silenced him quietly, gesturing slightly with her fingers for discretion.  Her gaze 
slid around the common room in a quick flick, making sure the last figures were disappearing.  
“The matter of the North Tower is not something for casual discussion.  You are to be commended 
for your fast thinking.  Ten points…to Slytherin,”  she stated carefully, almost saying ‘to 
Gryffindor’,  “for ringing the alarm bell and getting everyone safely out of their rooms.  And five 
more points to Slytherin for Mr. Pritchard, for rousing his fellow fourth-years.  Let him know he’s 
earned his House those points, will you?  The lives he saved tonight might prove valuable to him, 
in later years.” 
 
“Let the Gryffindors save lives for honor and duty.  We’ll do it for glory and favors,”  Draco 
smirked.  More or less as Hermione guessed he would, which was why she had phrased her praise 
in that particular way. 
 
She nodded her black-haired head cordially to her lover’s godson.  “Goodnight.” 
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“Goodnight, Professor.” 
 
Making her way up the stairs and out of the House, Hermione hurried along the corridor; the 
mural-entrance to the Chamber of Reflection was closer than the Potions classroom.  Prompted by 
her thoughts, Severus-as-Hermione had the entrance open, the key to the iron door in one slender 
hand, and a goblet in the other, which he pressed into her hand.  They descended the stairs 
quickly.  Emerging in the sitting room, Hermione looked down reflexively—she always tried to 
know what she was eating or drinking at any given moment—and saw black with swirling silver 
glitter, confirming her guess.  Tipping back the bitter, dark brew, she swallowed it, endured the 
near-painful tingling with a suppressed shudder, and set the goblet on the table that stood by the 
door. 
 
“…I take it you’ve already had some more?”  she asked in his deep, quiet voice, looking at the 
Transfigured man locking the door behind them. 
 
“I debated letting it end…but you did give my House fifteen points, so I thought I’d reward you,”  
he returned in her light alto, setting the key beside the goblet.  “That was well-spoken of you.  
Both the cautionary speech to treat young Baddock well, and the words you had with my godson 
afterwards.”  He looked down at his hands—her hands—somewhat diffidently before adding,  
“Thank you for taking care of my students for me.  I know Slytherin is your rival house, and you 
have no reason to actively care for any of them…” 
 
Hermione took his hands in hers.  “You care for them; that’s reason enough.  And I would rescue 
any them from a burning building the same as I’d rescue anyone else…save for maybe Voldemort 
himself,”  she amended lightly, trying to inject humor into the conversation.  “He can roast 
eternally in the flames of damnation, for all I’d care.” 
 
“Quite.”  Severus looked up at her, and though it was a little too weighing to be seductive, the 
light in those tawny eyes hinted at her potential for seduction at a glance. 
 
Hermione smiled and dipped her head, enjoying the novel sensation of kissing someone shorter 
than herself, for once.  Ron had been taller than her from the moment they’d first met, and had 
only grown taller.  Harry, well, she’d never really kissed him, boyfriend-girlfriend kissed him, and 
he’d always been an inch or two taller, himself… 
 
Severus pulled his head back with a mock-frown.  [Would you please stop thinking about those 
two when I’m trying to snog you?] 
 
{I thought I was trying to snog you,}  she protested mildly.  {Besides, my mental comparisons are 
favorable for you…in an odd, quasi-autoerotic sort of way.} 
 
[Everything in this hour is an ‘odd, quasi-autoerotic sort of way’,]  he quipped back dryly.  
Stepping back, still holding her hands, he cocked his hip, tipped his head slightly, and gave her a 
sly, feminine smile.  “Come back to bed, my love.  I want to reward the ‘hero of Slytherin’ 
properly…” 
 
{…So that’s a fantasy of yours, is it?}  Hermione asked, smiling involuntarily as he led her 
towards the right-hand hallway.  {You want to do something so heroic someday, I’ll just have to 
seduce you, and so you’re encouraging me to want to do it by playing a role-reversal game with 
me?} 
 

[You’re overanalyzing the moment,]  he chided her, freeing a hand so he could manipulate the 
doorknob to his bedroom.  And had to add, with Veritamoria-based honesty,  […But yes, that is a 
little fantasy of mine.  You Gryffindors aren’t the only ones who have dreams of fame and glory 
for your exploits and antics.] 
 
{Well, you’re already my hero,}  Hermione promised him.  {If you hadn’t calmed me down with 
the first bout of salamander-fire, I wouldn’t have been able to control the flames fast enough to 
save so much of the North Tower, and I would’ve been twice as nervous tonight about controlling 
this new blaze.} 
 
[Hm, yes, I can smell the soot on your clothes.]  Fishing his wand out of the pocket of her pants, he 
flicked it lightly at her groin.  “Virilis mundic!” 
 
Her—his—clothes ruffled with the spell, as did the sable, shoulderlength locks gracing her altered 
head.  It did rid her of the scent of charred furniture.  Pleased, Hermione scooped her up into his 
arms with a grunt, carrying him into the bedroom.  He—as Hermione—wasn’t overweight, but 
neither was the body in her arms a featherweight.  It felt rather good, actually, to show off the 
strength in her—his—body.  Until Severus shot her a skeptical look, and asked, very Hermione-
like, 
 
“Are you going all macho on me?  Showing off your ‘manly thews’, and all that rubbish?” 
 
“Very nice, ‘Miss Granger’.  You almost sounded like me.  I don’t know if I’d have used ‘rubbish’ 
at the end of that particular sentence,”  she returned mildly, cradling her lover carefully.  “I think I 
would’ve used ‘and all that rot’.  And as it’s your ‘manly thews’ I am currently flexing, your 
comment is almost quasi-hypocritical.  But, er…it’s actually rather fun, being strong enough to 
sweep someone off their feet.” 
 
“Well, I may be seven years younger and thus physically healthier than I was, but you could hurt 
your back, carrying me like that, even if I am currently you, and not me,”  he chided her.  Then 
winced and lifted a slender, feminine hand to his forehead.  “Merlin…the gender-bending and 
identity-swapping of this whole conversation is giving me a headache!” 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
Yet another elephant, this one the standard greyish colour, but wearing a tasteful five-
tier pearl choker, glides into the room on a diamante-studded skateboard.  It is towing a 
second skateboard which is holding up a sign-board, white with tasteful red and pink 
lettering.  As the elephant squeaks to a stop—carpets have a terrible way of slowing 
down skateboards—the sign clearly reads: 
 
“Severe quasi-autoerotic oddities ahead.  If you do not wish to suffer a headache the 
size of Severus-as-Hermione (approx. 145 lbs.) you might wish to skip ahead to the next 
asterisked section.  Or the next chapter, entirely.  By the way, the anaconda that 
disrupted services a couple chapters ago has been charged with tressssspassing, and 
will be prosecuted for the crime and the lost wages garnered by having our business 
shut down,, as well as charged with biting the plumber sent in to fetch her out.  This 
message was brought to you by Go-Go Animal Messenger Rentals, Ltd.  ~Lotm” 
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The pearl-chokered elephant dips one stumpy toed foot against the burgundy carpet, 
kicks the skateboard into gear, and wheels into the bathroom, unnoticed by the lovebirds 
next to the bed.  My, they’re rather oblivious when they’re making love with each other, 
aren’t they?  It’s a frikkin’ elephant, after all! 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
Smiling, Hermione placed him—her—yes, it was very confusing—on the green coverlet, which 
was still rumpled from their last encounter.  {Why don’t you remove our clothes, while I adjust the 
covers?} 
 
[Excellent suggestion.  Watch the master, young lady.]  Lifting his wand, he flicked it expertly.  
“Sartorlagen!” 
 
Both sets of garments vanished, reappearing folded in two neat stacks on top of the bureau, which 
had the hourglass on it, inverted and pouring out a fresh allotment of time.  {I’ll take your word 
for it, that they’re not all entangled together.  I have something else I’d rather see entangled, right 
now.  Namely our limbs,}  Hermione informed him, pulling the green duvet, woolen blankets, and 
soft sheets down.  Scooting him up the bed with a helping hand on his posterior, she swept the 
covers fully out of their way, then stretched out on the soft, silvery sheets and tugged Severus over 
her lean form, encouraging him to straddle her waist.  {Come, have your wicked way with me.} 
 
[I always have my wicked way with you.  Well, save for the occasional, wonderful morning…  
Either way, it’s your turn, love,]  he pointed out, bracing his hands on her flattened chest.  He 
curved his lips—hers—up along one side of his mouth.  Hermione decided absently that it was a 
particularly effective look, if one wanted to smirk naughtily while naked and straddling one’s 
lover.  [Mm, yes.  Y ou’re the ‘man’ tonight, after all.  Have your wicked way with me.] 
 
{Well, I was trying to be a gentleman,}  she quipped back.  Skimming her hands along his thighs, 
she feathered them up to his breasts.  {Bend down here, will you, love?} 
 
He arched one of her light brown brows, but complied.  With just a slight lift of her head, she 
captured a nipple in her mouth, licking hard and nipping gently.  Severus sighed, closing his eyes.  
His lips parted on a near-silent sigh when she deliberately licked the valley between them; his 
breath hitched when she gently shifted one breast out of her way, licking the crease underneath.  
Right where she knew her own body was sensitive. 
 
Rolling them over, Hermione stretched Severus’ curves along the mattress, and did her best to 
worship her own body via his—very Gilderoy Lockhartish, but there it was, and it was strangely 
fun.  She licked the insides of his elbows.  She kissed the knuckles of his fingers.  She nibbled on 
his toes, and massaged his calves.  Her tongue explored his navel—her navel—and her nose—his 
nose—teased the curls dusting that feminized mound. 
 
Her scent, she discovered, was positively intoxicating when inhaled by this body.  Eyes drifting 
shut, she nuzzled his spreading thighs, understanding why he could revel so much in his senses at 
this sort of moment.  The tip of that long, thin, hawk-like nose brushed those intimate folds, 
questing lightly along the parting crease with each deeply drawn breath.  Severus sighed in 
delight, parting his feminized thighs even wider, then sucked in a sharp breath as she nudged his 
clitoris with the tip of that nose, circling it with a little jiggle of her head. 
 

[Ohh…interesting.  I think I’m beginning to understand your bizarre fascination with that part of 
my anatomy.] 
 
{I’m just getting started, too.  Reach those pretty little hands down here, and pull your folds apart 
for me,}  Hermione directed him.  {And hook your thighs over my shoulders, too.} 
 
He complied, shifting his Transfigured body into position as Hermione slid further down the bed, 
getting herself comfortable.  As comfortable as she could, given the hardening of her altered groin.  
As soon as they were comfortable, Hermione resumed tormenting him with his own nose. 
 
[…I think I am about to indulge in some undignified whimpering.] 
 
“Indeed,”  she drawled, matching his low, silky drawl as closely as she dared.  “Keep your labia 
exposed, Miss Granger,”  she ordered her lover.  “You do not want to know what punishments I 
would mete out, if you earned any demerits while under my…less than tender command.” 
 
[Oh.  Yes, that does do something to this body’s reactions,]  he observed, as she moved just a tiny 
bit closer.  [Your imitation was very close, too.  You might want to emphasize the word ‘tender’ 
mo—ohhhh.  Oh, god!] 
 
Hermione pulled back from her first, as-a-man, long, succuculent taste of…well, herself.  She 
licked her lips, marveling at the intensified flavor and contemplating the distinct hardening of her 
own Polyjuice-altered loins.  {You really like the flavor of me in this body, don’t  you?} 
 
“It’s…it’s my favorite dish,”  he managed out loud, voice breaking as she dipped her head again 
and gave him a slow, salivating lap.  “More than treacle-pecans, more than chocolate 
pudding…ah, god!” 
 
Hermione pulled back with a smirk.  “I do so enjoy shifting you from zero to sixty in two licks, 
flat.  Would you like some more…or should I desist?” 
 
“—Lick me!”  Severus half-begged, half-demanded throatily.  His voice, which was hers for the 
hour, sounded almost low enough to be a tenor, thick with desire. 
 
“Your demand is my wish.”  Leaning in again, she buried her face in the warm, slick brew seeping 
from his—her—core.  {Mm, it’s got to be this body!  Something in your physical chemistry just 
goes nuts for my own feminine chemistry.  Oh, yes…I’m smearing it all over my face, can you feel 
that?} 
 
[More licking, less smearing!]  he directed her firmly.  She chuckled into his flesh, and he 
shuddered and clutched at her head.  [Swirl—swirlswirlswirl, suck it…ohh-hohhh…  You are never 
getting this body back!] 
 
{Deal.  You can suffer my cramps, when my period finally comes along.} 
 
His eyes popped open at that prospect.  [Uh…] 
 
She snickered at his shock and nipped him on the labia, giving him another minor temblor from 
the brief but pleasurable sting.  Pushing his fingers out of her way, Hermione held his flesh open 
to her ministrations herself, and lost herself in the art of devouring his flesh.  {Divine…you’re 
quite right.  Heavenly, mmm…savory, musky, salty-sweet, must have more—oh, yes, I can see why 
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you long to drown in this stuff.  How it wraps around your senses!  …Please don’t tell me you’re 
this lost with every other female you’ve ever known?} 
 
[Not as deeply as with you,]  he admitted freely.  The truth, Veritamoria-pressed, earned him a 
long, fast-flicked praise of his clitoris with her tongue, until he was trembling and shuddering 
under her mouth and nose, until Hermione was so aroused, she couldn’t stand it any longer.  
Breaking off, she ignored the hard tugging of his fingers, which had clenched once again in her 
Transfigured hair. 
 
{I need…inside…}  Crawling up his body, she kissed his navel, licked the undersides of his 
breasts, and not quite collapsed on top of him.  Only the realization that she didn’t want to crush 
him with her larger frame kept her propped up on one knee and one elbow.  Sliding her hand down 
between them, she cupped herself, rubbing her shaft against his saliva-dampened core, coating it 
for penetration. 
 
“—No!”  A hand smacked into her chest, just as Hermione shifted for the necessary angle.  She 
stopped immediately, bewildered. 
 
“No?”  An incredulous look, a sampling of his sub-thoughts—  {You cruel bastard!  You’re 
testing me to see if I can stop, as a man, when a woman says ‘stop’?} 
 
[Call me what you will, but yes, that’s exactly what I’m testing.  To see how good of a man you’d 
make,]  he challenged her.  [Or how piss-poor.  This session is over with, for now.] 
 
Hermione levelled him a dark look.  {I’m not that far gone, Sevy, darling.  You’ll notice I instantly 
stopped, and am willing to comply.  Unhappily, but I’d comply.  And I’ll remind you, I have never 
once said ‘no’ to you, in the normal course of things.} 
 
[You have me, there…  Continue,]  he allowed. 
 
{Oh, I’ll ‘continue’ you right into tomorrow,}  she promised, losing some of her indignation at the 
promise of a continuation.  Bracing herself, she shifted a little so she could rub the sensitive skin 
of the glans in all that moisture and find the right spot for penetration, without looking.  
{Mmm…oh, my…  That’s a tiny bit more textured than the anus, isn’t it?  Not nearly so smooth, 
yet it’s still smooth…tight…delicious…hot and wet and warm…} 
 
[Keep coherency, Hermy,]  he reminded her dryly.  She opened her eyes, which she hadn’t 
realized she’d closed, and looked down at him. 
 
Seeing herself sweat-sheened with lust wasn’t nearly as disconcerting as knowing that she was 
slowly penetrating her own body.  But all Hermione could really focus on was one, single thought.  
{God, how much I love you!} 
 
[I suspect it’s as much as I love you,]  he agreed, wrapping slender arms around her shoulders so 
that he could pull her thin-shaped mouth down within range of his.  As he did so, she gently slid 
the final few inches into his body.  Severus licked at her lips with a sigh.  […That feels rather 
different than I thought it would…not quite as full, given how tight it feels from the other end, yet 
rather full and tight at the same time.] 
 
{You should try feeling it from this end!}  Hermione retorted.  Then laughed, realizing what she’d 
said.  {Good grief!  Don’t tell me—that definitely qualifies for Most Stupid Remark During Sex for 
the year.} 

 
[The inanity is an irony, yes.  Are you going to move in me, or not?  I’m dying to know what it 
feels like,]  he prompted her. 
 
{Yes, yes, curb your impatience.  I’m trying to calm myself down so that my first few thrusts 
doesn’t have me cumming in buckets.  Ideally, I’d like your first ride on the quasi-autoerotic 
bicycle to last a good, long while.} 
 
He eyed her dubiously.  [Your metaphor’s atrocious.] 
 
{Yes, I know, but it’s keeping me calm.  Almost calm.  Here we go,}  she promised, flexing her 
hips so that she pulled out slightly.  And stilled, halfway withdrawn.  {Um…can you do that 
perineum-charm thing?  Without moving too much?  I’m feeling particularly…precipitous.} 
 
[Precipitous.]  It was, and was not, a question. 
 
She drew in an unsteady breath.  {Yes.  That’s definitely the word for it.} 
 
He rolled his eyes.  [Thank god I can’t get pregnant.] 
 
She tightened her gut, giving him a smile that was half-grimace.  {Don’t make me laugh!} 
 
[Then don’t be so amusing, my dear.]  A bit of gingerly squirming, and Severu managed to get 
ahold of his wand and get the tip of it into position, while Hermione gritted her teeth.  “…Ngdze.” 
 
{Finally, I hear what the bloody word is!  Your voice is incredibly quiet, when you want it to be.} 
 
[Thank you.] 
 
{I’m not sure that was a compliment.}  She felt her shaft finish hardening just a little bit more, and 
sighed.  {You never told me the perineum-charm felt nice.} 
 
[You never asked.  And it only feels good for a little while.  Then you have to watch out for 
possible chafing.  Now, be a gentleman, and fuck me.] 
 
Smirking, she complied, pulling out another two inches before pushing in all the way again.  {As 
the lady commands.} 
 
Bracing most of her weight on her palms and knees, Hermione rocked into her lover, biting her 
lower lip at the pleasure.  Severus shifted his position, wrapping first one knee over her hip, then 
the other.  The angle made her slide even deeper on the very next thrust; that made a thrill of 
pleasure skip through her nerves like a rock skimming the surface of a pond.  Groaning, Hermione 
thrust a little harder, burying herself completely in her lover’s altered flesh.  She thrust in fully a 
second time, then held herself there, slowly grinding her groin into his, feeling second-hand his 
pleasure as the act mashed and stimulated his clitoris in a way she hoped was like the one that she 
herself enjoyed. 
 
[Oh, yes, I’m enjoying this, love,]  he reassured her sub-thoughts. 
 
{Yes, such pleasure…I definitely think we should do this more often.} 
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It was his turn to laugh.  That tightened his stomach muscles, which tightened his kegel muscles, 
which made Hermione grunt and buck with a dry orgasm.  Severus sucked in a breath, making her 
fear she’d hurt him with the rough movements, but his sub-thoughts were thankfully ones of 
pleasure. 
 
Gripping her shoulders, Severus pulled her mouth down to his once more.  Their tongues tangled 
as she continued thrusting into his hot, wet flesh, mouths mating above as their loins were mating 
below.  A slight grind of her hips, and Severus pulled his head back abruptly, moaning, almost 
keening as an orgasm gripped his body.  Hermione obliged his greedy sub-thoughts by bracing 
herself and pumping rapidly, prolonging his pleasure.  Thoroughly grateful for the charm staving 
off her own orgasms, transmuting them into dry, pleasant shudders. 
 
Hermione glanced at the hourglass after he sighed and she could slow herself again.  A quarter of 
it was left.  {Let’s put you on top, shall we?  I enjoy that one, so you should, too.} 
 
He smiled, a smug, satisfied smile dusted with humor.  [Considering that I am you, at the 
moment…]  A bit of squirming—she accidentally slipped out—and he straddled her hips.  Taking 
her shaft in hand, he squared his hips over it, then sank slowly onto her erection.  His eyes 
widened as her Transfigured flesh filled his.  [Oh.  This is defintely different.  There’s…all sorts of 
pressures in different places…] 
 
{Ride me, and find out just how different,}  Hermione smiled.  She already knew the answer to 
that question herself, of course. 
 
[Smug little git.]  But he thought it with a smile, flexing his thighs as he braced his hands on her 
chest. 
 
Hermione smiled back; her hands were better-used than his, for she brushed his nipples teasingly 
with one hand, and slipped her thumb between the folds of his mound.  The moment her thumb 
contacted his clitoris and gave it a gentle little rub, he came undone over her, moaning loudly, 
humping his hips raggedly.  Hermione quickly caught those hips and tightened her buttocks, 
thrusting up into her lover.   She got more pleasure second-hand than first-hand, but then she was 
focusing on his ecstasy over her own. 
 
Breathless, Severus slumped onto her chest.  [That…was good.  But…not enough?]  He blinked a 
couple times, then craned his head to look at her.  [God and Merlin, ‘Mione!   How bloody 
insatiable are you?!] 
 
{Oh, I think one more time should finish you off.  And me, too.  Up, love!  We haven’t got much 
time left.} 
 
[Hands and knees, then?  Oh, yes—to complete your project, you must locate my Transfigured g-
spot.  I’m curious to know what that feels like,]  he pointed out as he dismounted with weak-
feeling limbs, and braced himself as best he could on all fours, facing away from her.  [I’m also 
curious to know what it feels like to be arse-shagged as a woman, since I wouldn’t have a 
prostate, and I only have a second-hand idea of how…ooh, oh, god, that feels different, too!  
Bloody wonderful, in fact.] 
 
Hermione grinned as she invaded him firmly, slowly from behind.  {I’ll admit is my favorite 
position.  And you’re right; I do have a spectacular arse, seen from this angle.} 
 

That made him laugh.  [Shades of bloody Lockhart!  We’ve got maybe ten minutes left, Hermione 
dear.  Now, the angle you want is—oh, God!  Oh, dear God!  Stop—stop!  I’m going to piss the 
bed!!] 
 
{—Got it in one go,}  she thought smugly, thrusting into his flesh into that same spot again, and 
again.  She kept a firm grip on his hips as he tried to resist.  {You’re not going to pee, Severus, 
trust me; that’s just what it feels like to have one’s g-spot bumped first-hand—sort of how the first 
time up the fundament feels like you have to shite, when you don’t.  Relax, love, and enjoy the 
frighteningly good sensations I’m giving you.  It’ll feel even better in a moment or two, trust me.} 
 
[Frightening is right…um…ah…oh…oh, god—god!]  In a strange way, Severus felt even more 
vulnerable in this position than he had in the missionary one.  With each buttock-slapping stroke, 
Hermione was going so bloody deep!  And strangely, with each hard, fast, rhythmic stroke, that 
bizarre pee-spot of hers deep inside his vagina was now feeling bloody good.  Too bloody good.  
He whinged high in his feminized throat when she slowed and stopped for a moment.  
[More…more…more, I’m almost bloody there!] 
 
“Just have to end the charm…  Finite—Oh, god, yes!”  Hermione shouted, as she gripped his hips 
and stroked again, groaning in delirium.  {Oh, so fucking good!} 
 
He didn’t even have enough conscious mind left to wince at the pun.  Her pleasure was his 
pleasure was hers and his combined.  Severus scrabbled and clawed at the covers as she pounded 
into him without rhythm or restraint.  He couldn’t really feel each spurt of jism, save as an 
increase in slippery wetness and just a touch more warmth, but he could feel the twitches in her 
penis almost as well as she could, as she slammed deep one last time and held herself in place for 
just a few seconds, at the height of her climax.  Then she started moving again, pumping for as 
long as she could, stretching out the last of the good feelings for both of them.  It was a good 
thing, too; her blasted, sex-starved body jumped with yet another mind-blowing climax, leaving 
him a quivering, mouth-foaming mess of need and repletion. 
 
Breathing heavily, Hermione rested against him for a few more moments, then withdrew carefully.  
Severus quivered under her hands, moaning softly, almost whimpering with each breath.  He 
slumped wearily onto his side, then rolled onto his back with a languid sigh, knees flopping wide.  
Cracking open his eyes, he glanced at the hourglass.  Just a fingerwidth left to go.  [Bloody nice 
timing, Miss Granger…] 
 
Smiling, Hermione scooped up a bit of their mingled liquids with two of her fingers, then shifted 
forward and offered them to his lips.  “Have a taste, love.” 
 
Catching her hand, he sucked her fingers into his mouth.  [Hah.  I don’t taste bad at all!  Your 
complaining is just that…oh.  I see what you meant,]  he amended apologetically as soon as he 
swallowed the mixture, swallowing a second time to try and ease the burning at the back of his 
throat.  Hermione smirked and squirmed herself down the bed a little as he continued.  [That is a 
bit unpleasant, isn’t it?  It feels like the semen is trying to scrape off my esophagus, almost like an 
acid.] 
 
{Alchemically, the female is the one with the acidic juices, while the male’s are alkaline in 
nature,}  she reminded him, kissing and licking her nether-lips, enjoying the intriguing 
combination of their mingled flavors..  {Vaginal secretions are acidic in order to provide a hostile 
environment against infections, and the base fluids of semen are alkaline to neutralize that acid, 
so that the spermatazoa can survive the trip up to the fallopian tubes—you know, this would sound 
a lot better if I were lecturing you out loud with your own voice.} 
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[Yes, you just tend to sound like a prissy know-it-all when you lecture with your own,]  he dared to 
tease her, grinning.  Then gritted his teeth as his body tingled and shifted shape, flowing 
awkwardly back into his original, proper, masculine form. 
 
With the reshaping of his body came a gush of fluids, as his vagina vanished and turned itself 
inside-out into a scrotum and penis.  Hermione ducked and lapped the fluids off of his crotch, 
licking and sucking at the space just above his perineum as quickly as she could.  Abruptly aware 
of the semen coating her own shaft, Hermione quickly flicked out her wand and muttered the 
Coital Cleansing Charm. 
 
Just in time, too; no sooner was her penis clean than it shrank rapidly down into a clitoris.  She 
doubted that semen would have actually done anything, since it came from her, and she wasn’t 
really a male, but it was better to be safe than sorry.  At least until her bodily humors straightened 
themselves out and she could start taking contraceptives again. 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
The sound of the toilet flushing is barely audible through the closed bathroom door.  
Shortly thereafter, the door opens, and the pearl-choker wearing pachyderm sneaks 
back out of Severus’ bedroom suite.  One skateboard is tucked under a foreleg, while the 
other is being towed by the elephant’s tail.  The far side of the sign, unseen previously, 
now faces the bed. 
 
“Thank you for tolerating the author’s bizarre sense of humor, gender-bending and all.  
Of course, if you think this is odd, wait until you read the quasi-autoerotic orgy scene!  
~Lotm” 
 
Snickering softly through its curled-up trunk, the elephant leaves, closing the door quietly as soon 
as the skateboard with the sign perched on it clears the bedroom. 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
Kissing his shaft in thanks for being such a wonderful organ, she continued kissing her way up the 
length of his body.  {That was bloody wonderful…  I had a good time; I trust you did, too?} 
 
[I’ve said it before, so I must say it again,]  he admitted, helping her up the last few inches so that 
their mouths could mate in a deep, drugging kiss,  [I will never again underestimate a woman’s 
capacity for pleasure.  Good God!]  he exclaimed in her mind, sucking hungrily on her tongue.  
[Even after I wiped the drool from my chin—you had me literally foaming at the mouth, girl!—
even afterwards, I could’ve gone another two, three rounds!  I clearly am not giving you enough 
pleasure at each of our encounters.] 
 
Hermione pulled back, staring down at him in dismay as she picked up the sincerity of his sub-
thoughted intentions.  {Tell me you’re not serious?  Honestly, Sev, are you that determined to give 
me a ruddy heart-attack?} 
 
Wrapping his arms around her, he rolled them over, covering her briefly with his lean frame.  He 
kissed her temple, her cheek, her throat, her breasts, working his way down her body.  [I’m merely 
that determined to drive you insane with pleasure, my love—would you like me to make it a 
promise?]  he asked her, knowing she could read his seriousness in the undercurrents of his 

thoughts.  [You do realize, I’ve fulfilled every promise I’ve ever made to you, as far as I can 
recall…some later than others, but most of them promptly on time.] 
 
She whimpered.  And came with a shuddering cry, virtually the moment he lapped at her dewy 
slit.  His hungry grunts mingled and mixed with her sobbing breaths as he kept her up there, 
balanced on the knife-point her desire with his consummate skill.  {You’re…you’re 
already…driving me insane!} 
 
[But you can still think coherently.  Clearly, I must increase my efforts somehow—I solemly 
promise to drive you mad with lust for me, because of me.] 
 
And without much more warning than that, he licked two of his fingers, and pressed one up her 
anus, the other up her vagina.  She whimpered, eyes squeezing shut as she squirmed restlessly in 
his implacable grip.  Wrapped up in his implacable, hot thoughts. 
 
[This Saturday night…you, me, and a doppleshell makes three.  I’m going to tag-team fuck you, 
Hermione; I’ll first shag you up the arse while wearing the doppleshell, then take your sweet quim 
while he’s shagging you, and then we’ll thrust into you at the same time, and then in counterpoint 
time…or I might be the one to take your fundament, or even both—yes, both, so we can switch 
positions as often as we like, a real menage a trois, an orgy of the senses.  Imagine it:  two men 
sucking on your breasts, two mouths on your clitoris, two pricks to shag your cunt and your 
fundament…  Four hands and four lips roving everywhere and anywhere, devoting every ounce of 
our considerable attention to giving you screamingly good pleasure, for hours and hours upon 
end—] 
 
A deep thrust of those long, slender fingers, and he deliberately brushed her g-spot.  Pressed on it.  
Made her want to pee, it felt so bloody good.  She moaned and screamed for him as physical 
pleasure and mental seduction crashed together inside her skin.  Gasping, shuddering hard enough 
to have qualified for a neurological fit, Hermione came harder than she could ever remember.  
Hastily, fired by such devastating passion, even second-hand, Severus scrambled up her body, 
parted her quivering thighs, and seated himself in her flesh, making her cry out again with the 
first, solid thrust.  He bit her exposed neck as her head strained back into the mattress, stimulating 
her further, and rode her hard, on edge himself as he prolonged her pleasure. 
 
She actually passed out, when she hit the peak of her orgasm.  At the very least, the next thing 
Hermione consciously knew, she was limp and blinking under the utterly lax weight of her lover.  
As she lay there, unable to move volunarily, she could feel her vaginal muscles clenching 
involuntarily every few seconds, clamping up around his manhood, which was still embedded in 
her body.  He must have passed out, too, for she couldn’t detect a single sub-thought of his own 
for more several seconds.  But once his own disorientation vanished, his resurfacing, sub-
thoughted intent made her whimper in dread…and yet eagerly comply, or as eagerly as she could 
get her limp muscles to move, proving he had driven her insane. 
 
For he rolled onto his side and guided her into reversing her position on the bed, so that he could 
pillow his head on her thigh for another taste of her dripping slit, and she could swallow down his 
damp, partially turgid shaft, all in the quest for more, more…more… 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
Author’s Note:  You know, I got to the end of this scene, and suddenly realized that there wasn’t 
any mutual, simultaneous oralism in the whole scene.  Plenty of fellatio and cunnilingus, but not at 
the same time.  This, of course, simply would not do!  It is, after all, Chapter 69.  But as the 
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chapter has already gone on far long enough, I’ve decided to leave the rest of their adventures on 
this night up to your imaginations.  After all, Severus is a man of his word (in this fanfic)…  
Enjoy!  ~Lotm    ;-> 
 
 
 
Chapter LXX. 
 
She was stiff and sore, the next morning.  Severus had exercised too many muscles on her body 
that she simply hadn’t known existed—both in his quarters and later on in her own bed, in her 
dreams—until those muscles positively whinged in protest.  Even after a hot shower to try and 
loosen up everything, she was forced to move quite gingerly as she settled onto one of the benches 
at the Gryffindor table.  Up at the head table, the man responsible for her condition was already 
seated there in his customary place two chairs from the Headmaster.  Indeed, he looked 
particularly Professor-Snape-ish this morning, as he scowled with more intensity than usual at the 
students, and at the world in general. 
 
{You alright, love?}  she inquired, stifling a groan while reaching for the nearest pitcher of 
pumkin juice.  Who knew that upper arm muscles were so intimately involved in intensive 
lovemaking? 
 
[Aside from having erotic nightmares all night long?—And by nightmares, I mean I woke with my 
sheets damp from waist to knees, my mouth more parched than the Sahara, and my prick red and 
raw from fucking the mattress in my sleep,]  he groused darkly.  [I’ve had to drink a gallon of 
water, and coat the blasted thing in a numbing agent, just to get some relief.  I also threw out my 
back, merely rolling over this morning, which did not improve my general mood, let alone my 
condition, as stiff and sore as I am.  I barely made it to the Infirmary, and then had to suffer 
Poppy not only fixing the problem with her usual brusque efficiency—she’s an excellent mediwitch 
when it comes to her medical skills, but she has little patience for her patients at times—but she 
also spent several unnecessary minutes tutting over my continuing silence on the matter of my de-
aging.  Oh, yes, and I got to listen to Ronald Weasley whinging about the nasty flavors of his 
remaining potions, before I could escape the place. 
 
[I am now looking forward, very much, to terrorizing the second-years this morning.  So not one 
word out of you to the contrary; it’s the only pleasure I think I’ll have today.  Rather, the only 
pleasure I want to have, with what little is left of my sanity,]  he groused.  [For which I entirely 
blame you, inspiring me to make that ruddy idiotic promise, last night…] 
 
She choked on a laugh, almost spilling the juice as she hastily set the pitcher back down.   {A 
promise that is entirely your own fault, love.  And you’re not the only one suffering from stiff 
muscles and a desert-dry mouth, though at least I haven’t thrown out my back, and can’t tell if 
I’ve rubbed anything raw.} 
 
Lavender passed her a plate of hashed potatoes from her left.  “Hermione, we really have to talk 
about your…er…nocturnal habits.” 
 
She blushed, then paled, concentrating on her tablemate.  Clearing her throat, Hermione busied 
herself with filling her plate.  “Whatever do you mean, Lavender?” 
 
“First of all, you came in past midnight.  Yes, you were quiet, and I thank you for that…but then 
you started having…erm…”  Lavender’s cheeks turned a little pink, and she leaned in close, 
whispering,  “You know…erotic dreams?” 

 
Hermione blushed even harder.  She just wanted to bury her face in the potatoes on her plate and 
suffocate.  “Ah…how do you know what sort of dreams they were, exactly?” 
 
“Well, you were moaning like a ruddy bitch in heat,”  the other Gryffindor muttered under her 
breath as quietly as she could, given the general babble of morning conversations.  She passed 
next a bowlful of scrambled eggs to her dorm-mate.  “It got me so hot, I almost…I almost went 
over to you, and not to shush you up,”  she hissed, glancing warily down the table at Parvati.  
“Second of all…you were mumbling in your sleep.  And the words you were using at one point 
makes me suspect that, shall we say, you’re at least partially inclined the way that I am?  Well, 
partially, save that I’d think you were a candidate for St. Mungo’s at the same time.” 
 
Hermione honestly didn’t think her face could get any redder; even her ears felt like they were 
burning.  She ducked her head, using the curtain of her chestnut curls to hide as much of her 
embarrassment as she could.  She remembered staggering back up to her dorm room via the hearth 
in the Tower’s common room, since she’d honestly not believed her legs could carry her up all 
those flights of stairs if she took a more normal route through the rest of the school.  She hadn’t 
Floo’d straight to her bedroom for fear of waking her dorm-mates with a roar of green flames, but 
the trek up the stairs to her dorm-room had almost been too much.  Her thighs ached even now just 
from the memory of it.  But, as for the exact nature of her dreams… 
 
She lied.  Flat-out lied, face burning hot enough to singe toast.  “I, erm, don’t recall exactly what 
happened, last night.  Did I, ah…mention any names, or anything?” 
 
“And that’s the other thing we need to have a talk about, ‘Mione.”  Lavender passed her an apple, 
but kept her hand on it for a moment as she leaned in, whispering again in Hermione’s ear.  “At 
one point, you were saying something like,  ‘…Sevy, sweet, succulent Sevy, god, your cunt is so 
delicious!’  And that’s not the only body-part you praised.” 
 
She pulled back and eyed Hermione, who was positive her face would erupt in salamander-fire at 
any minute.  If she’d been drinking soup instead of eating potatoes, Hermione might have been 
tempted to drown herself, either to quench the heat in her face, or put herself out of her misery.  
Unfortunately, her goblet just wasn’t large enough, without Transfiguring it.  And if she did that, 
she wouldn’t be able to pretend she’d just ‘fallen asleep’ if anyone tried unkindly to rescue her. 
 
Lavender continued in an undertone.  “First of all, the only ‘Sevy’ I can think of is a certain 
Potions Master—which for that reason alone makes the whole idea utterly squicky—and second of 
all, he’s male, not female.  He’s got dangly bits, ‘Mione, not some succulent, mango-like quim.  If 
you don’t get your head screwed on straight, I’m seriously going to think of recommending you 
for a psychological evaluation.  And where do you keep going, so late at night?  Twice a week, 
sometimes more, you’re just not anywhere to be found.” 
 
“Well, everyone has a nightmare or two, with all sorts of insane, jumbled-up bits,”  Hermione did 
her best to dismiss the first bit.  If she used her lover’s definition of ‘nightmare’ this morning, it 
technically wasn’t a lie…  “As for where I go, I’ve kind of appropriated one of the unused 
classrooms in the castle for a private study-nook.  You know what the common room’s like,”  she 
added dismissively.  “Too much noise, too many high spirits and magical hijinks, and over half of 
them not taking their upcoming end-of-term exams seriously enough to settle down themselves, let 
alone give enough peace and quiet for the others to really study.  I just got tired of it all, so I found 
someplace else to do it.” 
 
“Which classroom?”  Lavender enquired. 
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“Somewhere nice and quite; that’s all you need to know, Lavender,”  Hermione chided her 
reprovingly.  “I’m not telling anyone where I’m holing up, because I know for a fact that Ron and 
Harry will try to drag me away from it, if they ever figure out where I’m hiding.  And they’ll do it 
by saying I’m taking my N.E.W.T.s way too seriously, or some rubbish like that.” 
 
“Well, it’s not the end of the universe if you get an average mark in one or two classes, you 
know,”  her friend reminded her.  “I’ll be happy to pass with but a single Outstanding, myself.  
I’m actually planning on opening a salon specializing in beauty-charms and divinations-while-
you-wait;  you know, palmistry while having your nails done.  You can always squeeze one of 
those shops in just about anywhere.  Pass the marmalade, will you?” 
 
“Here it is—that reminds me.  I’ve finally admitted there’s a feminine spot, deep down inside of 
me,”  Hermione teased herself dryly.  “I’d like to spend a couple hours with you and Parvati, 
reviewing beauty-charms.  It’s been so long, I can’t even remember the charm we used to 
straighten my hair for the Yule Ball, back in our fourth year.” 
 
Lavender peered down the table at Ron, who was chatting with one of the fifth-years about 
Quidditch.  “You’ve never really gussied yourself up for Ron, have you?  Has Viktor written you 
again, or is there someone new in your love-life?—Please, to God Himself, don’t tell me you have 
a crush on a certain greasy git!” 
 
At least the other girl said it in an undertone, angled so that only the two of them heard it.  
Hermione couldn’t control her blush, though, and covered it up by speaking as firmly as she could.  
“Lavender, trust me; I do not have some girlish crush or some passing flight of fancy for our 
Potions Master—the very idea is absurd!  It’s simply occurred to me that we’ll be graduating in 
less than five months, and I haven’t even learned how to fix up my face and hair, yet.  I’m merely 
admitting, of my own free will, that I’m woefully lacking in the most basic feminine knowledge.  
Now, I happen to know that you and Parvati are excellent at that sort of thing.  Why shouldn’t I 
want to learn from the best in the school?”  she asked rhetorically.  “But I might just change my 
mind, if you keep linking my name with his, just because of some delirious words I mumbled in a 
dream I can’t even remember.” 
 
Okay, so that last part was an utter lie.  The dreams had been jumbled together, but they’d all 
revolved quite clearly around Severus and her making love, over and over, as male and female, as 
female and male, females with females, males with males—even as a pair of cross-gendered 
panthers at some point.  His sheets hadn’t been the only ones distinctly damp and musky when 
she’d woken this morning.  The dreams responsible had also held that peculiar lucidity of presence 
to them, too, a lucidity that told her without needing his confirmation this morning that they’d 
shared their dreams most explicitly.  And most deliciously… 
 
[Would you mind getting your thoughts out of that particular gutter?  I can see my trousers tenting 
from it, for all I can’t even feel my erection!]  he protested, exaggerating a little.  The outline was 
there, an elongated lump, but he wasn’t actually tenting.  Yet.  [If I can’t feel it, I don’t want to be 
embarrassed by it, because I will have to stand up and walk away from this table at some point, 
this morning.  You are not going to make me miss out on terrorizing my first class of the day, that 
way.] 
 
{Sorry, love.  It’s purely involuntary, I assure you,}  she asserted.  {If I have one more orgasm 
today, I swear I’ll shrivel up and blow away, from sheer lack of liquids in my body.} 
 

“Well, alright then.  I’d be embarrassed, too, if someone caught me having an erotic dream over 
him,”  Lavender muttered, distracting her.  “How about Sunday night?  We’re already planning on 
having a girls’ night, pajamas and all, in preparation for St. Valentine’s Day on Monday.  You’re 
quite welcome to join us.  Our dorm-room, of course.  Ginny and a few others will be joining us, 
too.” 
 
Hermione smiled.  “I’d like that.  And thanks for inviting me to my own room.”  Lavender, 
thankfully, had the grace to blush.  “Just…don’t torture me too much for being so ignorant about 
makeup and such.” 
 
“We’ll be as gentle with you as we were back in our fourth year,”  the other girl promised. 
 
“That’s what I’m afraid of,”  Hermione retorted, but she grinned as she said it. 
 
Up at the head table, Severus found himself oddly intrigued by the thought of a ‘girls’ night’, 
something that sounded full of all the mysteries of femininity, as he deliberately sampled her sub-
thoughts.  A voice at his elbow interrupted his musings before he could ask her actual questions. 
 
“…Severus, something has been bothering me.”  That came from his left, from Ermengarde.  The 
Herbology Mistress sliced into her gravy-smothered toast with fork and knife as she hesitated, 
then continued.  “Last night, you did very well, quelling the fire and rescuing that poor boy…but 
then you disappeared almost immediately afterward.  Whatever were you doing last night that was 
so important, you couldn’t see to one of your own students?” 
 
“I did see to my students; I saw them back to their quarters and ensured they got their sleep for the 
night.  As for why I didn’t continue to attend young Mr. Baddock once I delivered his sleeping 
potion, by then, he was asleep, and I had an experiment to finish,”  he returned smoothly, coolly. 
 
“Working late again?”  she tsked.  “You’re always working.  It’s not healthy to not have a hobby 
of some sort.” 
 
For some oddball reason, Ermengarde Sprout occasionally took an almost motherly interest in his 
health, which was a bit embarrassing, given she wasn’t old enough to be his mother, for all she 
was older than him.  But she was a motherly sort, outside of classtime.  In class, she was brisk, 
efficient, and very knowledgeable.  Severus had to admire her for that. 
 
Until she threatened him with her table knife, poking it in his direction and almost flinging a drop 
of gravy onto his robes.  “You really need to get more sleep, Severus.  You wouldn’t be nearly as 
cranky as you often are, if you took the time to really try to relax and rest, rather than prowling the 
school corridors at all hours of the night.” 
 
“Your concern is appreciated,”  he murmured.  She lifted her gaze to his sharply, surprise in her 
eyes.  He knew why; he rarely thanked anyone for their interest in him.  “But I am who and what I 
am, and I will not change at this late stage in my life.” 
 
“Late stage, my arse; you’re only thirty-four!  Seven years younger than you were just last year, at 
that.” 
 
“Give him hell, Ermengarde,”  Hyacinth muttered from her other side.  “If he won’t tell us how he 
did it, we’ll either have to nag it out of him, or beat it out of him.  Personally, I’ve got a couple 
wonky old Bludgers that I could charm up to jet-speed, and—” 
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“—And this conversation is now at an end.  Enjoy your classes.”  Slapping a couple strips of 
bacon and a bit of cheese between two slices of cold, crusty toast, Severus pushed his chair back 
and stalked off the high table dais.  [Damned women, and their damned obsession with youth…] 
 
{So then you don’t want me to learn a charm or two for shaving my legs…and higher…Sunday 
night?}  an amused voice offered in the back of his head. 
 
[I’m stiff, I’m sore, I’m still feeling wrenched muscles in my back, my penis is literally rubbed raw, 
and you’re not helping the matter.] 
 
{You really need to learn how to relax more,}  she chided him.  And checked his stride when she 
added blithely, deliberately,  {You know, I’ve heard sex is a great stress-reducer…} 
 
[Bloody little witch!  I’d turn you over on my knee and spank your bottom until it was as red as my 
prick for that, if I didn’t think you’d enjoy it so much.] 
 
{Oh, yes, that reminds me.  Next time we swap genders, I’m going to spank you, and show you just 
how incredible it feels.  Then we’ll see just who’s the discipline junkie!} 
 
He glanced down sharply.  Sure enough, his traitorous member had hardened a little more—the 
numbing agent only prevented him from consciously feeling anything touching it; the salve did 
nothing to actually numb the usual masculine responses.  A sharp look around showed there were 
students in the corridor, too, ones who had finished their breakfast early.  Tugging his robes over 
his front to hide what he could see but thankfully couldn’t feel, Severus swept down the narrow 
staircase towards the sanctity of his office.  [You’re making me tent my trousers.] 
 
Her thoughts floated after him, relentlessly finding his mind.  Accompanied, damn her gorgeous 
hide, by a mental chuckle.  {I love you…you perverse man.} 
 
[I love you, too.  Insane woman though you are.] 
 
{Well, then next time don’t promise to drive me mad with desire.  It’s your own fault for being 
honorable enough to fulfil it, you know.} 
 
Warmth filled his chest, in spite of his lingering irritation, physical and mental.  [I know.  And yet 
you love me for it.  Who’s being perverse, now?] 
 
{Yes, I do love you.  And we’re both perverse.  Bastard.} 
 
[For the umpteenth time, my parents were married well before I was born!]  he retorted, 
exasperated. 
 
{I meant it affectionately!  You know very well I did.} 
 
He smiled.  It was just as oddball as Ermengarde Sprout’s displays of affection for him.  [I know.] 
 
 
Chapter LXXI. 
 
“So,”  Malcolm Baddock muttered, eyeing the curly-haired Head Girl sitting on a chair next to his 
bed.  He’d slept right through most of his classes, and was still sequestered in the Infirmary for the 
moment.  “You’re here to teach me how to be a…a…” 

 
“A Pyromancer,”  Hermione finished for him, nodding slightly.  “I’m one, and you’re one.  It’s 
usually best to learn from someone who already knows what they’re doing.” 
 
“I’ve never heard of you being one,”  he stated, somewhere between dismissively and defensively. 
 
“Well, I’m not a very powerful one; I don’t think I’ll ever be able to conjure salamander-fire, 
unless it’s a real emergency, but I’ve read quite a lot on the subject.  A lot more than you, I’d dare 
say,”  she added honestly, keeping her tone as light as she could.  “Though I’m hoping that’ll even 
out soon enough.  And before you cop an attitude, Mr. Baddock, the Potions Master told me you 
were nearly picked for Ravenclaw.” 
 
“What, you don’t think I’m really a Slytherin?”  he challenged her defensively. 
 
“No, I just think it’s something we have in common.  I was nearly picked for Ravenclaw, too,”  
she confessed calmly.  “Which means we’re both highly intelligent people, which in turns means 
you should be able to learn everything I know easily enough, once you’re past the initial learning 
curve.  So I suggest we focus on the things we have in common, such as brilliant minds and a 
talent for Pyromancy, and set aside House rivalries for the time being.  Because you and I both 
know you need to get your powers under your own control.  Firmly enough that no one else can 
make you use them without your will.” 
 
He looked down at his hands, braced on his school trousers.  “You th-think I set that fire in the 
North Tower, don’t you?” 
 
“I think Voldemort made you set that fire, against your knowledge.  Yes, I said Voldemort,”  she 
repeated as he flinched at the name.  “Fear of a name merely increases fear of a thing, and if 
you’re paralyzed by your fear, then you’re not good for anything—it took me five years at this 
place, before I could say it myself, even though my best friend was saying it from practically day 
one.  But if you’re as smart as I hope you are, you should be able to say it without flinching before 
the end of the year. 
 
“Let’s not beat around the bush,”  Hermione continued briskly.  “Voldemort, who is to be all 
honest a madman, has a habit of possessing others and forcing them to do ugly, nasty things,”  she 
told him.  He snuck her a dubious look.  She gave him a level one.  “Let’s put it this way:  did you 
ever want to set the North Tower on fire, before it actually happened?” 
 
“No, but…” 
 
“If you didn’t want to set it on fire before the event, then it’s logical to assume that you didn’t 
want to set it on fire when the event actually happened, right?  Right.  Now, did you want the Dark 
Lord to possess you, and make you do things, the sort of things that you didn’t already of your 
own free will want to do?” 
 
“Well, no, but—” 
 
“Well, there you go again.  It’s not your fault, Malcolm.  Older and wiser wizards have been 
tricked by Voldemort before, and treated even worse by him than you.  He’s used his people to use 
other people in turn, too.  And he’s used Slytherins before, and treated them very shabbily, just to 
fulfil whatever selfish purpose he had in mind.  You know you can trust what I say, too, because I 
am a Gryffindor; I will not lie to you.” 
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“Dad says…”  Malcolm trailed out, not finishing whatever his thought was. 
 
Hermione seized the opening, telling him gently, earnestly,  “Malcolm, you’re in your fourth year, 
here.  Don’t you think it’s about time you started to think for yourself?  Study and embrace the 
facts of a situation, not others’ mere opinions.  Once you have the facts of a matter, analyze your 
feelings about those facts, and only then make up your own mind about something.” 
 
“What sort of rubbish are you trying to feed him, Granger?”  asked a cool, disdainful voice behind 
her.  Glancing over her shoulder, Hermione saw Draco Malfoy standing there, his school robe 
pushed back and his hands tucked into his trouser pockets. 
 
She thought briefly about making a biting retort, the usual sort of thing, but was mindful of the 
boy sitting on the bed, listening and watching.  Malcolm’s powers would be a frightening danger 
to everyone if she couldn’t help him get his Pyromancy under control.  Getting those powers under 
control meant getting him to trust her, and she couldn’t do that if she indulged in her usual mud-
slinging match with Malfoy Junior.  Glancing at the younger Slytherin, she asked politely,  
“Malcolm, you won’t mind if I have a word or two with Draco, here, would you?  Thanks; we’ll 
be right back.” 
 
Standing with as much of a smile as she could manage, Hermione seized Draco by the elbow 
while he was still frowning at her, and hustled him off to the far corner of the Infirmary.  Only 
when they were out of earshot did she turn to the young man next to her, and give him a taste of 
what was on her mind. 
 
“Listen up, you little prick—”  she muttered under her breath, staring hard at him. 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
…and the author collapses for a full five minutes, howling with laughter at her inadvertent pun… 
 
***************************************************************************** 
 
Malfoy’s mouth tightened, his grey eyes narrowing.  “Whatever you have to say, you’re not 
making it any better with insults, Mudblood.” 
 
Hermione frowned at him in confusion, then blushed as she realized what she’d said.  “—Sorry.  
What I’m trying to say is that I’m the only student at this school who has even an inlinking of 
what it’ll take for Baddock, there, to master his powers.  And if you go barging in, insulting me 
and playing up the fact that we’re enemies,  Slytherin versus Gryffindor and all that rot, he’s not 
going to trust me as a teacher, and that means he’s not going to learn how to control his 
Pyromancy as quickly and effectively as he could.  No control could very well mean more fiery 
nightmares.  About the only thing good in any of that is that I don’t sleep in Slytherin.  You do,”  
she reminded him pointedly, and took some small satisfaction in watching his pale face turn just a 
little bit paler.  “Think long and hard about that fact, Draco, before you think about trying to mess 
up my mentorship of him. 
 
“I suggest, in the interest of saving your pallid hide, and in order to allow you to sleep safely at 
night until the end of the school year and your escape from his presence, that we declare a truce in 
front of Baddock.”  She let that sink in; hopefully putting it into terms of his own best interest 
would make the ruddy git see reason, for once. 
 
Draco studied her pensively, calculatingly.  “…Release the curse, and I’ll do it.” 

 
She frowned at him in confusion, for a moment having completely forgotten what she’d done to 
him after all the excitement of last night.  “What curse?” 
 
“You cast a—”  He broke off and studied her.  She didn’t have to be linked to him with 
Veritamoria to know he was thinking that she honestly didn’t know what he meant, and carefully 
maintained her confusion.  “I see I’ll have to talk with my Head of House about that.” 
 
“Malfoy, you’re making even less sense than usual.  Are you sure you didn’t get smoke inhalation, 
last night?” 
 
“I’m fine.  Or as fine as I can be, talking with you.”  Glancing past her at the boy sitting on the 
bed across the hospital wing from them, he lifted his hands to his head, dragging them through his 
hair.  “God, how much I hate you…  Fine.  Truce, until Baddock’s been trained.  But don’t take 
too long.  Or I’ll be forced to take matters into my own hands…damn you!” 
 
Again, it took Hermione a moment to realize what he meant.  For a moment, her puzzlement was 
genuine.  Then she felt her cheeks start to heat, and gave him a firm look to mask it as anger.  “If 
you really mean to uphold a truce, Malfoy, you’ve got to stop insulting me!  And for that matter, 
you need to start taking a good, long look at the facts around you, and not just keep believing 
everything you’re told by others.  People, I remind you, who do not for the vast majority of them 
have your best interests at heart.  Only their own selfish agendas. 
 
“You’re in seventh-year, Draco.  It’s long past due the point when you should be thinking for 
yourself, not parroting whatever your father and his puppet-master tells you.  Now, you have thirty 
seconds to get the last of your own insults and aggravations out of your system, then I’m going to 
go back over there and teach Baddock what I can on how to control his Pyromancy.  And at that 
point, I’ll expect you to be as polite and cooperative as possible in getting him to trust me.  
Because if he tries to burn me down with salamander-fire, the one person I’ll be embracing as I 
burn to death will be you.” 
 
“That’d be almost pleasant, compared what you’ve already done to me,”  he muttered.  At her 
bemused frown, he threw up his hands.  “—Truce, for god’s sake!  I can’t believe I’m cooperating 
with a Mudb—with a Muggle-born.” 
 
“Try setting your own opinions aside, too,”  she told him tartly as he ran his hands through his 
platinum hair.  “They’re not really your opinions, anyway, so it’s not like you’d be losing anything 
precious.  Now, please excuse me.  I have a student to teach.” 
 
“I’m coming with you.”  At her wary look, Draco levelled her an impatient one with his grey eyes, 
but said nothing more, just followed at her side until they reached Malcolm’s bed again.  Then he 
spoke only to the boy.  “Alright, here’s the deal, Baddock.  You pay attention to…to Granger, 
here, and learn whatever she has to teach you.  Slytherins learn from any source, if it’s reputable 
enough.  Since she’s the only other Pyromancer at school, she’ll have to do.” 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes at the backhanded quasi-compliment, but let it pass.  “Given I’ve got 
even higher grades than you, Draco, I think I’ll ‘do’.” 
 
“Whatever.  Baddock, your parents send you a new trunk full of your new kip, since everything 
but your bed went up in ashes, last night,”  Draco told him.  “Most of it’s waiting to be taken 
down to your dorm-room, which is still being repaired.” 
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“Oh, that was tactful,”  Hermione muttered under her breath as Malcolm flinched at the reminder 
of the destruction he had wrought. 
 
Draco ignored her.  “They even sent you a new wand.  You’ll need it for your classes, tomorrow.”  
Extracting a case from a pocket of his robes, he held it out.  “Ollivander’s sent a note to ask you to 
try a fairly simple spell with it, since you weren’t there to test it in person.  Something you’re 
familiar with, to see if there are any differences from the old one.” 
 
“Erm…thanks.”  Taking the box, Malcolm opened it, extracting a pale-coloured wand about ten 
inches long, white oak from the look of it.  He flicked the thin shaft experimentally.  “Percusso!”  
His wand banged and reverberated like a gong, startling all three of them, and poking Madame 
Pomfrey’s head briefly out of her office.  Malcolm smiled, admiring the shaft.  “It works just fine!  
Maybe even a little better.” 
 
“Good.  Then we’ll start with a lesson in conjuring basic flamelets,”  Hermione told him, sitting 
back down again.  Draco lingered for a moment more, then wandered off as she began the lesson.  
Malcolm rolled his eyes at her proposal, but Hermione didn’t take offense.  “I know, you learned 
these sort of things back in first year, but Pyromancers can conjure their flamelets and maintain 
them without any source of fuel, and without burning anything they don’t want to burn.  So we’ll 
be starting with this steel salver I brought, and these little bits of paper.  I’ll crumple up a paper 
ball on the salver, and you’ll concentrate on lighting a fire in the same space as the paper, but not 
scorching the paper.  You should be able to master this one easily, being a fourth-year, so the 
lessons will probably progress quickly enough to not get boring…” 
 
 
 
Chapter LXXII. 
 
Packages arrived by owl, Friday morning.  Lots of packages, many of them aimed at the 
Gryffindor table.  Almost all of those packages came from the ingredients company, ordered on 
the sly from the Potion Master’s catalog.  It was a very fast turnaround from ordering to receiving, 
and Hermione was impressed.  She could see why Severus preferred to deal with them, compared 
with other suppliers.  Even in the wizarding world, catalog-sales usually took a couple of weeks to 
deliver, not a couple of days. 
 
The majority of the rest of the morning’s packages ended up at the Slytherins’ table, consisting of 
packets of belongings sent by the parents of the fourth-year boys who’d lost so much in the fire 
Malcolm had inadvertently started.  These were the smaller packets, at least; those who had lost 
trunkfuls of things would no doubt find them transported to their refurbished dorm-room by the 
end of the day. 
 
Dumbledore, of course, had the perfect thing to say.  His voice echoed across the Great Hall with a 
laugh, as the aging wizard said heartily, and only slightly dottily,  “It almost looks like Christmas 
all over again!” 
 
It occurred to Hermione, as she watched Harry surreptitiously tucking his unopened package 
under his seat at the table, that the boomslang skin and the bicorn horn were now unnecessary; the 
mystery of the North Tower fire had been more or less solved, after all.  But while she was 
carefully scooping out sections of a grapefruit, she saw Ron whispering something to Harry, who 
whispered something back, both of them glancing her way briefly as they did so.  Very briefly, for 
the moment they realized she was looking their way, they quickly looked elsewhere. 
 

It looked rather furtive.  Curiosity roused, she lingered at the breakfast table until they had left, 
then made her way up to the second floor lavatory.  No sooner had she reached for the doorknob 
than Moaning Myrtle came floating out, a huffy expression on her young, bespeckled face.  “—
Well, see if I don’t go telling someone about you being in there!” 
 
“Hello, Myrtle,”  she stated politely, if quietly, as Myrtle stopped right in front of her with a jerk, 
chilling Hermione’s arm, which was sort of stuck mid-stomach in the ghost, caught as she was in 
the act of opening the door.  “Are the boys being a pain in the arse?” 
 
“Oh, definitely.  They said they had to talk about boy things, and that I as a girl wasn’t welcome.  
Not welcome, in my own toilet?” 
 
“Wait here.  I’ll straighten them out,”  Hermione reassured her, and as Myrtle drifted to the side, 
she opened the door and stepped inside.  Shutting it firmly, she watched as Ron’s head popped up 
again over the top of the stall with the cauldron in it.  “Hello, Ron, Harry.  Myrtle tells me you’ve 
kicked her out.  She’s thinking about ratting on you, you know.” 
 
“She’d better not, if she knows what’s good for her,”  Ron retorted, still peering over the top of the 
stall panel.  “Professor Frejne says I’m almost as good at Ectomancy as you are.” 
 
“—Ron, knock it off.  Hermione, tell Myrtle we’re sorry, okay?”  Harry told her, opening up the 
stall door.  He pushed his round glasses up his nose where they had slid down, his face sweaty 
from the heat of the fire.  “What are you doing in here, anyway?” 
 
“I was wondering if you were still going to go through with the Polyjuice Potion or not.  I mean, 
we know who started the fire in the North Tower, and why,”  she admitted with a shrug.  “It’s like 
I told you last night.  Dumbledore’s examining that orb that was found smashed in Baddock’s 
room, and Baddock told me he couldn’t remember anything during the Quidditch match.  Ever 
since he got that orb, he’s had nightmares about high-pitched laughs; so, between that and the fact 
that he’s a Pyromancer, and Voldemort’s habit of killing off those things he cannot steal or 
control, Malcolm was clearly under his control.  Now he’s not…and I get the grand job of 
teaching him to control his powers, hopefully without him turning into another Death Eater 
obsessed flunkey and using all I’ll teach him to hurt other people.” 
 
They glanced at each other.  Harry shrugged, and Ron flushed.  Definitely something furtive. 
 
The taller boy rubbed his hands through his carroty-red locks.  “Well…we kinda thought we 
should go through with it anyway.” 
 
“You know, all those Galleons spent on ingredients,”  Harry agreed with another shrug.  “And you 
never know when a bit of Polyjuice might come in handy.” 
 
“…Exactly,”  Ron agreed, though he shot his shorter friend a look Hermione couldn’t interpret. 
 
Her feminine instincts told her they were up to something.  But she wasn’t going to find out what 
it was by asking them about it; she knew that when they tried hiding things from her, it was 
something they didn’t think she’d like.  {For heaven’s sake.  You’d think they’d have learnt by 
now I can be trusted with just about anything…} 
 
[Did you say something, love?] 
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{Just thinking.  See you in class, shortly.}  “Well, I think you’re right,”  she told both of them.  
“You never know when you might need it, and as the stuff takes a horridly long time to make, I 
say—go for it!  I’ll even loan a watchful, expert eye, since I did all the work last time on the brew 
and know how to do it, but I’m expecting the two of you to simmer and stir, and add ingredients at 
the right times.  Not me.  As far as the actual work goes, you’re on your own.” 
 
[Are they still making a batch of Polyjuice, then?] 
 
{Yep.  And they’re up to something,}  she added, though she hadn’t meant to project that much. 
 
[What’s the fiasco this time?]  was his mental drawl.  At least it wasn’t a sneer.  So far, both of 
them were keeping their promises to each other to be nicer to his godson and her two best friends. 
 
{I don’t know, but they’ve got another reason for making Polyjuice.  I’d bet my grade in Muggle 
Studies on it.} 
 
[You’re not taking Muggle Studies, Hermione.  Even I know that much.] 
 
{True, but my final test score in third-year was over three hundred percent.  That’s worth betting, 
I’d say.} 
 
[…That high?]  His sub-thoughts showed he was impressed. 
 
“Well, this isn’t getting us to class,”  Harry said into the awkward silence that had fallen.  He 
continued with a curve of his lips somewhere between a smile and a grimace,  “We’ve got to go 
get our books and things for Potions class.  You go on ahead; we’ll catch up to you.  There’s still a 
thing or two to do with the potion, this morning.” 
 
“Alright—but you be nice to Myrtle,”  Hermione told them.  “If I see her, I’ll tell her you’re going 
to apologize and let her back in here.  It’s her haunting ground, after all.” 
 
With a last glance at her two best friends, wondering what secret scheme they were up to, she 
exited the lavatory.  Myrtle was right outside the door.  The ghostly girl gave Hermione a knowing 
look.  “…They’re up to something.  I just know it!” 
 
“So do I.  They’ll let you back in, and they’ve promised to apologize for being rude,”  Hermione 
told her.  Then struck an inspired look.  “You know…if you were really subtle about it, you could 
hide in there at some point in the near future, listen to whatever they said, and you could figure out 
what they’re plotting.” 
 
Myrtle brightened at that idea.  Literally; her silvery, transluscent presence glowed just a little bit 
more.  “Yes, I could, couldn’t I?” 
 
“That would be really clever,”  she praised.  “And it’d be nice if you told me, too, what they were 
up to, especially if it were something juicy.  They don’t always tell me things, you know.  Just 
because I’m a girl.” 
 
“Yes, I know what you mean.  I’ll keep my ears open,”  Myrtle promised, giving her a 
conspiratorial wink.  And with a cheerful hum, rather than her usual moaning, she floated right 
through the closed door, reclaiming her territory. 
 

Hermione shook her head slowly, then hurried off to the Tower to fetch her bookbag.  She reached 
out with her mind, touching Severus’ thoughts.  He was busy setting out ingredients for their 
coming class.  […Yes?] 
 
{They’re going through with the Polyjuice…so is our deal about their grades still on?} 
 
[Naturally.  Though to be absolutely fair, it should be Longbottom making a potion in there, 
without the ‘dreaded Potions Master’ looming over his quivering shoulder.] 
 
{That’s an extremist case, and you know it,}  she chided, mounting the stairs to the Fat Lady’s 
portrait.  {Severus…are there any spells to, er, replicate feminine juices?} 
 
[There are lubrication spells, but I’ve never known that to be a problem with you.  Why do you 
ask?] 
 
“Trefolium repens.”  She stepped through the portrait-hole and hurried up the stairs to the girls’ 
dorm.  [No, not a lubrication spell, something to replicate the feminine dew in taste, smell, 
viscosity—everything.  As in, no way to tell it apart from the real thing.} 
 
[No, unfortunately.  Otherwise I’d have gotten you thoroughly juiced up, captured it, replicated it, 
and taken a full-bodied bath in it by now.  The closest you’d get is either a sexual lubricant, or a 
perfume.  Neither would be a perfect match, not even if you combined them into one brew.  Why 
do you ask?] 
 
{If you’re not going to tell me what our Easter end-of-term test is of your own volition, then I’m 
just going to have to keep this one as a secret all to myself.  So kindly stay out of my sub-thoughts 
on the matter!}  Scooping her bookbag from the lid of her trunk, she turned to hurry back 
downstairs again. 
 
[Giving orders now, are we?] 
 
{Yes.  At least on this subject, today.} 
 
He chuckled.  [Very well.  You may have your secrets, as I shall keep mine.  Oh, and no lecture 
today, sorry; you’ll be grinding bones and crushing flowers for their extracts.  So any juices you 
want to have flowing out of your delectable body will have to wait until tomorrow night.  Unless 
it’s sweat from too much proximity to a boiling cauldron.  Don’t be late to class, love; I’m in a 
much better mood this morning, and have no need to take any points off of any of you—so don’t 
give me a reason.] 
 
{Ah, you must be in a really good mood, then!}  she dared to tease.  {See you soon, love.} 
 
 
 
Chapter LXXIII. 
 
[Damnation.] 
 
{…What’s wrong?} 
 
Severus stared at the note in his hand, a note which, when unrolled, had included a fiery red-gold 
feather.  [An Order meeting, tonight.  And I’ve assigned detentions to a couple of fifth-years.] 
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{A detention?  Can’t you palm it off on someone else, like Hagrid or Filch?}  Hermione asked, 
practicing the wand-movements for her Advanced Defence class that everyone else was also 
attempting to master. 
 
[They’re Slytherins.] 
 
She didn’t bother asking why that was important.  If they had to serve a detention with their Head 
of House, it was obviously either because they were particularly in need of punishing, or 
particularly in need of ginger handling. 
 
[The latter,]  he selected for her.  [Your wristwork is a little imprecise at the top of the upstroke.  
The snap needs to be crisper, right before the downstroke to the flick.] 
 
{It is not imprecise.  I simply have a more lyrical wand-style than you, that’s all.  And I’ll have 
you know that this particular style is what’s made me the fastest spell-learner in the whole school, 
for the last seven years.}  She practiced the wand movement, then added the words of the 
defensive spell they were practicing, which was meant to be an advanced protection charm—a 
shield that not only deflected a magical blow, but actually absorbed it, transmuting any magical 
energies into further strengthening the ward.  Solid objects would simply bounce off, but energy 
would make the thing grow.  From the purposeful meanderings of the Defence teacher, it looked 
like she was going to be tested on it in the next couple of students. 
 
Professor Frejne—an American exchange-teacher who was as knowledgeable as both Remus 
Lupin and the fake Mad-Eye Moody, alias Barty Crouch Jr., combined…and twice as energetic in 
her lessons as Hyacinth Hooch, if that were possible—was taking it in turns to go around to each 
student, hexing them as they practiced defending against attacks.  Or rather, going around to each 
pair of students, since she was working with a peculiar, two-wand style.  Hermione, as the odd-
student-out for this morning’s lesson, had no partner, but that was alright with her.  It simply gave 
her more time to study the long-haired woman. 
 
Frejne was quick on the draw; only Harry and Neville could match her speed for speed, though 
Hermione thought that phrase wasn’t quite right for the youthful woman.  The Defence Mistress 
might wear her professorial robe draped open like a cowboy’s duster, but her floorlength blond 
hair was knotted up in two buns on her heads, buns which each sprouted a braid that fell almost to 
her knees.  And rather than some form of witch-robes, a suit, or even jeans and a jumper, she was 
wearing an asian-style chiongsam, the kind of silk-brocaded, long-hemmed, tunic-and-pant 
combination that buttoned up one side and angled across one shoulder. 
 
Hermione actually thought her current teacher kind of looked like she could have stepped out of 
the pages of a manga, a Japanese graphics novel.  Then again, that would have been even more 
apropos than the comparison to a cowboy, for Professor Frejne had earned the right to attend the 
Forbidden University, a prestigious wizarding college hidden somewhere outside the capitol of the 
Republic of China.  Hermione envied the other woman such an opportunity as that; the Forbidden 
University was touted as the oldest continuously operated school for magic in the whole wizarding 
world, with over four thousand years’ worth of lessons echoing through its hallowed halls.  She’d 
heard there was a three-year waiting list to be accepted, too, and had despaired of her own grades 
ever being good enough.  Not to mention she didn’t speak or read Chinese, though she supposed 
that could be cured with a spell. 
 
[Severus, what do you know about Professor Frejne?] 
 

{Frejne?  Oh, Kathleen.  She’s…well, she’s quiet, actually.  Rarely speaks up at staff 
conferences,]  he finally observed.  [But when she does…she’s got a mind as sharp as a dagger.  
You’ll notice she didn’t say much, nor draw a lot of attention to herself, at that bloody Ethics 
Review of mine.] 
 
{I barely noticed she was there—she asked a few questions, though, didn’t she?} 
 
[The one that nearly tripped me up the worst, about emotional involvements,]  he observed dryly, 
tossing Albus’ note into the fire crackling on the hearth to one side of his desk.  [You can bet she 
was memorizing every word.  The woman has a mind like a steel trap.  And she really knows her 
Defence Arts.  Is there something about her that interests you?] 
 
{Aside from the fact that I’ll be her next target for the Pincushion Charm?}  Hermione thought 
back at him, wincing from the spray of glowing energy-knives that shot out of Professor Frejne’s 
wand in an underhand flick, and flinching from the booming, jagged spear of lightning that shot 
out of her other wand, aimed in a devastating cross-draw attack that actually shot it over her 
shoulder even as she turned away from her first target.  Thankfully, Neville successfully deflected 
both, while his partner, Seamus, sagged with relief that he wasn’t the target this time.  Then jerked 
and started giggling madly as the tip of one of those two wands flicked, smacking him 
unexpectedly in the belly with a Rictusempra-based bout of uncontrollable laughter.  Hermione 
dodged out of Seamus’ way as he staggered back, gasping for breath. 
 
“Vigilance!”  Professor Frejne snapped, an unconscious parody of Mad-Eye that had puzzled the 
exchange-teacher in her first few weeks, as her students had struggled to contain their laughter.  
These days, none of her students were laughing.  At least, not at that; the woman did have a sense 
of humor, thankfully.  Smiling even as she said it, Frejne whipped around, braids flying, and 
Hermione snapped her own wand up and out in blurring response.  “Singulta, Polskei!—” 
 
“—Evanum duoce!”  Hermione shouted at the same time, and had the satisfaction of watching 
both jinxes hit her shield.  The first one hit and absorbed as it should, but the second one bounced 
back, nearly catching the teacher off guard.  Evanum was what they were being taught, but 
Hermione had thought quickly, and improvised a variant that had deflected the second spell.  
Thankfully, it had succeeded.  It was mixing classical langua magica classica with the more 
modern langua magica italia, but it worked; that was the important thing. 
 
“Fantastic!  Five points to Gryffindor for such a wonderful, adaptive idea!” 
 
Frejne beamed at her student, her American accent leaking through for a moment.  She was an 
excellent mimic, though, and slipped right back into proper British pronunciations almost 
immediately. 
 
“Everyone, start practicing Evanum duoce with double-attacks!  Guard against the rebounds, 
now!”  Frejne eyed her a moment, then leaned in and observed,  “…You know, Hermione, you 
really have a talent for improvisation.  I think it stems from your diligence in practicing all these 
spells.  You can’t make a successful modification without really, solidly knowing the basics, after 
all.  What sort of career are you interested in undertaking, once you escape this place?” 
 
Hermione smiled; Professor Frejne was quite down-to-earth, for such a smashingly good 
professor.  “I’ve been considering becoming an Auror, like Harry and Ron, but…someone 
suggested lately that I might try my hand at Research.” 
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“Well, you’ve certainly got the talent for it.  Remember, magic is a combination of intellect, 
willpower, intent, and emotion.  Shaped by the words we say, the gestures we do, the components 
we use, and the efforts we make.  Next pair, en garde!  Refleche!  Tarantallegra!” 
 
Hermione watched the others defend themselves from their teacher absently, thinking.  {…Sev, 
why don’t I fill in for you, during the detention?} 
 
[What?  Are you serious?]  he demanded, frowning at the door of his office.  This term, the last 
class-hour on a Friday was a free hour, for him. 
 
{Yes, I am; I can imitate you long enough to assign a mildly unpleasant detention for your 
students, while you go off to the Order meeting.  After all, if you try to rearrange the detention 
time, someone will wonder why the Potions Master had to reschedule, and what could possibly be 
that important to him.  But I can’t fill in for you well enough to sit in on an Order of the Phoenix 
meeting.  I’ve got a clue on how to treat someone in a detention setting, but not a single jot of an 
idea how to behave at one of the Order’s meetings.} 
 
[I’ll consider it.]  Severus gave it a few moments’ thought.  [Merlin—I must be mad, to even be 
considering it…!] 
 
{It’s a viable solution to your dilemma.  If you don’t think I can do it, though…] 
 
[Reverse psychology won’t work on me, young lady.] 
 
{Are you sure?} 
 
[…No, I’m not sure.  Damn.  It’s working, after all.]  Severus let out a disgruntled sigh.  [You’re 
right, and it’s annoying, as usual.  I need to attend the meeting, but I can’t put off Barstowe and 
St. James.  And you are competent enough to watch over them in my place.  Fine.  The detention is 
at seven o’clock, sharp.  Show up in my quarters right after supper, and I’ll go over what I had 
planned for them.  You can decant some of my essence into a goblet or something at the same 
time.  You’ll need to take at least three sips, since the detention is for two hours, and the meeting 
is scheduled for eight o’clock; a bit of that will overlap.] 
 
{And I’ll need to be ready, as you, before they show up.  How long do the Order meetings usually 
last?} 
 
[It varies.  I could be stuck there until midnight, though I hope to god not.  Hermione…]  He 
paused, frowned at the air in his classroom, and wondered what the hell was possessing him, to be 
thinking of asking her that.  He felt her probing into his mind, curiosity roused, and tried not to 
think about it.  But as it was an embarrassing request, it was like being ordered not to think about 
rollerskating elephants.  [Ah, damn.  Might as well admit it, and salvage the tiny scrap of my 
dignity that’ll be left.  I’m…curious about what a “girls’ night” entails.  If I…we’ve got the spare 
Polyjuice, and…bugger.  Maybe I am a lesbian trapped in a man’s body.  I can’t believe I’m 
contemplating this!—Stop laughing at me!  Can’t a man be curious about the mysteries of 
femininity, and still be a man, dammit?] 
 
She tried to smother her amusement, but it was very hard.  Professor Frejne tried to take advantage 
of her distraction as she covered her mouth with her wand hand to try and hide her chuckles.  
Whipping down her wand, Hermione deflected and absorbed the curse, though she couldn’t stop 
grinning.  Ron and Harry, practicing against each other as well as defending against their teacher, 
gave her odd looks. 

 
“Something amusing you, Hermione?”  Professor Frejne asked, arching a blond brow her way, 
before jabbing a wand off to the side, aiming it at Justin Finch-Fletchley with her peripheral 
vision, clearly trying to catch him off guard.  She was the only teacher Hermione knew who 
insisted on calling students by their first names, and didn’t care if her students called her simply 
‘Professor F’, or ‘Miz F’—Frejne was pronounced “Fray-nyah”, being Scandinavian, and was a 
little difficult for some of the younger students to say correctly—and as a consequence was 
remarkably popular.  “Good block, Justin!” 
 
“I’m…I’m just having a really good day, Professor,”  Hermione admitted, still smiling. 
 
“Well, good!  Enjoy it!  Vigilance!”  the mid-twenties woman snapped, and nearly caught Neville 
with a Tarantallegra.  His spell-shield, rather than absorbing the blow, bounced it right back at 
her, but her off-hand wand shattered the magic.  “You made your shield a little hard, there, 
Neville, but then again, I wasn’t expecting that—two points to Gryffindor, for throwing me a 
curve-ball!” 
 
{She’s got to be from a Muggle background,}  Hermione observed idly, admiring the other 
woman.  {That’s clearly a baseball term.  Severus, if you really want to come along and learn how 
to put on makeup and charm off leg-hairs, on Sunday…be my guest.  Trust me, I won’t think your 
masculinity will be in any way diminished.} 
 
Someone misaimed, and Hermione quickly dodged a jinx that hit the wall and splattered, turning 
the stone and part of a bookcase a lurid shade of pink.  She found herself by the teacher’s desk.  A 
moment later, Frejne’s outer robe came sailing through the air, landing on the desk next to her. 
 
“It’s better to take careful aim during practice sessions, Ron, and be sure of hitting your target, 
than to cast something wildly when there’s no need for it!  Speed will come in its own due time, 
but accuracy is the most important aspect to master, in combat.  Now that we’re getting warmed 
up, I want everyone to gather themselves into groups of three with someone you don’t normally 
work with, and practice casting and blocking curses at each other.  And don’t play ‘hot potato’ 
with the spells—if your two friends are passing a jinx back and forth between each other, smack 
one of them in a sneak attack!  Low-level jinxes that are easily fixed and don’t cause any physical 
damage, only!” 
 
Something glinted on the black fabric as Hermione shifted her weight to move forward, catching 
her eye.  It was a really long blond hair.  Glancing quickly around, she plucked it from Professor 
Frejne’s discarded robe and coiled it quickly around her fingers. 
 
“Oy!  Hermione, over here!”  Dean Thomas called out, lifting his dark hand to pick her for 
practice with him and a Hufflepuff. 
 
“Coming!”  {Severus, how would you like to be Kathleen Frejne for a night?} 
 
He nearly knocked over his inkwell in surprise.  [Please tell me you’re joking?] 
 
{Well, who did you think you’d be, Pansy Parkinson?  Millicent Bulstrode?  You’d never get into 
Gryffindor Tower as a Slytherin, and there’s no way you’d be able to imitate a Gryffindor.  They’d 
all be accounted for—they might even be invited to join us!  And as these girls’ nights tend to take 
a couple hours, even if you sleep-draughted someone, they’d only wake up and wonder why they’d 
been knocked out, and maybe go looking for the reason,}  she pointed out, tucking the hair into a 
pocket of her robe as she joined Dean and the Hufflepuff. 
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[I suppose she’s as good a choice as anyone, though I was thinking of choosing a Ravenclaw.  But 
then you’d run into the trouble of a Ravenclaw getting access to the Gryffindor Tower password.  
At least Kathleen is a teacher, and wouldn’t stoop to sneaking back inside and playing tricks on 
her fellow students.] 
 
{Well, it’s not as if you could pick Professor McGonagall, or Madame Hooch.} 
 
[Perish the thought…though Ermengarde does know quite a bit about knitting,]  he teased her.  
[Don’t forget:  my quarters, right after supper.] 
 
She blocked a jinx and fired two of her own.  {I’ll be there; with hair in my pocket, no less.} 
 
[That just sounds wrong, Hermione.  Now, pay attention to your class.] 
 
 
Chapter LXXIV. 
 
Hermione swooped silently up behind Marcus Barstowe, watched his lamentable technique for a 
moment, then pounced.  “Mr. Barstowe, you might have a future as a meat tenderizer, but not in 
the delicate art debraining squirrels.  Incise the skull out of your way; do not crack it open with the 
hilt of the knife like it was a bloody mallet.  Bruising the grey-matter ruins its value.  Start again.” 
 
“Yes, Professor.” 
 
“I don’t see what’s so ‘delicate’ an ‘art’, debraining squirrels,”  Livingston St. James muttered 
sarcastically, flinging bits of unwanted oyster guts from his fingers into a slops bucket.  The shell 
he was slaving over tipped, spilling some of the natural liqueur inside. 
 
“Please do not waste the juices, Mr. St. James,”  Hermione drawled silkily.  “Even Muggles know 
that oysters are an integral ingredient in brewing aphrodesiacs, though they tend to use the whole 
oyster, which negates the greatest value.” 
 
Both boys’ heads snapped up.  Barstowe eyed his teacher in disbelief.   “—Really?” 
 
“Did you really think I would have the two of you wasting your time on moldering yak vomit?”  
she offered with the faintest of smiles.  The rumors of Hermione Granger’s nasty Christmas 
holiday detention had spread quickly through school, once all the students had come back and the 
new term had started.  She had no compunction against making fun of herself while she was 
pretending to be Severus. 
 
“You know how to brew…aphrodesiacs?”  St. James asked in a hushed, awed voice that was a lot 
more respectful than his previous one. 
 
“—Can we learn?”  Barstowe added eagerly. 
 
Hermione made a show of leaning over slightly, eyeing his squirrel project.  She personally found 
the project very distasteful, because he had to skin the dead beasts, extract their livers, brains, 
spleens, and conduct a painstaking search for miniscule little gallstones.  The meat of the 
carcasses, such as it was, would be carted over to Hagrid’s hut at the end of the detention, to feed 
whatever beasties the Care of Magical Creatures teacher chose.  “Not if you keep displaying such 
execrable preparatory techniques.” 

 
“But…what if we really do well at this?”  St. James bartered. 
 
“Possibly.  When your grades have significantly improved, and you’re in my seventh-year class.  
Seventh-years who do well can propose a line of extra-credit study, subject to my personal 
approval.  Much better, Mr. Barstowe,”  Hermione praised him, as the boy took pains to cut open 
the remains of the skull he’d been cracking.  “The brain is still bruised and thus of little value, but 
you clearly have the skill to extract the next one delicately.  When you choose to exercise it.  
Move on to the gall-bladder.” 
 
“I can’t hardly see the gallstones, Professor!”  he protested. 
 
“Then accio them, Mr. Barstowe—after you remove the liver manually.  The brain and the liver 
have to be extracted without magic, but not so the gallstones or the spleen.”  {Honestly, you’d 
think I have to think for these boys!} 
 
[Welcome to my life,]  Severus muttered in the back of her mind, buttoning up the neckline of his 
frock-coat.  He’d left Hermione to supervise the detention, and had spent some time down in his 
quarters working on grading student essays in his shirtsleeves.  [I wish I’d had the time to work on 
those first-year papers…] 
 
{I’ll do it, if you like,}  Hermione offered.  {I could grade first-year Potions papers in my sleep, 
and the boys don’t need that much supervision, on this task.} 
 
He debated the offer, then shrugged, swirling his cloak over his shoulders.  […Thank you.  Try to 
do it while wide awake, though.  And use lots of red ink.  Buckets of it,]  he directed her.  [They’ve 
got to learn that some people won’t mollycoddle them through life, and that I am the strictest 
judge of actual effort in the entire school.  Don’t let my reputation down.] 
 
{My quill will bleed,}  she promised, all but putting her hand over her Polyjuiced heart. 
 
[Wait—you’ll need to disguise your handwriting.  Come down and get the scrolls; I’ll enchant a 
couple of quills to replicate my scrawl.] 
 
{I heard your sub-thoughts, Severus Snape,}  she chided him, turning her back on the boys for a 
moment to hide her smile.  {You just want to snog yourself before you go off to the meeting.} 
 
[Caught red-handed, love.  Isn’t it time for another sip of me?] 
 
{Aside from your lips?}  She glanced at the hourglass on her desk.  {More or less.}  Striding over 
to the goblet next to it, she took a draught, suppressed a shudder as she set it down again, then 
eyed the two fifth-years.  “Keep at your tasks.” 
 
She almost fetched Floo powder, but changed her mind and stalked out of the classroom.  
Hermione Granger used Floo to get around the school; Severus Snape did not.  Not to mention she 
didn’t want either Slytherin overhearing the password for that particular connection.  She had the 
password to the mural, now, but not a key to the door.  Thankfully, Severus was there to open it 
for her. 
 
He pulled her into his arms and kissed her—his—mouth.  Hermione enjoyed the snog, ruffling his 
hair with her altered fingers as their lips parted and met again in passion.  He kept his hands down 
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near her slender hips, slowly grinding their lower bodies together, hardening their respective loins.  
Only an awareness of passing time made them end the kiss. 
 
{You know…it might not be a bad idea to give me a copy of the key to your door.  You might not 
always be down here to open it for me, and I might not always be able to take the Floo.} 
 
Severus hesitated by only a fraction, out of the habit of guarding his privacy.  [That might not be a 
bad idea,]  he agreed, looking into eyes that were just as dark and shuttered as his own.  [I’m just 
so used to thinking in terms of protecting myself, hiding my quarters…keeping to myself.] 
 
{Aren’t you tired of being alone?}  Hermione asked, glad he was still holding her.  She’d sensed 
his hesitation, knew it wasn’t really about her, but was still glad he hadn’t withdrawn from her. 
 
He smiled slightly.  [I don’t mind being alone, love.  I’m used to it.  But…I am tired of being 
lonely.  And you’ve cured that rather nicely.] 
 
She felt her cheeks—his cheeks—warm at the compliment, and kissed him quickly in thanks.  
{You’re quite welcome.  You’ve filled up more than a few empty spots within me, too.} 
 
[I could kiss you all night…but I have a meeting to get to, and I’m notorious for being punctual.  
The quill and scrolls are in the satchel on the coffee table.  Hurry back before those two figure out 
how to blow up my classroom accidentally.] 
 
{That’s a bit oxymoronic,}  she grinned. 
 
[And stop grinning; you look like a lovesick fool,]  he chided her, though his own mouth was 
equally guilty of that particular sin, at the moment. 
 
 She mastered it down into a cold sneer, then spoiled it with another quick kiss, and a pat of his 
luscious behind as she stepped around him.  {Go on, then.  I promise your precious classroom will 
be more or less in the same condition you left it, when you return.} 
 
[How reassuring.]  Waiting for her to grab the satchel and start up the passage again, Severus 
swept his cloak around his body, locked the iron door behind him, and mounted the familiar stairs 
in the dark.  Wishing he could play the adult equivalent of ‘skiving’ and avoid the coming 
meeting, just to spend the evening with her instead. 
 
He’d planned enough time to walk down to the back gate before Apparating to Black House, 
which was still being used by the Order as their headquarters.  The night outside was cold and 
drizzly, but a muttered Aquamancy charm beaded the water right off his cloak.  That kept him 
pleasantly dry, and warmer than he would have been otherwise, as he crossed the trestle and 
headed down the meandering goat-track of a path that passed Hagrid’s hut on its way down off the 
school grounds. 
 
Sirius had willed the Black family house to his godson, Harry, with the provision that it be kept in 
trust by Dumbledore for as long as the Order needed it and Harry was still in school.  There were 
many depressing memories about the place—Severus felt a stabbing, churning pain in his gut 
whenever he stepped into the kitchen of the place.  Guilt and anger plagued him at his 
longstanding hatred of the other man, tainting the memory of their last serious fight, with poor 
Harry trying to stop them from crossing that last line of alliance and blasting each other to 
proverbial smithereens.  And then there was the knowledge that he might never be able to fully 

forgive either of them—James Potter and Sirius Black—and move out of that lingering, painful 
part of his past. 
 
And of course, the building itself didn’t inspire a pleasant atmosphere.  The mounted heads of the 
past house-elves and many of the worst family portraits had finally been taken down last summer, 
with great effort and no small damage to the walls behind them, but fresh lathes, spackle, paint, 
wallpaper, and plenty of old-fashioned elbow grease mixed in with liberal applications of magic 
had lightened some of the grim air to the place. 
 
Reaching the back gate, Severus stepped through and drew in a deep breath, enduring the damp 
chill in his nostrils.  Letting it out, he braced himself, concentrated, and Apparated to the outskirts 
of London.  The sight of the ugly, dark house, squeezed between two Muggle residences, 
depressed him as usual.  Mounting the steps, he grasped the handle and let himself inside, quietly.  
The curtain-covered portrait of Sirius’s harpy-voiced mother still hung tenaciously in the 
entryway; it was positioned over a load-bearing joist, which had creaked alarmingly when the 
Weasleys had tried prising the painting away last summer with an enchanted pair of crowbars, 
reducing them to leaving it covered over and tiptoeing through the hallway whenever they had to 
pass in or out of the house. 
 
Idly, Severus wondered if dousing the portrait with caecuspiritu would keep the woman’s 
lingering image blind to the goings-on in the hallway, then reminded himself that the termigant 
usually screeched if she heard an untoward noise; that particular potion was only good for 
obscuring sight, not sound.  Occupying his thoughts instead with the pleasant possibility of 
brewing up a magical version of turpentine, he entered the parlour.  It was crowded with chairs, 
most of which were already filled.  The Order had grown quite a bit since Voldemort’s return had 
been publically acknowledged.  Taking a seat at the back, Severus nodded coolly to those few who 
noticed him and nodded curt greetings his way. 
 
Umpteen years in the Order, and he still wasn’t completely trusted, nevermind liked. 
 
{Once Voldemort’s dead, you can stop being such a sourpuss, and then people will start to like 
and admire you for who you really are.  You’ve just been the black-hearted bastard of Hogwarts a 
little too long for most of them to realize that’s not all there is to you.} 
 
[Your vote of confidence warms me, but I doubt they’ll instantaneously transform themselves into 
my bosom-companions,]  he reminded her.  [Besides, you’re supposed to be grading essays.] 
 
{I am.  I’ve done three already, and I’m bleeding all over an atrocious piece of grammatical 
torture even as we speak.  You’re just lucky I read my fellow students’ scrolls to help them figure 
out how to make their next homework assignments with you better.  I know exactly what you like to 
say in situations like these: 
 
{“…Lamentable punctuation…”  “…knotweed is not so-named because of its contortionist 
growth-patterns…”  oh, and this one, which I’m particularly proud of,  “…a purile conclusion 
that was obviously cobbled together out of an unholy mating between a fantasy novel and a guide 
to wild fungi of North America, when this paper is supposed to be about the various uses of holly 
bush roots, leaves and seeds.  Rewrite the entire thing, with six more inches, to be handed in at the 
start of class on Tuesday.”} 
 
His face spasmed, forcing him to hastily bury his smile behind his hand, and disguise his laughter 
as a fit of coughing.  Struggling his mouth back down into its usual scowl, he retorted,  [That’s a 
bit harsh, even for me.  Whose paper did you eviscerate, with that one?] 

 254



 
{Sally Buckram’s.} 
 
[…Well, perhaps it wasn’t that harsh.  I predict she’ll become an avid devotee of Sybil Trelawney, 
her head’s that far gone into the clouds.  Along with her neck, shoulders, waist, and feet,]  Severus 
observed, and took pleasure in the way she laughed in the back of his mind.  [About the only good 
thing in her papers is that, for the subjects she does choose to write about, she does have some 
solid knowledge of them.]  
 
{I know about her; she’s been sent to me twice as the Head Girl for ‘personality conflicts’.  She’s 
even more loony than Luna Lovegood was at that age.} 
 
[Ah, yes, the girl with the magical scarf fetish.] 
 
{She’s learning how to knit spells with yarn.  Considering that it’s actually working, even I’m 
thinking twice about some of Luna’s less-mainstream ideas.} 
 
“Snape.” 
 
Severus looked up to his left.  The grizzled, scarred face of Alastor Moody glared down at him. 
Both of his eyes, the normal brown one and the magical blue one, were fixed unwaveringly on the 
younger man’s face.  There was more than the normal amount of tension in that half-nosed glare, 
and enough red in his face to make the older scars stand out whitely.  Inclining his head slightly, 
Severus replied coolly, if politely,  “Moody.” 
 
“I’ll want a word with you, after the meeting is through.” 
 
There wasn’t much doubt as to what the outraged ex-Auror wanted to discuss with him.  Severus, 
no fool, was not going to give him the chance.  “I regret I cannot linger; I have duties to attend to, 
back at the school.” 
 
“You’ll linger for this,”  Mad-Eye growled. 
 
Up at the front of the room, Albus Dumbledore cleared his throat, raising a hand to call the 
meeting to order.  To Severus’ dismay, Alastor sat down in the empty seat next to him.  From the 
way the white of his magical eye showed, he knew the grizzled wizard was most likely keeping it 
fixed on him, through the side of his head.  Making sure he’d be ready to pounce if and when 
Severus tried to escape. 
 
{Is Moody giving you trouble?}  Hermione enquired, looking up from the newest scroll she was 
grading, as if she could see across the hundreds of miles separating them. 
 
[Hush.  The meeting’s about to start.] 
 
He listened as attentively as he could, mindful of Alastor’s watchful eye, bored with the reports 
that he had nothing to do with and couldn’t have affected anyway, and feeling his backside 
growing numb on the hard wooden chair he’d chosen, worsening with each dragging minute. 
 
“…And now, for project Misdirected Mind.  Severus, anything to report?”  Albus called out. 
 
Uncomfortable with public speaking among people who were supposed to be his allies, yet who 
mostly disliked him, he stood as heads turned his way.  “The Dark Lord received the secondary 

bait, of Lupin’s fatherly place in Potter’s life, without comment, but as it was the first exposure of 
that particular tidbit, I expected as much.  He did seem to continue to be interested in Potter’s fear 
of rats, though..” 
 
“Proceed to the next stage, then.  Oh, about the fire incident in the North Tower, that orb you 
passed to me did prove to have some traces of mind-control magics lingering about it.  How is 
young Mr. Baddock doing?” 
 
“He is receiving instruction in his Pyromantic abilities under the auspices of another 
Pyromancer…and I am subtly encouraging him to think twice about trusting his father again, and 
anyone else connected with Voldemort.” 
 
Albus sighed, his kindly eyes looking weary and sad.  “I’m sorry for that.  It’s a very sad day 
when we have to turn our students against their own parents, simply to protect them from the 
atrocities abounding all around.  Anything else on the matter?” 
 
Severus glanced at Molly and Arthur.  “It was suggested by someone that the young man have a 
talk with Miss Weasley, who has suffered herself from the effects of possession.  I feel this is an 
excellent idea.  The best person to mentor someone through an unpleasantness, after all, is 
someone else who has suffered and survived similarily.”  Arthur looked grim, and Molly looked 
ready to protest.  Severus addressed them directly, prompted to speak honestly by something 
within him, something he didn’t think had ever prodded him before.  “…Your daughter has 
recovered well enough from her experiences to become a strong, mature young lady.  You should 
be proud of her, Arthurt, Molly, and grateful that she can lend a helping hand to someone else in 
similar straits.” 
 
“Thank you, Severus,”  Albus murmured into the puzzled silence that met his words. 
 
Severus sat back down, face a little warm and psyche distinctly uncomfortable.  [I shouldn’t have 
said any of that.  It wasn’t necessary…] 
 
{Maybe it was.  Parents often have a hard time admitting that their children are growing up.  
They usually just want to wrap them in a ton of cotton-wool and protect them from all possible 
harm.  And yet it’s learning how to survive the smaller hurts that makes us strong enough to plow 
through the bigger ones we’ll face as adults—I told Ron and Harry something like this, you 
know.} 
 
[Come again?]  He frowned softly, wondering what she meant. 
 
{I told them that we should be grateful for the nasty way you’ve treated us all these years.  And we 
should.  I know I wouldn’t be nearly as strong in the face of overt disdain and criticism, if it 
weren’t for the abuse you heaped on me and my friends.} 
 
She sent it in a matter-of-fact way, with absolutely no blame or rancor in her sub-thoughts, but it 
still hurt him to hear her say it that way.  Shame was not an emotion he was comfortable 
experiencing, and neither was regret.  [Hermione, I…] 
 
{You did what you had to do.  And I honestly thank you for it.  You can feel the truth of it in my 
sub-thoughts.} 
 
[Actually, I find it’s harder to read the absolute honesty of your thoughts when we’re not actually 
touching.  Fewer of the sub-thoughts and emotional undercurrents get through.  But…yes, I know 
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you are speaking true.  I’ve even tried justifying my treatment of my students with more or less 
those same words.  I’m just…I’m sorry.] 
 
{Well, don’t go soft on anyone now!}  she chided him.  {Not only would it be dangerously 
breaking character, you’d be doing a disservice to a lot of these students.  If a few harsh lines 
scrawled in scarlet on an essay scroll will pull Sally Buckram’s head down out of the clouds, then 
I say, bleed away!  The universe is a very harsh place, at times.  Flights of fantasy will rarely be 
able to save your arse once you’re out there in the real world, because what looks like only arse-
deep often turns out to be neck-deep, or higher.} 
 
[That’s a very cynical thing to think, Hermione,]  Severus told her.  [I think you’ve been sharing 
my thoughts for too long.  You’re becoming…hardened.] 
 
{Whereas you’ve been sharing too many of my own thoughts, and are softening.  We’re becoming 
more like each other,}  she observed shrewdly, if with a mental sigh.  {I suspect we already had a 
lot in common, philosophically, before we ever linked minds Veritamorialy.} 
 
[…I doubt that’s a real word, ‘Mione.  And I’m missing bits of the meeting, delightful as it is to 
share thoughts with you,]  he added with a sigh of his own. 
 
{I’ll get back to bleeding all over these papers, then.} 
 
 
Chapter LXXV. 
 
Shifting his body to relieve his numbed buttocks, Severus tried to focus on a report from 
Mundungus, which was degenerating into an accusation of yet more underhanded sales of illegal 
items of dubious quality. 
 
“Thinking of leaving?”  a voice growled at his side. 
 
Severus glanced at Mad-Eye.  The older man was staring straight ahead with his good eye.  From 
the looks of it, his magical eye still hadn’t moved from its position of staring through the side of 
the man’s skull, giving the ex-Auror a rather blinded look. 
 
“Hardly,”  Severus returned in a dry undertone.  “Thinking of breaking your word to her?” 
 
“You think I’m afraid of a little slip like her?” 
 
“You should be.  She certainly terrifies me.”  He nearly winced in the next instant, wondering 
what part of his brain had snapped out that piece of insanity.  Until he heard her say in a mocking 
lilt, 
 
{—Why, Sevy, that’s the sweetest thing you’ve said about me all day!} 
 
[Shite!—Wait a minute!  You’re not supposed to be eavesdropping right now!] 
 
She laughed in reply, unrepentant.  Mentally, of course; physically, she was still back in his 
classroom with the two fifth year boys, Barstowe and St. James, and didn’t even lift her head from 
the scroll she was grading.  Let alone so much as cough to conceal the urge to chuckle. 
 

The scarred man at his side didn’t laugh.  Thankfully, he didn’t say anything else, either.  The 
meeting droned on, some of it interesting, a bit of it boring, and most of it arse-numbing.  Moody 
cleared his throat every time Severus shifted in his seat, reminding him that it was going to be 
difficult to get away without a confrontation of some kind.  In the back of his mind, he eventually 
heard Hermione ordering Barstowe and St. James to clean up their workspaces. 
 
Severus quickly glanced around, making sure Rubeus wasn’t still at the meeting; the half-giant 
had given his report earlier in the night, then excused his large self out a side-door.  At an all-clear 
from him, she sent them out to the half-giant’s cottage with baskets of gutted and partially 
dissected squirrel carcasses, escorting them there personally, to make sure they didn’t get the 
brilliant idea of festooning some classroom with squirrel meat at some point along the way.  
Hagrid was home again, and took the carcasses with a bushy-bearded grin of thanks.  From there, 
she escorted the boys back to the entrance of their House, to make sure they didn’t conveniently 
lose their way. 
 
It was refreshing to know that he wasn’t the only one who suspected his students of such rubbish.  
 
The meeting broke up at about that point.  Severus stood, hoping to lose himself in the mill, but 
Alastor clamped a gnarled but strong hand on his elbow.  “That word with you, Snape.  Now.” 
 
Severus glanced deliberately down at those fingers, then up to that scarred, half-nosed face.  “No.” 
 
“You’re not getting away with this!”  Mad-Eye growled, leaning in so close that the missing tip of 
his nose almost slotted around the pointed tip of Severus’.  “I saw what happened, and I—” 
 
“There you are, Alastor!”  Albus interjected firmly, wading through the others, who were eyeing 
the pair of them with interest.  “I wanted to talk to you about that special project I sent you on, the 
other day.  Without giving away any details, of course, I trust you were successful?” 
 
“Two of ‘em knew.  Now they don’t.  I made sure none of ‘em can remember any specific, 
identifying details.  But I still know,”  he growled, never moving either eye from Severus’ face.  
His grip tightened bruisingly hard.  “You’ve got a hell of a lot to answer for, boy!” 
 
It had been a long time since anyone had dared call Severus Snape a boy.  He stiffened, brows 
drawing down in a scowl.  “Get your hand off me, Moody.  Before I break it off.” 
 
{Oh, for god’s sake!} 
 
[Stop eavesdropping, ‘Mione!]  Severus snapped, reaching for his wand surreptitiously.  If the 
battlescarred blowhard didn’t let go of him in the next few seconds— 
 
“—Alastor!  Severus!  You are allies.  And I remind both of you that you gave your word,”  the 
Headmaster asserted coldly, frowning at both of them.  “This is not the time for dissention in the 
Order—or for breaking your words of honor.” 
 
“This bastard doesn’t know anything about honor,”  Mad-Eye sneered.  “As long as I’ll live, I’ll 
remember what I saw, rummaging through their minds!” 
 
“Then perhaps you should forget!”  Severus snapped back, sliding his wand out of his frock-coat 
sleeve. 
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“Severus, Alastor, behave!”  Albus ordered them, scowling now and not looking the least bit 
kindly, nor the slightest bit dotty. 
 
“You’ve have to be twice the man, to stand up to me,”  the ex-Auror sneered, ignoring the wizard 
at his back. 
 
Bright green flared through the room, startling everyone.  “—That can be arranged, Alastor 
Moody.” 
 
The voice came from Severus Snape…over by the fireplace.  Heads whipped between the two 
Severuses faster than a fast-forwarded video taping of a championship tennis map.  Severus—
Hermione-as-Severus—stalked through the rapidly forming corridor between her and the real one, 
while Mad-Eye’s mouth sagged, eyes wide and incredulous.  His blue eye whizzed between the 
two, dressed identically, scowling almost identically—Severus was scowling at Hermione, who 
was glaring at Moody—with that same air of brooding menace that pushed everyone back another 
step or two from the trio, just in case. 
 
Even Dumbledore fell back an uncertain step.  “I…you…  What are you doing here?”  he muttered 
at Hermione.  “You’re confusing the hell out of everyone!” 
 
“Nice to know you can swear, Headmaster,”  Hermione drawled, barely sparing him a glance.  She 
fixed her gaze on Moody again.  “I’m here to remind a certain jackass that he gave his word to 
drop a certain subject matter, and yet here he stands, trying to break his word to me.  Both of me.” 
 
A faint voice, belonging to Minerva McGonagall, murmured the sentiment on everyone’s mind.  
“I’m very confused…  Two Snapes?” 
 
Severus closed his eyes.  Wondering why this couldn’t be just a simple nightmare he could 
dismiss upon waking.  [‘Mione…you are causing more problems than you are solving.] 
 
{Hush, I know what I’m doing.  If people are curious to know who’s been feeding Voldemort some 
extra false information, then let them wonder about me.  Or rather, us.}  Her mind-voice was 
remarkably calm, given her expression.  She raked Mad-Eye with a contemptuous look.  “Let go 
of my arm, Alastor.  We are allies, after all.  …Or have you lost your wits and switched sides 
while the rest of us weren’t looking?” 
 
That snatched his hand away from Severus’ elbow, as she’d expected it to.  “I’m not the traitor, 
here!  And just who the blasted hell are you?” 
 
“Severus Snape, of course,”  she sneered.  “You should get that eye of yours looked at, if you 
cannot see what is plainly in front of what’s left of your nose.” 
 
Alastor frowned at her, and pointed at the man beside him.  “You’re…?  Then who is he?” 
 
“Severus Snape, of course,”  Severus echoed her, matching her sneer, tone for tone, as he 
smoothed the finespun wool of his sleeve back into place. 
 
The blue eye was whizzing madly in its socket, trying to keep the two men on either side of him in 
sight at the exact same time.  “I don’t understand—which one of you is the real Severus Snape?” 
 
“—That’s what I’d like to know!”  one of the other Order members offered, echoing Moody’s 
puzzlement.  There was a general murmur of agreement from the rest of their befuddled audience. 

 
 Their gazes locked past the uncertain Auror, hers and Severus’.  A quick exchange of sub-
thoughts—despite his shock and disapproval, Severus was beginning to enjoy the older man’s 
confusion—and they both said, in perfect, thought-locked stereo,  “…None of your business.” 
 
“Enough.  Severus…and Severus…stop tormenting Alastor,”  Dumbledore chided both of them.  
“Alastor, if you will not keep your word, then I will be forced to remove the memories in question 
that are giving you so much trouble.  Without your permission, if need be.  I do not wish to resort 
to such a drastic measure, but I will.  If you make it necessary.  Now, will it be necessary?” 
 
To his credit, the ex-Auror gave it several seconds of serious thought.  “…Maybe.  I can’t get it 
out of my head, what he did—” 
 
Hermione cleared her throat.  As did Severus and Albus. 
 
“Now I’m gettin’ curious,”  Mundungus Fletcher muttered.  “If I could jes’—” 
 
“Stay out of this, Mundungus,”  Dumbledore chided him mildly.  “Why don’t you come back with 
me to my office, Alastor?  I have a painless way of removing your memories that should do the 
trick.  No painful memories, no problem.” 
 
“That doesn’t change the fact that he—either of ‘em!—has to answer to somebody for what he’s 
done.” 
 
“And I told you who has that particular authority,”  Hermione reminded him, stepping close 
enough to brush his sleeve with the buttons of her frock-coat.  She lowered her voice even further.  
“I told you I had my own ways of keeping an eye on you, Alastor Moody.” 
 
That blue-and-brown gaze sharpened, the magical eye snapping to Hermione-as-Severus’ face in 
dawning comprehension. 
 
Severus stepped in just as close, hemming the older man between their black-clad bodies.  “You 
do not want to make yourself my enemy, Mad-Eye.  Hell hath no fury, after all.  And we are 
supposed to be allies.” 
 
“I make a far better friend—”  Hermione stated, 
 
“—Than an enemy,”  Severus finished for her. 
 
Mad-Eye stared at the two of them, his good eye flicking almost as fast as the magical one.  Both 
of them stepped back after a moment.  She looked around at the others, raising her voice.  “I have 
proven myself time and time again within the fellowship of this Order, the same as the rest of you.  
I find myself…disappointed…to learn that I still have not gained your trust, even after all these 
years of working beside you.” 
 
“How can we trust you?  You’re a traitor to your own kind—and to your calling,”  Alastor 
sneered.  “Once a turncoat, always a turncoat!” 
 
“I will never return to Voldemort’s service!”  Severus growled from his other side. 
 
“—This last weekend guaranteed that,”  Hermione added coldly. 
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[Leave that out of this!]  he snapped, switching his glare to her. 
 
She returned the glare.  {If they knew what you’ve gone through, then they’d be that much more 
inclined to trust you!} 
 
[If they haven’t trusted me by now, they never will!] 
 
{Oh, and who’s the cynical arse, now?}  she shot back.  {You’re hurting; I can understand that.  
But they think you’re an unfeeling bastard—so show some of your feelings!  Prove them wrong 
about you!  Give them something to pin their faith on, Severus; give them your pain, and let them 
share it with you, so they can understand what motivates you.  Trust doesn’t grow very well in a 
vacuum, you know.} 
 
He looked away, brow pinched with pain.  She folded her arms across her Polyjuiced flesh, 
rubbing the bridge of her elongated nose with one hand, closing her eyes against the tension 
headache throbbing in her skull. 
 
[I hate it when you’re right.]  “Those women, who were…raped and murdered…” 
 
Hermione slitted open her eyes, staring at her lover, trying to make sure those latter words were 
being spoken aloud, not just in her head.  He was staring at the floor.  Resolutely not looking at 
anyone. 
 
“…Voldemort did the same to my mother, sixteen years ago.” 
 
Molly Weasley clapped her hand over her mouth, horrified.  Tonks muttered an astounded,  
“Wotcher…”  Alastor swivelled his eye from Severus to Hermione and back. 
 
“He did it right in front of me, too,”  Hermione filled in for him, when she sensed he couldn’t 
continue just yet.  She did so with a cold, tight voice, and clenched her upper hand into a fist, her 
face just as tight as his as she gave voice to the sub-thoughts roiling within him.  “She was the one 
person I cared about, in my childhood…and he did that to me.  One of his most trusted, blinded, 
dazzled followers.” 
 
“I never actually told Albus, when I went to him for help.  I couldn’t bring myself to say the 
words.  I could only show him the memory, in his Pensieve,”  Severus murmured in the silence 
following their tag-teamed revelation, his eyes lifted and locked with hers, now.  Clinging to her, 
mentally and visually, he managed to make the confession.  She was his anchor, and though he 
was angry at her making him do this, he was profoundly grateful that she was here, helping to 
cushion the experience.  “I only ever had the courage to tell two others, before today…and only 
recently.  After it…happened again.” 
 
“I will never return to his service willingly, again.  Some people are lucky to lose just a leg and an 
eye to their enemies,”  Hermione murmured, shifting her gaze back to the man still standing 
almost between them, deliberately reminding Alastor of the retort she had made in Dumbledor’s 
study. 
 
“Some people are not so lucky,”  Severus finished for her, staring at him as well. 
 
“And that is precisely why I have trusted him so deeply, all these years,”  Albus filled in as the 
silence stretched through the room.  “I am grateful to say that my trust had never once been 
misplaced.  Never once, Alastor,”  the Headmaster added pointedly to the ex-Auror, as he touched 

Hermione’s altered, frock-coated shoulder.  “There is a lot more to this young man than meets the 
eye.  That he has remained true to his word for sixteen years, and faithful to his mother’s memory, 
is a testament to his courage and determination.  He has long since earned his place in this Order 
through a level of loss and hardship many of you have been fortunate enough to not have suffered.  
His loyalty to our cause has never been in doubt, in my mind.  Even in the face of your ongoing, 
unnecessary disdain for and distrust of him.” 
 
Hermione was satisfied to see a number of gazes skittering away, heads bowing and averting in 
shame.  {Maybe they’ll finally start treating him the way he deserves to be treated.} 
 
[Maybe.  And maybe I am going to throttle the living shite out of you, for dragging me through 
this,]  Severus growled in her mind. 
 
Her heart was pounding unsteadily in her altered chest; still, she managed to reply calmly,  {Not 
when you and I both know there’ll come a time when you’ll thank me for it, instead.} 
 
He snorted mentally, folding his arms defensively across his chest.  She copied his move as soon 
as he thought of it, tucking her upper hand into the opposite elbow.  Mirroring his stance. 
 
“…So you can see, Alastor, why the blame you hold in your mind for what you think he has done 
is absurd at best, and beyond insulting at worst,”  Albus continued.  “And why the only person 
who can accuse him, or absolve him, is not you.  Will you honor your given word, and drop the 
matter?  Or shall we retire to my office back at the school, and remove the source of your 
contention?” 
 
The blue eye swung back and forth between them, while the brown eye remained fixed on 
Dumbledore.  “I won’t forget it.  But I won’t say another word.”  The blue eye swung between 
them one last time, and stopped on Hermione.  Letting her know he’d finally figured out which 
one was which.  “I’ll concede it’s a matter for someone else to judge.  But, if that person wants me 
to hold ‘im down while they swing a Bludger-bat at his kneecaps…” 
 
“—I’ll be certain to let that person know,”  Hermione sneered in her best spot-on impersonation of 
the real Snape. 
 
Albus all but sighed in relief.  “Good.  Then the matter is settled.  Severus, Severus, perhaps the 
two of you should leave now, before this grows any more confusing?” 
 
“Wotcher!  Not until someone tells us who’s bloody who, ‘ere!”  Tonks called out, eyeing the twin 
Potion Masters with a puzzled scowl from under her currently green bangs.  “Who’s th’ real 
Snape, and who’s th’ fake?” 
 
Severus and Hermione turned to look at the punk-haired Metamorphmagus, both arching identical 
right eyebrows. 
 
Tonks faltered.  “It…they can’t be the same man…can they?” 
 
“One of them is the real Severus Snape, I assure you.  The other is our mystery agent, the one 
who’s helping to plant falsified thoughts in Voldemort’s head.  He’s an excellent mimic of the real 
Severus, if I do say so,”  Albus interjected mildly.  “But as for which is which, and the true 
identity of that agent…tonight, that is no one else’s concern.” 
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“Well, at least you know who this person is, right?”  Arthur asked, staring at the three of them.  “If 
you know, I suppose I can trust you.” 
 
“Of course I know.  And I trust that person as deeply as I trust the real Severus.  Of course, my 
reasons for that trust must remain silent for the time being.  Some secrets are more dangerous than 
others, after all,”  the head of the Order allowed. 
 
[…Let’s get out of here, while he’s got them distracted]  Severus told Hermione, jerking his head 
at the door. 
 
“—Goodnight, Albus.  I’ll see you in the morning,”  Hermione told the head of the school dryly. 
 
“Goodnight, Severus.  And goodnight to you as well, Severus,”  Dumbledore added politely, 
dipping his head to the real one. 
 
“Goodnight, Albus,”  the real Potions Master replied dryly, giving his counterpart a dark look as 
he headed for the door.  She returned it without a qualm, following him. 
 
“But, Albus, which one is our Potions teacher?”  Minerva asked as the two of them stalked 
through the staring crowd and exited the parlour.  “And how is any of this possible?” 
 
“He is the Potions Master, Minerva,”  they heard Albus soothe her as they stepped into the hall 
and started toward the front door.  “Obviously it’s being done through a Polyjuice Potion.  I also 
happen to know that Severus isn’t the only person being imitated, in this matter….” 
 
{Neatly done, Headmaster!}  Hermione praised.  {Now if they hear about my involvement, they’ll 
think it might be someone in disguise, Polyjuiced to look like me!} 
 
“…Would you shut up?”  Severus snapped at her as they reached the entryway.  “I’ve had enough 
of you, for one night!” 
 
“—What’s this?”  a sharp, feminine voice shrieked, billowing a set of black curtains hanging 
chest-high in the corridor.  “More filthy traitors in what’s left of my beloved house?!” 
 
“Oh, for godssake!”  Severus scowled at the curtains, brow pinching in pain. 
 
“Remove this curtain at once!  Let me look in the eyes of the dastards who dare to desecrate my 
beloved halls!  I’ll execrate your miserable ancestors to the fifth generation!  Mudbloods, and 
half-bloods, befouling my fair home!  How dare you try to cover up my portrait!  I will not be 
silent in this matter!—” 
 
“Oh, bloody marvelous!  Well done!  You woke up her portrait!”  Hermione groused, sticking her 
fingers in her ears as Mrs. Black went on in more of that vein. 
 
“Enough of this nonsense—shut up, you oil-based hag!”  Severus snarled, yanking the curtains 
back.  Taking his anger out on the unfortunately all-too-animate object. 
 
Painted eyes flicked wide, so wide that the whites could be seen all the way around the edges.  
“You!  You disease-ridden traitor to your own kind!  Your mother must be rolling with shame in 
her grave—!” 
 
{Shite!} 

 
Severus whipped his wand up, ready to blast the portrait into cinders.  Hermione caught his wrist, 
heart pounding in her flattened chest.  “—Not that way!  Or you’ll bring the bloody house down 
around our ears!  This way.  Accio egg!” 
 
“—Accio what?”  he challenged her, startled out of his rage by her odd choice of summons. 
 
Flicking her wand as the requested egg came arrowing out of the kitchen, Hermione stopped it 
gently in midair.  A couple taps and flicks of the ebony shaft, and she stripped away its shell, then 
stripped away the albumen of the egg-whites, leaving the spherical yolk suspended in midair.  
“This is how you handle the portrait of a harridan who won’t shut up.” 
 
A snap of her wand, like a miniaturized fly-fishing cast, and the egg yolk flung itself at the 
painting.  Egg splattered all over her face, coating her mouth and dripping down to her throat.  A 
flick of that same wand, and the egg spread just a little bit more, coating the unpleasant woman’s 
entire head as she tried to paw it off her portrait, her screams of rage muffled by the viscous 
yellow stuff. 
 
Hermione didn’t give her time to wipe it from anything other than her eyes, ignoring the painting’s 
baleful glare.  “Tempera silentis!” 
 
The egg yolk solidified—and Mrs. Black’s muffled protests cut off, instantly.  Severus stared at 
the abruptly pantomiming, egg-faced woman, then at his black-haired counterpart.  “…Wherever 
did you learn that particular trick?” 
 
“…Remember that painter I met over the Christmas holiday, Gerry Jesso?”  Hermione reminded 
him, her altered voice deepening slightly with smug satisfaction.  “I remembered to ask him if he 
could tell me of a way to permanently silence a portrait that wouldn’t shut up, and he was kind 
enough to oblige.” 
 
“I wish I’d known about this trick years ago,”  he muttered, as the portrait of Mrs. Black continued 
to scrape futilely at her yellowed face, making no sounds beyond the faintest scrabbling of her 
hands.  “There’s more than one portrait that should’ve been silenced, besides hers.” 
 
“Me, too.  But she’ll stay silent, now.  Egg-tempera is as close to permanent as you can get.  Not 
to mention waterproof.  You’d have to scrub for hours to free that harpy’s mouth from its 
prison….and I don’t think anyone here will bother.” 
 
Applause broke out from the doorway to the parlour.  What looked like half the Order was 
crammed into the doorway, with more poking their heads out of the doorway from the kitchen, all 
grinning and clapping and poking their thumbs up at the two of them.  There were even a couple 
of cheers of thanks.  Flushing, Hermione glanced away.  Severus yanked the curtains shut over the 
struggling, frustrated image within the frame. 
 
“…I think our job is finished, here,”  he muttered.  “Time to go.” 
 
“Quite.”  Opening the door for him, Hermione gestured for Severus to leave first.  Nodding his 
head stiffly, he stalked out onto the street.  She imitated him, shutting the door to 12 Grimauld 
Place with great satisfaction. 
 
Catching her hand as she descended the steps beside him, Severus concentrated, and Apparated 
them  to a cold, damp, familiar back gate.  The Scottish drizzle had intensified to something just a 
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little bit shy of a downpour, making Hermione cringe; she hadn’t bothered to bring a cloak, 
choosing instead to cast Floo powder into the Potions room fire as soon as she had reached the 
chamber, done with her escort duties for her two detention students.  Letting out an impatient sigh, 
Severus spread his arm, inviting her under the charmed, rain-repelling folds of his cloak. 
 
[For Merlin’s sake!  Get under here before you catch cold, woman.  Just because my body has the 
constitution of a centaur doesn’t necessarily mean yours does.] 
 
{Thank you.}  It wasn’t easy, wrapping their arms around each other because of their identical 
height, but she curved her hand around the far side of his waist, and he hung his over her far 
shoulder.  A flip of the fabric covered her altered head, sheltering it from the steady rain. 
 
Severus tugged the cloak just a little further forward on her head, to keep the droplets from 
running off that too-familiar nose.  [You’re in serious trouble for rushing to my defense, like that.  
As soon as I’ve some room to think in private, I think I’m going to be very angry with you.] 
 
{You can have all the privacy to think that you’d like, once we part company tonight,}  she agreed 
quietly.  Then had to add honestly,  {Whatever the punishment…I’d say it was worth it.  Now the 
others in the Order know what motivates you; they’ll respect you, for that.  I don’t doubt they do 
and have respected you, but until they understood you, they probably couldn’t feel like they could 
let themselves completely trust you.  But you were too damned stubborn—stupid Veritamoria; I’m 
trying to be diplomatic, here—oh, the hell with it, because it is true—you were too damned 
stubborn to share enough of yourself with the others in the Order to relax their apprehension 
around you.  Privacy can protect you, yes, but too much can actually be counter-productive.} 
 
Silence reigned for a moment, mental silence, as he studied the night-shadowed shape of her face 
under the water-beaded folds of wool. 
 
[Again, you think to defend me…  Even from myself, if necessary.] 
 
{You’re worth it,}  she shrugged, honest to an enspelled fault. 
 
Every word was sub-thought supported.  Even though their flesh wasn’t actually touching in this 
position, they were too close for the undercurrents not to get through.  Finally, he dipped his head, 
acknowledging what she had done. 
 
[…Thank you.] 
 
{You’re welcome.} 
 
[I’m still going to be angry with you.] 
 
{I know.} 
 
[Just so long as we’re clear on that point.  Let’s go home.] 
 
Together, they mounted the path back to the school, sharing the shelter of his cloak. 
 
Chapter LXXVI. 
 
It was time to go to his quarters.  All day long, Hermione had kept her mental walls high and tight, 
giving him all the privacy she could.  And she’d debated whether or not to show up at all, tonight.  

Cowardly, she almost hadn’t come.  Until she realized she was being a coward, and that putting it 
off would not only not make things better later, it might run the risk of ending the Veritamoria 
between them, should something happen by next Wednesday to further delay their next amorous 
encounter.  It was best to get it over with quickly, and try to coax him out of any lingering snit. 
 
So she’d prepared herself with that ruddy fundamundic charm, just in case—too many potatoes in 
her diet of late—and with a hot shower and fresh underthings, though she pulled on the outer 
clothes she had worn earlier in the day, to not arouse comment.  The trip down to the classroom 
was easy enough; she caught no less than three pairs of students trying to sneak a snog after 
curfew, romance being in the air a little early, and broke them up with a few pointed words and a 
couple lost House-points as she meandered through several of the school halls, under the guise of 
doing a bit of rounds as the Head Girl.  They hadn’t exactly set a standard time to meet, of course, 
but it usually ended up being shortly after nine-ish, which was the last curfew for all the students 
save for prefects.  She managed to time herself so that, when she finally made her way to Potions, 
it was roughly half past that.  Hesitating for half a minute as she stared at the embers on the hearth, 
Hermione finally cast a pinchful of powder into the flames and stepped into the fireplace. 
 
“…Er, Severus?  Are you still angry with me?”  Hermione asked out loud as she emerged from the 
whirling emerald flames of the right-hand hearth, lowering her mental walls.  And stopped, 
blinking at the bizarre sight spread out before her.  {Oh, my…  I guess not…!} 
 
[Hm?  You thought something, love?] 
 
A moment later he emerged from the left-hand hall, wiping his hands on a tea-towel.  He, too, 
halted in stunned silence, staring at the transformed sitting room. 
 
Pink.  Everything was either pink, white, silver or red.  Even the faded blue upholstry of the settee 
had been transformed by a lace-striped, white and pink slipcover.  Lacy ribbons had been knotted 
into elaborate, heart-shaped bows with tons of frilly little loops, and fixed to the vertical slats 
between the rows of bookshelves, trailing long streamers from the bottom of each point.  Garlands 
of white lace-ribbons and pink-and-red rosebuds were draped around the windowframes, with long 
white, silver and pink streamers dangling all the way to the burgundy carpet.  Even the flames 
dancing in the two hearths were tinged pink, once the greenness of Floo-travel had faded from the 
right-hand one. 
 
Like their Christmas tea-party had been arranged, a round table had been set near those gorgeous, 
Gothic windows.  This time it was draped with a fine, white lace overcloth, and a pale pink 
undercloth, and set with red linen napkins and snow-white china plates imprinted with delicate 
pink roses, along with the silver tea-service set and black lacquered, chinoiserie tea-caddy from 
before.  Some effort had been made to cover up the stark black and mother-of-pearl box, with its 
many small drawers, for someone had draped a white lace doily across the top. 
 
And though there weren’t any roses on the tea-table itself, beyond a single bud-vase holding a 
solitary red rose, the coffee table had been tidied, draped with another lace-and-pink set of 
tablecloths, and settled with not one, not two, but three large vases overflowing with purple, 
yellow, pink, white, peach, and red roses, well over a hundred of them.  They were the only spot 
of non-pink-theme in the room, really, aside from the spines of the books squeezed onto the 
shelves around them. 
 
Well, not including their own selves:   Severus stood across the room from her in black slacks and 
a black shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows, and Hermione was clad in a shades of blue 
ensemble, from her navy school tights to her blue denim skirt, a dark blue shirt, and a woad-blue 
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sweater-jacket.  Looking around in curiosity after taking a second look at the flat, vases-only 
coffee table, Hermione spotted the Encyclopedia Magica occupying a full shelf near the right-
hand hearth, the books that had been there now moved somewhere else, crowding his already 
crowded shelves even more.  She was glad the books hadn’t gone far, and glad he hadn’t pitched 
them out in a fit of anger or something. 
 
The room was perfumed with the heady, thick scent of roses, and rich with chocolate.  The 
combination made her mouth water.  Supper had come and gone over three hours ago, and she had 
worked hard on her homework in the meantime, ensconced in the common room and wondering if 
she should retreat to her window-nook in the blue-glass classroom for some constructive peace 
and quiet, rather than having to break off every once in a while to chide some student who was 
getting out of hand with their pre-holiday rambunctiousness—plus five points off of Gryffindor 
for a pair of sixth-years who had decided to snog and grope each other on one of the settees, right 
in front of everyone else.  She’d been hungry, but hadn’t done anything about it, being too nervous 
to risk putting something into her stomach that might sit in it like a lump of lead. 
 
A thought penetrated her stunned consciousness. 
 
[…I am going to kill those ruddy house-elves.  Starting with Dobby.  Using his entire bloody sock 
collection.] 
 
{You had nothing to do with this, then?}  Hermione enquired carefully, glancing at him. 
 
[What?  Oh, yes, I did,]  he admitted ruefully, shaking out the tea-towel in his hands and folding it 
neatly, absently.  [But they obviously went into ruddy overkill.  I said,  “…something nice and 
tasteful, that Miss Granger would appreciate.”  And that you liked the scent of roses.  I’ve been in 
the kitchen all evening, or I’d have noticed this…this…] 
 
{…This marvelously romantic piece of overblown holiday decorating,}  Hermione teased him 
daringly, smiling as she crossed over to the bouquets on the coffee table.  The roses hadn’t come 
from any commercial venture, from the look of them; some were rosebuds that were barely 
beginning to open, while others had their petals fully unfurled, huge blooms as broad as her spread 
hand.  A couple of petals detatched even as she touched one of the latter, raining spots of peach-
tinted colour onto the tablecloth.  Plucking one from the lace-draped surface, she lifted it to her 
nose and sniffed delicately, enjoying the attar, then stooped a little lower and inhaled the heady 
mix of dozens of flowers at once.  {This is one of the things I have in common with Ron; he’d die 
of masculine shame to admit it, but he loves nothing better than to bury his face in a rose-blossom 
and sniff to his heart’s content.} 
 
A flitter of sub-thoughts ghosted through Severus as he watched her shifting position to bury her 
smiling face in a trio of purplish blooms.  On the one hand, he still wasn’t comfortable with her 
casual references to her friends—uncomfortable with his own inner reactions to hearing their 
names, that was—and yet, on the other hand, he could understand the appeal of such heady 
perfume to anyone with a sense of olfactory aesthetics.  With the latter observation in mind, he 
finally came up with something to say, though it pained him to pair their names together.  [Then 
that’s something…Ron and I…have in common with you as well.  That, and we both appreciate 
how beautiful you are.] 
 
Hermione carefully smothered her smile, and her sub-thoughts, before straightening up from the 
vase.  It had obviously been hard for him to link his name with her best friend’s, painfully hard, 
and she really did not want to be caught finding humor in his struggle.  {Well, most of the time it 

seems like Ron takes me for granted more than he appreciates me.  I know he appreciates me, and 
treasures my friendship, but the ruddy git rarely ever expresses it.} 
 
[Then his masculine ego hasn’t matured sufficiently enough to put his heart on the line,]  Severus 
observed, and watched as two pink spots blossomed on her cheeks.  He almost thought she had 
taken it as an insult to her friend, until he saw the glow in her tawny brown eyes.  The light of 
love, her love for him, in her eyes. 
 
{So…you’re not mad at me?}  Hermione dared to ask carefully.  {Not anymore?} 
 
Severus looked down at the towel in his hands.  He sighed, and ran a hand distractedly through his 
hair.  Movement made him look up again; she was coming closer.  He quickly lowered his hand, 
palm out.  [No, stay there, please.  The moment I touch you, I’m probably going to kiss you, and if 
I kiss you, I’ll most likely make love to you, and that’ll ruin what I’ve been working on practically 
all day, since it’s not quite finished, yet.  I’d really rather not have a kitchen fire.] 
 
{Oh.  I take it you’re not overly mad, then?} 
 
The corner of his mouth quirked up in a lopsided smile; she was quite charming in her hopeful 
hesitancy.  [I couldn’t get mad at you.  Last night…yes, there was quite a bit of indignation and 
embarrassment roiling inside of me, when we parted.  You’d forced me to violate my cherished 
privacy, after all.  But I lay awake for most of the night trying to be angry with you…and found 
that I couldn’t.  I’m…not used to anyone defending me.  As uncomfortable as it was, I appreciate 
it.  I appreciate you—stay where you are, woman!]  he warned her, levelling a finger at her as she 
headed toward him again, not letting her take a single step in his direction.  [I mean it!  I’ll take 
House-points off, if you can’t control yourself.] 
 
A mischievous smile lurked at the corners of her own lips.  {It might be worth the lost points…} 
 
That made him smile involuntarily.  Struggling it into a mock-frown, he flipped the towel at her.  
[Shoo.  Go into the first bedroom, and put on the outfit I’ve laid out for you.  I hope I got the sizes 
right; I looked at the labels on your clothes, the other night, but it was a hasty glance at the time.] 
 
Curiosity itching inside her, Hermione gave him one last look, then hurried to the right-hand 
hallway to go and find out what he had bought.  Nervous, Severus forced himself to turn back to 
the left-hand hall, and the project awaiting him.  He kept his mind open and straining to hear any 
stray thoughts or reactions to his present as he returned to the kitchen, and the dark, thick liquid 
being stirred by an enchanted spoon in the pot on the stove. 
 
{Oh my goodness!} 
 
…Was that bad?  Was that good? 
 
{Severus, you picked all of this out with me in mind?} 
 
Good, from the pleasure colouring her mind-voice in astonishment.  Still, the question was a bit 
redundant—who else would he have bought it for?  He moved to the side of the stove, checking 
the book laid out flat on the counter to see how much longer the spoon should stir to achieve the 
proper consistency.  [Obviously.] 
 
{Then…why aren’t you in here, watching me put it on?} 
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Lust surged through his body at that possibility, making him brace his hands against the edge of 
the countertop.  [Because I’d throw you down on the bed, ravish you senseless before you’d put 
more than a single stocking on, and there would go my plans for the evening.  Pleasantly ruined, 
but still ruined.] 
 
{Ah.  Well, I suppose there are a few drawbacks to being so methodical, my love.  Shall I tease 
you with a running mental commentary as I strip and redress?] 
 
[Yes—no!  I mean no, dammit!  I don’t care if it’s a lie; I’m saying no…you ruddy little tease,]  he 
added in a mental mutter as she laughed in the back of his head.  He ran his hand through his hair 
again.  [You’ve got me twisted up in a gordian love-knot.  And the worst crime of all is that I’m 
enjoying it.  You have ruddy well turned my life upside-down, inside-out, folded and creased and 
stapled the various bits and pieces of me to various other bits of me, like some sort of giant 
origami project…and you’re making me enjoy every minute of it, in spite of myself.] 
 
{You’re welcome.} 
 
That made him laugh.  […I can only hope I’m driving you equally to distraction, or I’m going to 
have to take drastic measures to equalize the situation.] 
 
Checking the book, he moved to the refridgerator and checked inside.  It wasn’t a Muggle fridge; 
this was a magical one, its contents kept cool by spells instead of chemicals.  He’d once studied 
Muggle refridgeration techniques out of curiosity, and had quickly found himself very grateful he 
was a wizard. 
 
{Oh, you are distracting me.  My stomach’s been in knots all day, wondering how mad you might 
have gotten at me.} 
 
[Well, I tried. And failed.  End of story.  Do you like strawberries?]  he enquired, reaching in and 
plucking a bright red berry from the bowl. 
 
{Mm, yes, please.  Strawberries sound positively delicious, right now.  All that homework tonight 
has made me ravenously hungry.  Do you like strawberries, then?} 
 
He straightened, biting the strawberry away from the leafy green frill of its stem.  [Mm, yes, and 
they’re deliciously ripe…  I had dessert planned to go with the tea, but since you’re hungry, would 
you like me to serve something with a little more substance?] 
 
{I wouldn’t want to put the house-elves to any further trouble.} 
 
The possibility made him shudder.  [After seeing that overblown effort of theirs, I am not inclined 
to put them to ‘any further trouble’, out of sheer terror at the thought of what they might come up 
with.  I meant,]  he clarified, continuing lightly,  [would you like me to fix you anything more 
substantial than chocolate, berries, scones, biscuits, and clotted cream?  Smoked salmon pate’ on 
toast points?  Oyster bisque?  Beef wellington would take a little too long, but if that is your 
wish…?] 
 
He felt her grinning like a warm ray of sunshine inside his mind.  {I’m not overly fond of shellfish, 
and you needn’t go to the trouble of beef wellington, but the salmon pate’ sounds positively 
delicious.}  
 
[Toast points it is.] 

 
He busied himself with toasting and slicing the bread.  It wasn’t until he caught sight of himself in 
the shiny steel bottom of a pot hanging on the wall that Severus realized he was smiling.  Only 
then did it occur to him how happy he was, just to be smearing peach-coloured meat on crunchy 
bits of singed bread. 
 
Frowning, he flicked out his wand, Transfigured the pot into a mirror, and peered at his face.  It 
looked the same as usual, not very attractive, but then he was frowning at the moment.  Closing 
his eyes, Severus pictured Hermione stripping off her shades-of-blue casual clothes, and slipping 
into the sheer, scarlet stockings, fastening them to the satin straps of the matching garter belt he 
had bought for her.  Fastening the strapless, scarlet brassiere that went with it, and then donning 
the strapless, crimson velvet gown he had bought for her—she looked good in red, he knew from 
her appearances at Quidditch matches, dressed in her House colours— 
 
Opening his eyes, he looked at his reflection, curious to know what he looked like when he 
thought of her.  The desire in his eyes gave him an intense look, but he wasn’t smiling.  Well, sort 
of; there was a ghost of something lurking around his mouth, and he wasn’t actively frowning, at 
any rate.  Closing his eyes again, Severus imagined how she would smile over the salmon pate’, 
and exclaim in delighted ecstasy over the torte he had made, and tease him with the chocolate 
sauce…  As soon as he felt his cheek muscles aching, he opened his eyes. 
 
[—God, I look like an idiot!] 
 
{Is something wrong?} 
 
[No, no—nothing,]  he added, hastily Transfiguring the mirror back into a cooking pot.  [Just…I 
can’t compare to you, that’s all.] 
 
{Aww, how sweet…  Wait a minute—that’s a load of bullshite!  ‘I can’t compare to you’,}  she 
repeated, mentally frowning at him over the distance between them.  {What are you thinking 
about, anyway?} 
 
How did that Muggle expression go?  Hoisted on his own petard?  Severus sighed and removed 
the pot of chocolate from the stove.  [I was smiling, and wondering what I looked like when I 
smiled, so I Transfigured a pot into a mirror…and found out I looked like an utter imbecile.  A 
fool, an idiot, a…a doofus, if that’s the right term.] 
 
{But I like your smile,}  Hermione pointed out, doubled over and trying to wriggle into the 
gorgeous dress he had laid out for her,  without flopping out of the top of the matching bra.  {I 
mean, I wouldn’t like anything that’s stupid-looking; I’m too opinionated for that.  So if I like your 
smile, that means it’s a good smile.  A  handsome smile.  A melt-my-ruddy-knees smile, whenever 
you deign to use it at full power.} 
 
That made him smile, involuntarily.  [A pity circumstances won’t let me devastate you with it more 
often, if it has the power to melt your kneecaps.] 
 
{That’s probably just as well; you’d have to end up carrying me from class to class because my 
legs wouldn’t work, and it’d be all your fault, and that would cause far too much commentary.} 
 
[The end of the school year, and your graduation, can’t come too soon,]  he muttered, finishing 
the spreading of salmon on the bits of toast he’d made, shifting to garnishing each little triangle.  
Once that was done, he decanted the chocolate into an enchanted, self-heating serving bowl and 
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settled it in the center of a platter arranged with homemade biscuits and scones, marmalade and 
clotted cream. 
 
Magically fetching the bowl of strawberries from the fridge, and the torte he had made earlier and 
set to chill on a lower shelf with another flick of his wand, he sent them floating out into the sitting 
room.  He followed them with a salver that was artfully decorated with toast-points, each point 
garnished with slices of green onion, garlic clove, or a sprig of parsley, and the platter of chocolate 
and sweets.  All the ingredients had been nicked from the school kitchen.  He didn’t cook very 
often in his own quarters; the house-elves’ fare was edible, even tasty, but he did like to cook now 
and again.  It was simpler to borrow their supplies, rather than worry about something being 
forgotten and turning green, moldy, and possibly sentient, simply from being neglected in his own 
cupboards. 
 
Settling them on the top of the tea-caddy, he unrolled the silk sleeves of his shirt, covering up the 
Dark Mark on his forearm.  Fastening the buttons of the cuffs, he tapped his groin with his wand.  
“Virilis mundic.” 
 
Magic ruffled through his clothes and hair, cleansing away any miscellaneous stains that might 
have accrued during his food-preparations.  A moment of indecision, and he tapped his sleeve, too, 
Transfiguring the silky black fabric to a deep, rich ruby.  He peered at his reflection in the 
windowpanes critically, and sighed in relief; it looked strange on him, yes, but not idiotic.  
Allowing himself a small smile—she was in love with him and therefore biased where his smiles 
were concerned—he turned to fetch a kettle of boiling water for their tea. 
 
A soft gasp from behind spun him around.  Hermione stood in the right-hand doorway, eyes wide 
as she stared at him.  He stared right back, at the fitted, sweetheart neckline that hugged her 
breasts and torso, swept his gaze down to a drop-point waist that revealed the slender flatness of 
her stomach.  The gathered, floor-length skirt flared out over her hips, accenting the hourglass of 
her figure, and the rich, velvety colour, several shades lighter than the carpet, gave her chestnut 
hair auburn highlights.  She’d brushed out and wrapped up the curly mass of her hair, too, pinning 
it on her head with just a couple long ringlets to frame her face and slender neck artfully. 
 
[Goddess…] 
 
It was a bare breath of a thought, and it made her blush and duck her chin a little in embarrassed 
pleasure.  But her eyes slanted up from under her brows, undeniably fascinated with his own 
appearance.  It was the first time Hermione had ever seen him in anything other than black or 
white.  Yes, his pants and his shoes were black, and his hair was a soft, shoulderlength tangle of 
straight, black locks, but the crimson shirt he wore gleamed softly in the candlelight illuminating 
the room, highlighted in scarlet, glowing in ruby, shadowed in burgundy, depending on where the 
light fell upon his lean shoulders and chest.  The shirt gave his pale, sallow face a warmer glow, 
too, bringing colour and life to his cheeks. 
 
{God, you were handsome enough before, but you’re downright devastating in that touch of 
red…} 
 
It was his turn to flush with pleasure and discomfort.  [Don’t expect me to wear a whole suit of it.] 
 
{Of course not; that would look ruddy ridiculous,}  she snorted pragmatically.   {Just a touch of 
colour is all you need, to look handsome enough to sin.} 
 

[I believe the phrase is ‘as handsome as sin’,]  he pointed out, silently reminding his legs that they 
could not only feel the floor under his feet, they could also walk over to her, and hoping she didn’t 
hear that particular, silly sub-thought. 
 
{Not when I want you to sin with me, in that red shirt,}  she told him candidly, eyes devouring 
him as he walked over to her. 
 
[Enjoy it while you can, then; I shan’t wear it again until summer.  At least, not outside my 
quarters.]  Turning, he extended and crooked his arm, and felt a thrill of pleasure simply from the 
touch of her hands tucking themselves around his elbow.  [Good grief, I never knew a non-sexual 
body part could be so happy…ah, bloody hell!  I sounded like an idiot just now, didn’t I?] 
 
{An enchanting and charming idiot, so all is forgiven,}  she teased him airly as he escorted her to 
her seat.  He smiled at that, and she popped up on her toes, giving his curving lips a quick little 
kiss.  {That’s for smiling.} 
 
The touch was too fleeting to really register, and yet it froze him in place with conflicting desires.  
Carefully, Severus mastered the impulse to toss his plans aside, stepping back as she sat down.  He 
pressed his palms together to keep from touching her, and rested the tips of his fingers against his 
lips to quell the urge for a more thorough taste.  [Temptress…  We will have tea to celebrate the 
forthcoming holiday—since I plan on being a particularly surly bastard all day, Monday—and 
then proceed to the orgy preparations.] 
 
“Oh, my,”  she muttered out loud, blushing.  “’Orgy’.  That sounds rather salacious.” 
 
“It’s intended to be.”  Seating himself across from her, he scowled and stood up again.  [Bugger.  I 
forgot the kettle.  Stay there and continue to look perfect, will you?  It shouldn’t be too difficult a 
task.] 
 
For some reason, his order struck her as funny.  Muffling a giggle, Hermione turned to watch him 
leave, then looked around at the room again.  The house-elves had really gone all-out.  Though she 
suspected the long, spindly fingers of Dobby were mostly responsible.  House-elves weren’t 
stupid; oddball, yes, and lamentably servile in overall philosophy and nature, but she was fairly 
sure Dobby knew that her relationship with Severus wasn’t strictly teacher-student anymore.  Not 
that it really ever had been strictly professional. 
 
He came back within moments, carrying a steaming kettle, which he poured into two small, rose-
patterned teapots.  Banishing the kettle to float its way back into the kitchen, he seated himself and 
reached for the first of the tea-drawers.  “Let’s see…oolong for the base, for both of us…rosehips, 
to go with the perfume in the air, to add a citrusy bite, and to ward off the scourge of winter, 
scurvy…”  He smiled at her, inviting her to share the jest, since the school always had plenty of 
fresh fruit to serve at each meal.  “Ginseng shavings for me…orange peel for you…a tiny dusting 
of cinnamon for you—I think I’ll have some, too; that sounds good…strawberry leaves to balance 
the humors, and a bit of white chocolate in the bottom of our cups, to melt in the heat and and 
sweeten the senses.  Do you approve?” 
 
“I defer to the master,”  she smiled, gesturing for him to proceed. 
 
Pleased at the compliment, he stepped the two blends.  “How was your trip into Hogsmeade, this 
morning?” 
 

 263



“Boring.  And a little lonely.  Everywhere I went, there were lovebirds holding hands, cupids and 
hearts pasted onto shop window-displays, and I was all alone.  And unhappy with the thought that 
you were still mad at me.” 
 
“Didn’t you go into town with…with Ron and Harry?”  Severus asked, curious.  “You’re usually 
in their company.” 
 
“Oh, well, Luna finally managed to bag a date with Ron—with my help—so the two of them were 
together, and I didn’t want to be a third wheel for that.” 
 
“…And Mr. Potter?” 
 
“Ginny monopolized his time, though it wasn’t an official date.  She’s trying to bag him, too.  I 
think they’d make a great match of it; she’s had a crush of varying levels on him for ages, but she 
also has learned to treat him like a human being, and not constantly as The Boy Who Lived.  She 
can be very down-to-earth around him, which is what he really needs.  That, and I’d think he’d 
slot perfectly into the Weasley family as a son-in-law.  So I’m rooting for the match.” 
 
Severus eyed her askance.  “Have you got his whole future planned out for him, then?” 
 
“Of course; it’s a girl thing.  We do it for every man.”  She paused a beat, then snickered at his 
dismay.  “—Oh, come on!  You don’t really think some man is going to do exactly what we plot 
and plan for him to do?  You’re just as fickle as we are!  We just tend to plan for all sorts of 
relationship possibilities a lot more thoroughly than you males do.  And if we lay enough plans 
and consider enough contingencies, why then, whatever you do, we’ll obviously be right about!  
…And that could get me a Killing Curse from the Women Overlords society, if they knew I’d told 
you.  But you’ll have to know, of course, if you still plan to go forward with tomorrow night.” 
 
 
Chapter LXXVII. 
 
“Er, yes…  Speaking about that…”  he hedged. 
 
“Chickening out?”  Hermione offered lightly.  “I don’t blame you.  Most men whinge about the 
fact that they’d love to understand how the female mind works, but then they cower at the mere 
thought of Polyjuicing themselves, putting on tights, and waxing their eyebrows, or whatever.  
They just don’t want to put in the effort involved, even if it means remaining ignorant forever.” 
 
“You’re trying to challenge me into going, aren’t you?”  he stated dryly, staring at her. 
 
She reached for a toast-point.  “Is it working?” 
 
“Yes, damn you.” 
 
Hermione laughed softly, nibbling on the pate’-spread bread.  “—Mm, this is good!  Did you get 
this from a tin?” 
 
That made him frown briefly.  “Perish the thought.  I borrowed the smoked salmon and other 
ingredients from the school kitchen, and blended it myself.” 
 
“Pity I can’t buy it in a store, then; it’s really good.  My mother loves salmon pate’, but it’s always 
so bloody expensive, she has to save it for really special occasions.” 

 
“All you need is some salmon, a little heavy cream or high-quality olive oil to moisten it, some 
spices for seasoning, and a Frappe’ Charm,”  he told her.  “I used cream, in this version.” 
 
“It’s delicious.  You’ll have to show me, sometime.” 
 
He poured their tea, which had steeped long enough, then toyed with the handle of his cup.  
“Hermione, how do you think your parents would react to…us…once the school year is out?” 
 
“—Once the school year is out?”  she asked, swallowing down another toast-point.  She 
considered the question, sipping at the spicy, aromatic tea he had selected for her.  “Well…  I 
think they would at first be a little shocked.  And they would want to know how long we’ve been 
together.  Romantically speaking, not erotically; I’m their only child, so it would probably be wise 
to avoid all hints of anything more…intimate.  They’ve both got strong hearts as far as I know, but 
I wouldn’t want to chance it.  And I think they might be a little concerned about the age-
difference…but probably not as much as you might think,”  she added, sensing his own sub-
thoughted concern on that point. 
 
At his enquiring look, she explained. 
 
“My grandmother—my mother’s mother—was practically robbed out of the cradle, compared to 
her husband,”  she continued.  “He was a career officer, a Leftenant at the start of the Second 
World War; he made it all the way to Major, then had his left hand blown off by a mortar round, 
and was forced to retire.  So then he was made an air-watch warden at a little college outside 
Birmingham, where he met my grandmother, who had just started going there as a student, and 
they eventually fell in love and got married.  He was more than twice her age, and passed away 
shortly before I came here, but I distinctly remember him being very much in love with her, and 
her with him.  And I’ve an uncle on my father’s side—well, he’s a cousin of my father’s, but we 
all call him Uncle Tim, since he’s of that generation—and he went and married a woman 
who’s…thirteen years older than him, if I remember right.  Thirteen or fourteen, at any rate.  So 
it’s not entirely uncommon already, in my family. 
 
“I think they’d be more concerned that you’re one of my professors.  They might worry it was just 
a passing fancy or some student-borne crush,”  she allowed, picking up another toast-point.  “But 
then they’d also have no idea of the scope of all that I’ve been through with you.  A mere crush 
wouldn’t have survived such constant mental contact.” 
 
[For which I am grateful,]  he thought, and was glad he’d done so loud enough for her to hear, 
when she blushed and nibbled on the food he had made for her.  His own appetite stimulated, he 
snagged one for himself, then plucked a strawberry and dipped it into the spell-warmed pot of 
chocolate.  He offered it to her, enjoying the sight of her teeth biting into half of the succulent 
fruit.   Bringing the rest of it to his own mouth, he teased her by licking the juices out of the center 
for a moment, before biting the rest of the berry from its stem.  [So, how did your parents meet?] 
 
{About as you’d expect.  They met in dentistry school, were partners in a study-group with several 
others, discovered how well they got along together, started dating each other, and made plans to 
open a dual practice once they graduated.  After getting married, of course.  They put off having 
children for a couple years, until their practice was on firm footing, then had me.  And got their 
lives turned upside down when odd things started happening through my childhood, and got 
turned inside-out when my letter finally arrived, explaining that none of us were crazy; it was just 
that I could do magic.}  “…Which, from a Muggle perspective,”  she added out loud as she 
cleared her throat with a sip of tea,  “amounts to pretty much the same thing.  But they’ve taken it 
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very well, and have been very proud and supportive of me.  I think they were a little disappointed 
that my plan to get a scholarship to Oxford or Cambridge didn’t come through, but once they got 
used to the idea of having a real, live witch in the family, they were quite enthusiastic for me. 
 
“They really just want the best for me.  If I think the best is you, they’ll come around to it quickly 
enough.  Now,”  she stated, setting down her teacup with a little click,  “how much flak will your 
own extended family give you, for my being Muggle-born?” 
 
“They can go hang themselves, if they don’t like you,”  Severus told her firmly, wryly.  “Some of 
the family won’t speak to me ever again, mostly on the paternal side here in Britain, but I gave up 
caring about getting into their good graces when I switched sides.  I still pretend, occasionally, but 
they can take a flying leap off a malfunctioning Cleansweep, once Voldemort’s gone for good,”  
he told her dryly. 
 
Picking up one of the biscuits he had made, he dipped that in the chocolate, too, and again offered 
her the first bite.  She demurred and reached for a strawberry, getting her fingers gooey as she 
stretched her arm and dipped it in the pot.  Severus watched her suck the sauce from her fingers, 
and cleared his throat, popping his biscuit into his mouth. 
 
[Remind me to coat you in chocolate and lick it off, later…  As for my mother’s side…well, the 
English ones will be mildly scandalized and a bit stiff around you until they decide to thaw—if you 
tell them you were almost picked for Ravenclaw, they might thaw a little faster—but you will 
please my Italian relatives to no end, the moment they hear about you.  Provided it’s after you 
graduate, of course.  They’ve been after me to marry and settle down for years, and wouldn’t care 
that much even if I picked out a Muggle for a wife, so long as she was healthy and made me 
happy. 
 
[The Spanish ones might take a few trips to get to know you, but they’ll probably welcome you 
once they do, about the same as the English ones.  The German side of the family…half will 
embrace you, and half will revile you.  And you know what the latter half can do.] 
 
“Yes, well, they’re always welcome to go swimming with the giant squid, once they’ve taken their 
leap,”  she quipped out loud, smiling mischievously at him. 
 
Severus gave her a mock-frown.  “Miss Granger, I should dock you points for even suggesting 
that.  You are not allowed to traumatize any cephalopods in residence on the school grounds by 
exposing them to the sight of my pasty-white relatives in swimming trunks—do I make myself 
clear?” 
 
She snorted with laughter, and quickly covered her nose and mouth, eyes wide in mortification at 
the ungraceful noise.  Severus grinned and dipped another strawberry, holding her gaze and taking 
the time to lick the chocolate sauce from it as though it were a certain, intimate part of her body.  
Her mouth fell open, barely breathing as he trailed the tip of his tongue over and over the surface, 
cleaning every last little seed-borne crevasse of the bittersweet coating. 
 
{Oh god…lust-puddle!} 
 
His eyes had almost drifted shut, concentrating on his visual seduction of her, but he carefully kept 
her in his sight, wanting to gauge her physical reactions as well as her mental ones.  His loins had 
tightened in his trousers with each lick, until he thought seriously about reaching down and 
unbuttoning his fly.  Instead, he bit into the strawberry, licking the reddish-pink juice from his lips 
as he nibbled and chewed.  [Do you remember the last time you said that to me?] 

 
She blinked, thrown a little by the question.  {What…‘lust-puddle’?} 
 
[It was here, at our prior tea.  I told you I would be happy to spend two or three hours doing 
nothing more than licking you to one orgasm after another…]  He dipped another of the red, ripe 
fruits into the chocolate-pot and started licking that one clean, too.  Projecting undercurrents of 
how much he wanted to dip other parts of her into the sauce for licking. 
 
That dazed look really suited her.  {Oh, god.} 
 
[And do you remember what else we did, sitting at this very table?]  he invoked deliberately, 
swirling his tongue around the pointed tip of the berry.  [Spontaneous…sexual…combustion.] 
 
Her hands fisted on the edge of the table, eyes drifting shut on a barely suppressed moan and head 
tipping back sensually.  Between the soft, velvety drawl caressing her mind, that blatant 
demonstration of his oral skills, and the memories he invoked, she shivered into a small orgasm 
from the mental stimulation, panting shallowly through pink, parted lips. 
 
[You look, ]  Severus told her, studying her raptly, the strawberry in his hand all but forgotten,  
[almost exactly like you do when I’m lying on my back, and you’re sinking onto me, impaling 
yourself…and trying very hard not to cum prematurely.] 
 
{—Mercy!} 
 
Her mental whimper made him chuckle.  He popped the forgotten berry between his lips and 
chewed, still grinning.  [No Slytherin worth his House would ever show mercy to a Gryffindor, 
love.] 
 
Her eyes snapped open in shock.  They narrowed instantly in outrage as she lowered her chin, 
eyeing him as he cast the stem aside and licked strawberry juice from his thumb.  Deliberately.  
{Slytherins should be more careful in what they claim,}  she warned him, her mind-voice husky, 
almost a feminine growl.  Lifting her hand, she feathered it over the biscuits on the tray, selecting 
a long, narrow buttercookie.  Plucking it from the others, she twirled it in the fingers of her left 
hand for a moment, then dipped and swirled it in the chocolate pot.  Drawing it out, she drizzled 
the excess sauce over her other hand as she brought it carefully to her mouth.  Where she paused, 
deliberately, and smiled.  {Gryffindors never back down from a challenge.} 
 
And with that, she slid the entire length of the biscuit into her mouth, closed her lips over even her 
fingertips, and danced her tongue around the treat, slowly withdrawing it.  Licked and sucked 
clean of virtually all traces of chocolate.  It was not a short biscuit. 
 
The dazed look in those dark eyes pleased her immensely.  As did his slack mouth, and the flushed 
tint to his cheeks.  She sucked the biscuit back into her mouth, nibbling on it until it crumbled, 
then swallowed it  and lifted her right hand, with its dark trickle of chocolate, to her face.  Tilting 
her palm flat so that he could see, she licked her lips and trailed the tip of her tongue along that 
bittersweet line up the length of her palm, then licked the chocolate that had stained her fingers in 
long, slow laps of her tongue. 
 
He closed his mouth and swallowed, carefully rebuilding his composure.  It wasn’t easy, trying to 
shift as discreetly in his seat as he could, without her noticing how painful it was to be an aroused, 
seated male in fitted trousers.  [Not bad, my dear, not bad…] 
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{…I didn’t say I was finished,}  she warned him, brown eyes still warm with the fires of 
challenge.  Reaching up, she plucked the chocolate pot from the center of the platter balanced on 
the tea-caddy, and settled it between them, shifting the rosebud and its vase to the side.  Selecting 
another of the finger-like buttercookies, she swirled it in the chocolate sauce until she had a 
veritable gob on the end, then lifted it to her mouth.  And then paused, lips parted, the gooey end 
just over an inch from her mouth.  Keeping it there, until a gobbet of chocolate dripped and landed 
on the creamy curve of her left breast.  She smiled slowly as he stared at her chest, riveted.  
{…Oops.} 
 
Frowning slightly in confusion, Severus stared as she openly licked the excess chocolate from the 
dessert, then slid the biscuit between her lips…several times…before pushing all of it into her 
mouth to let the treat crumble and dissolve.  Even as she chewed, her fingers trailed slowly down 
her throat, down to the swell of flesh constrained by bra and dress, and swirled the first two 
fingers in the dollop of chocolate smearing her flesh.  He watched, hot and breathless, as she 
brought her fingertips back up to her mouth, licking and sucking each one clean in turn. 
 
The sight of his hands clutching the edge of the table pleased her, as did the way he swallowed in 
unconscious, parallel sympathy as she swallowed the bittersweet treat.  He wasn’t going to be an 
easy kill, though; the man had too much self-control and pride.  So, with only the tiniest of smiles, 
she closed in for that kill.  Clasping her hands in her lap, she tightened her elbows inward, 
plumping up her breasts in a trick Parvati had once shown her and the other girls in their dorm-
room, to gales of feminine laughter. 
 
Its effect on the man across from her, however, was no laughing matter.  He swallowed harder, 
couldn’t look her in the eyes at all—she doubted at that moment that he remembered she even had 
a head, let alone eyes—and shifted uncomfortably in his seat, one of his hands disappearing 
quickly below the table.  No doubt to adjust his erection.  They weren’t touching, but she could 
still sense the undercurrents of his mounting passion. 
 
 Her head dipped slightly, and he finally broke his gaze away from her breasts, looking into her 
eyes.  She smiled coyly, dipped her head a little more, then a little further still…turned and tipped 
her chin out of her way…and licked her own breast, smearing the thick chocolate sauce across her 
skin as she lapped away the majority of it. 
 
He choked on an instantly forgotten breath; his leg spasmed with the spontaneous need to thrust, 
thumping his heel audibly against the carpet as half of his body twitched.  Mostly the lower half, 
and the parts needed to draw air…and his wits.  If he hadn’t been sitting down, Severus knew he 
would’ve collapsed.  If he could’ve spared even so much as a pair of bloodcells to make sure his 
brain could function—all of it had rushed straight to his throbbing crotch—he might’ve even 
begged for mercy. 
 
She.  Did it.  Again. 
 
And swirled her tongue over her brown-smeared skin, dimpling her soft flesh under the pressure 
of that obscenely sensual lick. 
 
He whimpered.  Shamelessly. 
 
Folding her arms under her breasts, Hermione lifted them even higher, lowered her head just a 
little bit further…and fastened her lips on that same, saliva-dampened curve.  Sucking on her own 
flesh.  For her coup de grace. 
 

 The final blow for him fell when she lifted her head after several long, torturous seconds, and let 
him see the reddened mark she had made.  Buttocks drawn tight enough in the effort to contain the 
need to ejaculate, the sheer force of which should have suctioned his testicles back into a pre-
pubescent stage, Severus conceded victory.  Bowing  his head to try and hide the devastating sight 
of her, he confessed the sin of his weakness. 
 
[You win…  Mercy…please, goddess, I don’t want to cum in my trousers…when I could cum deep 
inside you, instead.] 
 
Her jaw dropped in astonishment, even as her insides clenched in heated, hungry, wanting 
response.  {Unbelievable!  Even while admitting defeat, you still try to snatch a victory!} 
 
That actually hadn’t been his intent, just an expression of his deepest desire, but Severus didn’t 
correct her.  Lifting his head slightly, he looked at her through the curtain of his dark hair.  [I am a 
Slytherin, my dear.  We are renowned for our ambition.] 
 
“I’m not sure whether to admire you or be flabbergasted,”  she muttered out loud, staring at him. 
 
“…Feel free to be both.  Would you like some Suicide, now?”  he asked as politely as he could 
manage, his prick still painfully tight in his trousers, his bollocks tingling with the need for 
release. 
 
“Some what?” 
 
“Chocolate Suicide.  A triple-chocolate mousse-torte,”  he explained, methodically bringing the 
torte down from the tea-caddy, replacing it with the salver bearing the tea-things so that he would 
have the room to cut her a slice.  “Dark decadence chocolate on the bottom, thick milk chocolate 
mousse in the middle, fluffy white chocolate for the top layer, and a thin coating of melt-in-your-
mouth chocolate fudge to hold it together.   One of my Italian aunts—sort of a cousin, technically, 
but the generation gap is the same as your ‘Uncle Tim’—hexed the recipe out of a Muggle relative 
operating an Italian restaurant over in the States.  She then passed it on to me with the admonition 
that, if I ever needed to seduce a woman into loving me, I was to make this torte, and serve a tiny 
slice to her, each day that I courted her.” 
 
“A tiny slice,”  Hermione repeated dubiously, watching him pick up a knife and cut into the fudge-
coated cylinder. 
 
“Yes, a tiny slice.”  He measured out the width of his thumbnail, and carefully cut that much free 
of the rest of the round, which was the approximate size of a double-layer cake, as tall as the 
length of his fingers and as broad in diameter as the span of his hand.  “Hand me your plate, will 
you?” 
 
She complied.  “It’s chocolate, Severus.  If it’s chocolate, then you offer the woman as much as 
she likes.  Trust me.  I should know; I’m a woman.” 
 
“A woman who has never had Chocolate Suicide,”  he pointed out, tipping the slice onto her plate.  
Rather than handing it back, he picked up the fork laid out next to his napkin, and—mindful of his 
erection—carefully stood, balancing the plate and fork in one hand.  Drawing his chair out from 
the table, he brought it around next to hers, turning it so that they would face each other.  
Reseating himself, he picked up the fork and sliced off a small morsel of the dark decadence at 
one end of the layers.  “Open your mouth.” 
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“Am I not allowed to feed myself?”  she asked, but complied.  He gently tipped the fork past her 
lips, letting her taste the decadence.  Hermione lifted her hand to her mouth to cover it as it started 
watering.  {—Mm!  That’s delicious!  Very dark, and rich…} 
 
[That’s just the decadence layer.]  He sliced off the section of chocolate mousse next to the first 
piece he’d removed.  Holding it up to her lips, he watched as she dipped her head forward, sliding 
it off the tines with her lips. 
 
{…Mm-mm!  Rich and silky-smooth, just the right balance between sweet and bitter, thick and 
creamy.  What’s the white mousse taste like?} 
 
[Finish what’s in your mouth, love,]  he admonished her.  [And don’t rush it.  This isn’t meant to 
be rushed.] 
 
{I’m drowning in my own saliva, Sevvy,}  she retorted, reaching for her napkin.  He waited until 
she had wiped her mouth, then cut off the white mousse and lifted it, with a thin triangle of fudge 
coating, to her lips.  She bit it delicately from the fork, then closed her eyes and moaned through 
closed lips.  {Oh, sweet heaven!} 
 
He smiled, enjoying her obvious pleasure.  Cutting the fork across all three layers in a thin line, he 
scooped them into one mouthful, and fed that to her, next.  And enjoyed the way she flushed and 
rolled it around on her tongue, eyes shut in ecstasy. 
 
{Oh, my…oh, my…that is so bloody rich, all together!  I see now why you only serve someone a 
little bit of it at a time—more, please!} 
 
Laughing softly at her eager request, he fed her bite after languidly served bite, sometimes in 
pieces, sometimes all together, until there was only one thin line of dark, milk and white chocolate 
left.  Scooping it all onto the fork, he set the plate on the table.  As she watched he slid the fork 
between his own lips, pulling it clean and free.  Before she could do more than start to frown, he 
leaned in close and pressed his mouth to hers, parting his lips.  Inviting her to taste Suicide 
directly from him.  Which she did, eagerly.  The harder morsel of dark decadence was the last bit 
to dissolve, passed back and forth between their tongues as they met and battled sensually. 
 
When their lips finally parted, it took Hermione a few moments to regather her chocolate-drugged 
wits.  {You know, I was wondering if you’d ever have some of it, yourself…} 
 
[I have a different dessert in mind.] 
 
Standing, he returned his chair to its original position, then gestured with his wand.  Everything on 
the dual tablecloths but the chocolate-pot levitated into the air and soared toward the left-hand 
hallway, banished to the kitchen.  He assisted her to stand, pulling her chair back out of the way, 
then turned her by the hips and lifted her onto the round little table.  She clutched at his shoulders 
in surprise for a moment, then willingly laid herself back.  {Oh…I was wondering if it might be 
this.} 
 
[Mind the chocolate-pot,]  he warned her lightly, freeing it from under her elbow before there was 
a potential disaster.  Scooting her chair underneath him, he sat down and lifted the heavy, soft 
folds of her skirts up to her knees.  Gliding his hands down, he lifted her calves next, bracing her 
feet on the carved arms of the chair, then slid her skirts higher, until the tops of her stockings came 
into view, and the chestnut-curled treasure beyond.  [Gorgeous…your creamy thighs look 
delectable, my love, encased in scarlet silk like this.  Red really is a good color for you.] 

 
{And your sartorial side shows through once more,}  she teased him, tucking her arms behind her 
back.  {This is the reason why the outfit didn’t come with knickers, isn’t it?} 
 
[Naturally,]  he admitted, trailing his fingertips back up over her knees and down to the tops of her 
feet, clad in low-heeled, red-suede slippers.  [Did the shoes fit?] 
 
{They’re a little tight across the ball of the foot, but they’re leather, so they should stretch.} 
 
He quirked a brow at that.  [Miss Granger, you are a witch.  A simple pedis comfis charm will 
make almost any shoe fit.] 
 
{Oh.  Right.  Well, I was a little distracted by the fact that I had to walk out there knickerless, with 
no idea of when you planned to get around to ravishing me,}  she explained.  {Tailoring my 
footwear wasn’t exactly at the top of my list of things to think about.} 
 
[Then perhaps we should get rid of your most pressing worry, and it will cease to be a 
distraction.]  He leaned forward, then sat back again with a grimace. 
 
Hermione lifted her head,  {What’s wrong?} 
 
[I’ll damage myself if I try to sit forward in this condition, that’s what.]  His fingers unbuttoned 
the placket of his trousers, loosening the restriction around his erection.  [Much better.  Nudge that 
pot a little closer, will you?] 
 
Alarm roiled the currents of her sub-thoughts.  Severus, hands on her knees, ready to help splay 
them wide enough to give him working room, lifted his head, matching the rise of hers as she 
stared wide-eyed down at him.  {You…I…  Er, that is…  
DoyoureallythinkIwouldgowellwithchocolate?} 
 
The squashed-together thought made him blink.  He wasn’t sure what her nervousness was all 
about.  [You actually have doubts?] 
 
{Oh, er…I…}  She blinked at him, then her head thunked back onto the tabletop.  {Help…} 
 
 
Chapter LXXVIII. 
 
He knew she didn’t mean ‘help’ as in ‘get off me, you perverted, kinky beast, before I hex you 
into oblivion’.  That much was clear in her sub-thoughts; she was clearly very turned-on by what 
was about to happen, too.  Severus still hesitated, trying to track down exactly what she wanted.  It 
wasn’t easy; her thoughts weren’t exactly coherent at the moment. 
 
The answer came when Hermione tucked unsteady hands over the wadded folds of her skirt and 
drew it even higher, splaying her knees of her own accord.  Displaying the folds of her body, and 
the distinct gleam of moisture at the heart of her womanhood.  Lots of moisture.  As he watched, 
mesmerized, her kegel muscles flexed and tightened, winking her most intimate flesh like a 
hungry little mouth trying to suck on something.  With it came a distinct undercurrent of need for 
him to be that something.  Any part of him, really, nose, finger, prick, tongue… 
 
[Ah.  That kind of “help”.] 
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She whimpered, fluttered a hand, and something about ‘chocolate’ drifted through her mind.  
Nothing else was coherent, save for her hunger, her need. 
 
[Well, I think I shall promise to oblige…and you know how much pride I take in being a man of my 
word, to you.] 
 
She whimpered, fingers now curling over the edge of the lace-draped table, gripping it with near-
white knuckles in anticipation. 
 
Gently parting her folds with his thumbs, Severus leaned in and lapped at her with his tongue.  
Closing his eyes to intensify the flavor, the scent, the moisture and heat, he gave her precisely six 
strokes, and six only.  More would’ve led to him forgetting entirely about the liquified chocolate 
sitting next to her hip.  As it was, he was sorely tempted to take a seventh taste.  Withdrawing, he 
opened his eyes and released the grip of his left hand on the edge of her soft-fleshed mound, 
reaching for his next task.  Dipping two fingers into the pot, he swirled up a dollop of thick sauce, 
and brought it around her knee. 
 
Hermione knew he had chocolate on his fingers.  Her hearing had turned almost preternaturally 
acute with anticipation, and she’d heard the thick, soft sound of them swirling through the 
bittersweet contents of the spell-warmed bowl.  It was a good thing she could hear so well at the 
moment; she couldn’t have opened her eyes to save her life, unless he got smart enough to ask her 
to look at him.  Since he was clearly busy looking at her, he didn’t bother with something that 
trivial.  But why was the bugger waiting? 
 
[…Maybe I should ask you where, exactly, all this chocolate should go?] 
 
She whimpered again, pressing her knees further out and down, lifting her hips slightly up, the 
only answer she could give at the moment.  No, coherency and…and…other things were not her 
strong-points right now.  Need was.  If she could remember where the muscles in her arms were, 
she might have considered grabbing his head and suffocating him against her crotch, but she could 
only feel each gasping breath as she waited…waited…the bastard… 
 
[I heard that sub-thought…should I make you wait for it until you’ve apologized?  Anticipate just 
how deeply I’m going to smear this confection into your most intimate folds?] 
 
{Abawwa…}  So much for coherency.  She whimpered again, striving with the one brain cell still 
functioning to try and sound particularly pathetic, and in need of instant comforting.  Apparently it 
worked, for the next thing she felt was something warmish and smooth being pressed against her 
flesh, smeared across her inner folds, clinging to her skin.  Her ears picked out the faint sounds of 
cloth rustling, of his fingers scooping out more chocolate, and then she felt it again, a much 
warmer daub, right on the tip of her clitoris. 
 
That started the tremors.  Her breath caught in her throat, turning into a whimper, then into a sob 
as more cloth rustled, more chocolate was dipped—and when two wet, warm, fudgy fingers eased 
up into her weeping body, a groan ripped itself out of her throat.  Dimly, vaguely, she knew she 
was rattling the little round tea table, her body was shaking that hard.  She knew her hips had 
come off the table only when the small of her back slammed into the edge, pulled closer to him by 
the desperate grip of her fingers wrapped around the lace-draped edge.  And she knew she had 
satisfied him with the depth of her reaction—if ever a set of sub-thoughts could be so bloody 
smug, proud and gloating and satisfied with his performance, his masculinity, Severus’ qualified. 
 

She shuddered with an intense aftershock as he pumped his hand slowly, then withdrew his 
chocolate-slick fingers.  Mouth open, panting for air, Hermione sniffed abruptly, scenting two 
enticing aromas approaching in the air.  One was the smell of her own sex, musky and mouth-
watering, the other was the rich bittersweetness of a fine, dark chocolate.  Equally mouth-
watering. 
 
[Open your eyes, love,]  an amused, smug male voice gently ordered in her mind. 
 
They popped open at the command, and focused on two things.  In the distance, Severus Snape 
leaning over her, his mouth curved in a smile as smug as his thoughts, his eyes dark with the quiet 
warmth of a man who clearly knew he had satisfied his woman.  In the foreground, however, was 
his hand.  His thumb was holding his third and littlest fingers folded down, while his index and 
middle fingers were extended, pointed at her mouth.  They were smeared all the way to the the 
back of his hand with chocolate…and another liquid…letting her know just how deeply he had 
pressed them during her orgasm. 
 
[You wanted to know if you would taste any good, mingled with chocolate dipping-sauce.  I want 
you to have the first taste, so you could tell me whether I should lick the rest of it from you, or 
not.] 
 
 Her whimper did nothing to disguise her willingness to comply.  He slipped the tips of his fingers 
into her mouth as it opened, brushing the musky-sweet mix against her lower lip before dipping 
further, allowing her tongue to lick and lap and cleanse the combination from his skin.  Wisely, 
Severus had not stepped up between her thighs to deliver his hand to her lips; had he done so, he 
might have acted precipitously.  As it was, he had to withdraw his fingers from her mouth after 
only half a minute.  Unable to bear the acute state of his own unfulfilled arousal, he grabbed her 
napkin from the table, wiped his hand off impatiently, then slid out his wand while she swallowed 
and licked her lips, eyes locked with his. 
 
He couldn’t do it while she was looking at him.  Closing his eyes, Severus forced himself to 
concentrate.  “Sartorlagen!”  His clothing vanished, reappearing on the couch.  Scattered over the 
couch, and not neatly folded.  He didn’t have the concentration to spare for that.  Opening his 
eyes, he gauged the sight of his sexy partner-in-Veritamoria, the way her gown was rucked up 
wantonly over her hips, closed his eyes again, and repeated the command.  “Sartorlagen!” 
 
Every last scrap of her clothing vanished from her flesh, flumping onto the pink-draped sofa 
beyond the roses in a jumbled heap of red.  Hermione gasped, the sudden coolness making her 
nipples prickle and tighten, waking  her up from her desire-drugged stupor.  She blinked, watched 
Severus’ wand swish and flick, and found herself floated gently off the table.  He walked past her, 
and she followed, cushioned on an unseen bed of air.  He opened a door and they travelled down 
the chilly length of the hall, then opened another door and wafted her into the warmth of his 
bedroom. 
 
Which had also been redecorated.  Burgundy curtains hung from the bed, which had been covered 
in a garnet velvet coverlet instead of a green one.  Ribbons festooned the four posts, replete with 
floor-length streamers.  There were the two standard feather-pillows on his bed, but there were 
also three heart-shaped throw-pillows, one white, one pink, and one red, all three stitched from 
glossy, ruffle-edged satin, and artfully arranged at the head of the bed. 
 
Severus blinked, hard.  It didn’t go away.  The world simply wasn’t that kind. 
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“…I am going to strangle Dobby.  With that enchanted scarf of Miss Lovegood’s…once I’m done 
stuffing his entire sock collection up his arse.” 
 
The woman floating at his side craned her head, straining to see what he was looking at.  As soon 
as the decorations registered—upside-down, from her perspective—she started laughing.  Her 
squirmings as she clutched her naked, spasming stomach reminded him of the task ahead.  
Flicking his wand, he sent her sailing ahead to the middle of the mattress, where the magic let her 
collapse gently into the fuzzy-soft duvet.  Crossing to his dresser as she did so, he opened the box 
he’d placed there earlier in the day, somewhere between waiting for the milk chocolate of the torte 
to set so he could apply the white mousse layer, and drinking his personal choice of contraceptive 
for the week. 
 
Extracting one of the doppleshells, he fastened it around his neck, turned to face her, and stated 
clearly as he dialed the screw-style clasp closed,  “—I am going to make love to you in every way 
I can, and participate in making love to you with however many more of the two of us might come 
along.  My purpose will be to give you pleasure, and follow your and my directions, verbal and 
otherwise, in order to complete these ends.” 
 
Magic tingled faintly along his fingertips.  Taking the other necklace from the box, he crossed to 
the bed.  Severus tossed his wand onto the nightstand, then climbed onto the bed.  She propped 
herself up on her elbows, and he fastened the second odd pendant around her own throat. 
 
“You will make love to me in every way that you can, and participate with however many more of 
the two of us there might be, with the goal of pleasuring yourself and me as much as you can, 
following your and my directions, verbal and otherwise, in order to complete these ends.” 
 
Removing his fingers from the clasp, he pushed her gently back down.  His knees parted her 
thighs, settling a place for himself between them.  Probing her wet core with his penis, he kissed 
her, then slid into her, swallowing her gasp of pleasure.  He allowed himself six thrusts, no 
more—which was a good thing, since from the tight heat in his balls, thrust seven might have done 
him in entirely.  Withdrawing, he reversed his position in relation to her, pleased when she 
squirmed onto her side and reached for his prick even as he pillowed his head on her thigh. 
 
{You’ve got chocolate all over you,}  she observed, swallowing him into her mouth for a 
thorough, greedy lick. 
 
[That’s because you’ve got chocolate deep inside of you,]  he reminded her, nudging her upper 
thigh a little higher so he could coax the thick dessert sauce out of her body with his tongue and 
his lips. 
 
{And whose fault is that, hmm?}  she retorted lightly, bobbing her lips over his shaft, swallowing 
her saliva as it met and melted the sticky sweet coating his skin. 
 
[You’re quite welcome.] 
 
That made her laugh.  Following his sub-thoughted direction, she continued to suckle and nibble at 
his flesh, pausing now and then to keep him from boiling over too soon.  Especially when he 
managed to lick her into an orgasm of her own.  Sucking hard on her flesh, Severus tried to make 
sure all the chocolate had left her body.  Pulling his head back, he rested on her thigh for a 
moment as her quivering slowed and ceased. 
 
[Enjoying yourself?] 

 
{Unh…yes.}  She pressed a kiss to his balls, then began laving them with her tongue. 
 
[Good.  I’m glad.  You’re driving me insane with lust, too.  Now, direct me, out loud and in 
explicit detail, as to exactly what you want me to do to you.] 
 
That stopped her licking.  {…Come again?} 
 
He smiled at the inadvertent pun.  [Yes, that, too.  I mean, direct me out loud to please you.  To 
fuck you, to suck you, to bugger you, to lick your breasts and kiss your lips.  In explicit detail.  I 
shall do the same for you, of course, and I will expect you to comply with my commands as much 
as I will with yours.  We’re teaching our doppleshells to observe and obey, after all.] 
 
{Ah.}  She contemplated that for a moment, then removed her mouth from his scrotum.  “Kiss me 
on the mouth.” 
 
It was an innocent enough request, and a bit mild for what he had in mind, but Severus reversed 
his position once more.  He complied for a few minutes, then pulled back and ordered,  “Kiss me 
on the throat.” 
 
They reversed positions, in that Severus rolled onto his back and Hermione hitched herself up onto 
an elbow, leaning over him so that she could press her lips to the pulse in his neck.  She teased 
him there for a little bit, then ordered,  “Kiss and lick my breasts.” 
 
[A command I like,]  he mused, lifting his head as she rocked her torso over his head, moving 
helpfully into position.  He cupped them in his hands, nipped and nibbled, licked and sipped, until 
she squirmed and drew in a breath to command more.  [—Patience, love.  Mine is the next 
command.]  He propped himself up on his elbows as she shifted back, and ordered with a faint 
smile,  “Lick my stomach.” 
 
She eyed him for a moment, then dipped her head and concentrated on making his abdomen 
quiver.  Her chin brushed against his erection after a little while, which was red with blood and 
quite sensitive.  She finally pulled back and demanded, getting into the spirit of these minute-or-so 
commands,  “Lick my pussy!” 
 
Sitting up fully, he pushed her thighs apart and buried his face in her quim.  Triggering a medium-
sized climax.  That last a bit more than a minute, as he gentled her down out of her orgasm, then 
drove her back up again.  Withdrawing when she teetered on the edge of another one, he licked his 
lips and commanded, tit-for-tat,  “Suck my prick!” 
 
Sighing at having to move, Hermione rolled over, grasped his shaft, and complied, swirling and 
tapping, suckling and bobbing.  Severus touched her arm to get her to lay off, but she didn’t stop 
devouring him. 
 
[Hermione…stop, now; move on to the…next…  ‘Mione, stop, I’m going to cum…’Mione—stop—
oh, god, witch!] 
 
She swallowed the salty, burning jets as quickly as she could.  It still stung her throat painfully, 
and it was an odd sort of seaweedy flavor, but she was getting used to it, and successfully 
swallowed it all without churning her stomach too terribly, or triggering a gag reflex.  Since she 
was the reason for his unplanned ejaculation, she kept suckling and stroking with the hand 
wrapped around his shaft, encouraging him to stay hard.  He concentrated as well, trying himself 
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to maintain his erection as he cupped her head in his hands, fishing the pins out of her hair.  It 
worked; he only deflated a little before rehardening.  She finally sat back, licking her lips with a 
suppressed grimace, ringlets cascading over her shoulders, tickling her breasts. 
 
“Stroke my legs from hips to toes, and back,”  she directed him, stretching out on the burgundy 
coverlet.  He complied, hands stimulating her skin as he stroked lazily, teasingly, pausing to rub 
her feet.  He even dipped his head and sucked on her toes, making her muscles quiver.  She sighed 
and enjoyed the ticklish sensations. 
 
[Tell me to prepare your arse with my fingers,]  Severus directed her, tightening his grip on her 
ankle so she would stop squirming whenever he tried to lick her instep. 
 
{But it’s your turn to direct me,}  she reminded him.  {God, I can’t take any more foot-torture, 
Severus!} 
 
[I know it’s my turn, but we don’t want the doppleshells to get trapped into a back-and-forth 
pattern.] 
 
“Suck and lick my anus, and gently use your fingers to open and ready it for your prick,”  
Hermione  ordered him, tugging her foot free.  He abandoned her lower legs for her upper ones, 
doubling back her knees and licking from her quim to her fundament, swirling his tongue greedily 
along her crevasse.  “Don’t forget the lubricant!” 
 
[It’s on the nightstand.] 
 
Twisting her upper body, she stretched, and ended up over a foot short.  Squirming onto her belly, 
she scrambled for it, snagging the bottle just as he hooked his arms around her thighs.  When he 
saw that she had it, Severus jerked her back closer to him, pulled her lower half up onto her knees, 
and reburied his face between the sweet, lush mounds of her backside. 
 
Hermione craned her head around to look at him, pushing up onto her elbows to take some of the 
pressure off the small of her back. {That was a bit insistent…} 
 
 [The object is to teach the doppleshells to go after whatever they’re ordered to do.] 
 
{You just like being a big, strong, commandeering man,}  she teased, breath hitching as he lubed 
and inserted a finger in her.  {Take charge, take control, take—} 
 
[—And you’re not the bossiest witch in existence?]  he reminded her, shifting his mouth down 
below his fingers so he could tease her clitoris and make her relax a little more under the slow 
pumping of his finger.  [You may be a discipline junkie, my dear, but I suspect that the moment 
you bind me into that bondage frame, you’re going to thoroughly revel in your own 
‘commandeering’ side.] 
 
She laughed, as much from the way he was tickling her flesh as from his teasing.  {I think you’ll 
turn out to be just as much of a discipline junkie as me!  Ooh, two fingers, slow down a little…} 
 
Shifting to the side of her, Severus adjusted his position so that he could use both hands, but not 
quite in the same way, and ordered himself to,  “Spank her pussy!” 
 
Hermione’s head flew up, or as far as it could, given her position.  His free hand aimed and struck 
the soft, curly-haired folds between her thighs, smacking her flesh with a light, stimulating sting.  

“Oh!”  {Oh, god, that felt good…you right bugger!  You know that I still haven’t had the chance to 
Poly and discipline you!} 
 
He smirked and spanked her again. 
 
 Though she couldn’t see that smirk, she could certainly feel it in the undercurrent of his emotions.  
{I’m going to get you for that!]  Squirming, she managed to get herself hunched under his arms, 
her face in his lap.  Her breath gusted along his semi-turgid flesh,  “Tease his prick and ballocks!” 
 
That was all the warning she gave him, before swallowing him down.  Severus swallowed a shout 
of pleasure, gritting his teeth.  [You’re really getting bloody good at that!] 
 
{Practice, practice practice!}  She mouthed the words even as she thought them, and heard a sub-
thought of a ticklish laugh in his mind.  Experimentally, she mouthed a few more words, far more 
naughty words than ‘practice’, eliciting a choked groan.  He spanked her for teasing him, and 
started working a third digit into her fundament, curling his fingers into her arse from the angle he 
was forced to work.  The pleasure-pain was so good, she groaned and trembled in another minor 
climax. 
 
[…I think your sweet arse is ready for me, now.  I can feel your thoughts, too; your pussy is 
positively tingling under my hand,]  he added, giving it one last swat.  [Not to mention your sweet 
mouth will precipitate things in about a half-dozen more sucks, if we don’t change action.] 
 
“Good—bugger me!”  Hermione gasped, releasing his prick. 
 
[Your wish is my fervent desire,]  he breathed in her mind, annointing himself with more lubricant 
as she scrambled around into position eagerly.  Gripping his shaft in one hand and her hip in the 
other, he took aim, lodged his tip, and slowly pressed himself into her.  The hand that had guided 
himself now slipped lower down, gently tickling her clitoris as the ring of muscles did their best to 
strangle his thick flesh.  As slowly as he could, he rocked into her, easing a little more of himself 
into her with each stroke.  He permitted himself six strokes—nice, handy number to remember, 
save that stars were prickling up through his balls—and shouted,  “Stop!” 
 
Withdrawing, teeth gritted tightly against the overwhelming need to cum, kegel muscles clamped 
as tightly as he could to help stave off ejaculation, Severus withdrew from her body and sat back 
on his heels, hands on his thighs.  Prick twitching painfully from the loss of her flesh.  Hearing her 
whimper of loss and need didn’t help, but he did it. 
 
{What…why did you…?} 
 
[I’m…trying to teach the doppleshells to disengage when ordered to stop.  Just in case we have to 
stop during…oh, god, I’m going to fuck you again—]  “—Fuck her in the arse!” 
 
He took aim even as she braced herself, and thrust home roughly, eliciting a grunt of pain from 
her. 
 
[Sorry, love, sorry sorry—oh, god—must cut it off!] 
 
Back arching, hips jutting, Severus tightened his anus as hard as he could, and bucked into a dry, 
sterile, Taoist orgasm.  Completion without ejaculation.  Hermione, panting, waited until his mind 
had cleared a little.  {Erm…why didn’t you use that perineum charm?} 
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It was a good thing his mind had cleared; his lungs were still heaving with semi-unfulfilled lust.  
[Because I’m trying to do this au naturel.] 
 
“Ah.  Fuck my cunt.” 
 
Biting his lower lip, he withdrew from the upper orifice, and plunged slowly, firmly into the lower 
one.  He could feel her soft, desire-flooded folds making way for his passion-sensitized glans, 
ploughed out of the way of his invading flesh, and tightened his buttocks just in case.  A sub-
thought from her after a few thrusts, and he withdrew enough for her to turn over onto her back, 
then braced himself over her and drove himself home.  Leaning his weight on his elbows, Severus 
enjoyed the warm softness of her belly and breasts rubbing against his abdomen and chest, the 
clasp of her thighs over his hips, ensuring that he delved deep with each thrust.  He looked down 
into her liquid brown eyes, feeling love welling up inside of him for his passionate, beautiful 
partner.  “Kiss me.” 
 
Willingly, she complied, lifting her head from the mattress for better pressure.  Reaching up, 
Severus fumbled one of those silly, satin throw-pillows under her hair for support.  The curly 
strands looked almost auburn when sprawled over the crimson fabric, Severus decided as he 
paused briefly to admire her before he kissed her again. 
 
The flex of his hips, the pumping of his shaft, the feel and the taste and the weight of him was 
driving her up towards a climax.  It wasn’t easy to think clearly, but she managed.  {…You took 
your contraceptive, I trust?  Because I want to feel you cumming inside of me.} 
 
[Earlier today.  I promise you, I will never forget to use it.  While it is still needed between us,]  he 
added, letting her feel for a moment his sub-thoughts on the future.  She moaned and shivered in 
his arms, a minor orgasm that pleased him.  [So glad you like that thought; I do, too…  You were 
awfully clean back there; did you do a fundamundic?] 
 
{Yes, damn your sadistic hide.}  But she smiled as she kissed him, and nipped playfully at his 
mouth.  {So…how many children?} 
 
[Oh, god!]  He thrust hard at that, thoughts of her belly ripe with his child, hungry for his seed, 
yearning for his progeny, doing primitive things to his brain and his body.  He stilled himself, 
biting his lip and trying very hard not to cum right then and there.  [Merlin!  That’s a potent 
image.] 
 
Hermione would have laughed, if she weren’t on the edge of a climax herself.  {You said it.} 
 
Severus resumed thrusting, gingerly.  [So…how many children do you want?  It’s a more 
important question for you, since it’s your body that will have to go through the pain and 
discomfort of pregnancy.] 
 
{More than one.  Definitely.  I was a lonely child.  That’s why I ended up turning books into my 
first and closest best friends.} 
 
[Same here,]  he admitted.  He thrust a little more firmly, and smiled at a wicked thought.  [Shall 
we aim for one of each…minimum, like the Weasleys?] 
 
{Bastard!}  She laughed even as she hit his shoulder playfully.  {I am not giving birth to an entire 
Quidditch team!} 
 

[We’ll be married before they come along—as were my parents,]  he reminded her, eyes glowing 
with humor, desire and love.  And a tiny spark of mock-indignation. 
 
{You know I don’t mean it like that.  And I’m still not going to give birth seven bloody times.} 
 
[I know.  But wouldn’t you like a daughter, with your curls and my eyes?  Shouldn’t we keep 
trying until we have one?]  he asked, grinding into her a little more firmly, mashing her clitoris 
and making her moan and shudder in a little temblor of pleasure. 
 
{…I heard that sub-thought.  What makes you think that the first one—or the first several—will be 
a boy?}  she challenged him, narrowing her eyes. 
 
[My masculine superiority tells me so,]  he mocked himself, and gasped as she scratched her 
fingers down his spine in punishment.  Well, it was in pleasure, save that she chided him with a 
mock-glare at the same time.  [Alright!  At least one of each, but not too many!  And I hope they’ll 
be older brothers so she’ll have big, strapping, powerful protectors to keep off all possible suitors 
until she’s at least twenty-five.  She’ll need lots of older brothers, for that.] 
 
{Ruddy macho nonsense,}  she snorted, and nipped at his mouth.  {She’ll take judo lessons, like 
her mum, and be a fantastic Gryffindor.} 
 
[The girls can be in Gryffindor, so long as the boys are in Slytherin,]  he teased, nipping her back.  
Then slowed, meeting her gaze soberly.  […Seriously, I don’t want any of our children to wind up 
in Slytherin.  Especially if You-Know-Who is still alive.]  He chose the euphemism, rather than 
bring that particular name into such an intimate moment.  She nodded, equally sober.  Severus 
resumed rocking his manhood into her, unable to deny the rhythm of their lovemaking for long.  
He chose to lighten the mood a little as he did so.  [But if I’m still teaching, and still Head of 
House, they’d better not wind up in Gryffindor, either.  I wouldn’t be able to stand all that 
gloating.] 
 
{I wouldn’t gloat…much.  Oh—oh yeah, right there,}  she moaned, hitching her legs a little higher 
around his waist.  Belatedly remembering, she made it a command.  “Hook my legs over your 
arms, and fuck me hard!” 
 
[As you wish…]  Sitting up, he caught her calves, pulling her close as he shifted, lifting her hips up 
onto his thighs.  Positioning both of them just so, he took a deep breath, braced her weight, and 
slammed into her rapidly with meaty, slapping thrusts.  From the fireworks that sparked through 
her mind and spilled into his skin, he knew he was hitting her g-spot with each stroke, not to 
mention her clitoris.  Then again, he supposed her gasping moans, which quickly became cries of 
rhythmic pleasure, would’ve told him anyway… 
 
Those sparks of pleasure pooled within his own body, tightening his loins, drawing up his 
scrotum.  Releasing her legs, Severus half-collapsed over her, needing to kiss her when his climax 
hit.  Needing to touch as much of her as possible, to share every single sensation within her mind 
and his.  She wrapped her arms around him, clinging to him, as he drove both of them home with a 
shared groan, their breaths intermingling. 
 
The long, delicious fall down the far side of their passion, and the lazy, equally delicious aftermath 
was a languid continuation of kisses and caresses, as their heartbeats slowed and their breathing 
calmed.  Severus continued to thrust in and out, his pace slower and gentler, his intention clear:  to 
remain hard and ready for more.  It was both difficult and easy; difficult physically, easy 
emotionally. 
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Hermione revelled in his care and concentration, stroking his back, kissing his throat, nuzzling the 
curtain of black hair formed by his bowed head.  {I love how bloody methodical you are, 
sometimes.} 
 
[I do try,]  he agreed.  Tucking his arms around her, he carefully rolled them over.  [On top of me, 
now.  Ride me, as soon as you’re ready…] 
 
Adjusting herself, she complied, rocking herself gently on his chest.  The half-cut spiral shells 
bumped against each other as she did so.  {So…when do we take off the shells, and invite them to 
join the party?} 
 
[Wednesday night,]  he told her.  Then corrected himself.  [No, next Saturday, I think.  Wednesday, 
you have to spend some time working on fixing your failed origami project.  And I think another 
batch of Floo should be started, given the rate you’re using it.] 
 
{Why not tonight?}  Hermione asked as lightly as she could, struggling to subdue the sub-
thoughted impulse to pout.  Thankfully, he didn’t comment on her disappointment, but then, she 
could feel some of his own in the undercurrents of his emotions. 
 
[Because I want to make sure these doppleshells know what a full night’s lovemaking is like, and 
thus will be able to replicate it with suitable variety and skill.  And I want to save something for 
post-Valentine’s Day to look forward to, because I know I’m going to be miserable all day 
Monday, without you,]  he confessed. 
 
She sighed, forced to agree.  {I know; we can’t even meet later in the evening.  That’s when I as 
the Head Girl need to be out and about, breaking up snog-fests in all the hidden nooks that I 
know, and you as the Potions Master need to be stalking about, terrorizing the students into toeing 
the line in all the crannies and nooks you can find.  A pity, but we must each do our respective 
duties to the school.} 
 
Debating for a moment, Severus made up his mind.  Looking up at her, he said out loud, as 
blandly as he could,  “Five points to Gryffindor, for having and acknowledging a sense of duty, 
despite the sacrifices you’ll have to make when following through with them.” 
 
She grinned down at him.  {So carefully phrased!  You said these sorts of things are being 
recorded, somewhere?} 
 
[Keep out of those memories, Miss Granger,]  he chided her, carefully not thinking about any of 
that that.  Carefully thinking instead about how hot and sopping-wet she was, and the way their 
mingled juices from earlier were seeping out of her slit, coating his scrotum.  [Merlin, that feels 
wonderful, tickling my balls like that…dripping from your quim as if you’d just walked through 
half the school with my semen ejaculated deep and hard inside your succulent flesh…] 
 
{Oh, god, yes—think those nasty thoughts!  …Though they’re not really nasty, are they?  They’re 
bloody marvelous,}  she sighed, eyes closed and lips parted as she rocked herself into a minor 
orgasm.  One that quickly became major as he tweaked both of her nipples and flexed his hips up 
in time to meet one of her ragged downstrokes.  {Oh!  Yesss!} 
 
Her pleasure rapidly became his pleasure became his and hers combined.  Gripping her hips, 
Severus ground up into her with a groan, head arched back against the scarlet bedding as he came.  
She slumped on his chest, and he savored her lax-muscled weight, treasured the rippling little 

aftershocks of pleasure that quivered her body and tightened her flesh, giving him aftershocks of 
his own.  Stroking her passion-tangled curls, Severus turned his head just far enough to kiss her 
temple.  His heart was full, and that was a bone-deep pleasure of its own.  [An early, happy St. 
Valentine’s Day, beloved.] 
 
{Thank you…}  A sigh escaped her as she sent it; something beyond contentment warmed her 
from the heart outward as she pressed her lips into the side of his 
neck…happiness…love…defining it didn’t matter.  {You know something?  I am exactly where I 
want to be.  Happy Valentine’s, my love.} 
 
 
Chapter LXXIX. 
 
[I don’t see why I have to arrive with my fingers in my ears,]  Severus complained, stepping into 
the hearth with his index fingers blocking his hearing.  [I already know what the password for 
Gryffindor Tower is.] 
 
{Yes, but that’s not the point.  Ginny and I wanted to invite Luna, and Lavender invited Cho, and 
Parvati invited her twin, Padma, so that’s three Ravenclaws right there,}  she pointed out, taking 
a pinch of Floo powder from her dwindling private supply.  Her storeroom supply was getting 
low, too.  {I’m glad I came early and started working on a new batch of this stuff…  Anyway, it 
was agreed by all the Gryffindors that anyone from Ravenclaw or Hufflepuff who was invited had 
to plug her ears when she was Floo’d to our dorm-room, and could only come by invitation of 
someone from within Gryffindor Tower.  And that they have to be third-year or higher.  Which 
means I can get away with inviting you.} 
 
[It doesn’t really matter if we hear it or not,]  he reminded her, tilting his Polyjuiced head, with its 
long, solitary blond braid and light blue eyes.  [The next set of passwords take effect at midnight, 
tonight.] 
 
{Yes, but it’s the form of the thing, you know.  Ready?—And do try to be a bit more…bubbly.  
Well, not overly bubbly; that’d be a bit of a stretch for you, but do try to be a bit more enthusiastic 
about this thing,}  Hermione urged him. 
 
[Bubbly.  Enthusiastic.]  He drawled the words deliberately, though the mock-sneer accompanying 
them sat very oddly on Professor Frejne’s face. 
 
{Sneering doesn’t suit her face, dear.  Try looking more sardonic, and it might pass.  Got your 
Potion?}  she asked, eyeing him critically.  He was clad in an aquamarine satin set of asian-tunic 
pajamas, cut almost identical to the hot-pink set Hermione had seen the real Defence Mistress 
wearing during the second bout of salamander-fire.  This set had been Transfigured from a pair of 
satin pajamas some relative had given him years ago but which he almost never wore, preferring 
to sleep nude.  They’d been decorated by Hermione with brocaded flowers and embroidered 
butterflies, making him—her—look very exotic.  They’d debated how to arrange all that long, 
blond hair, and had finally settled for the simple, single braid as the easiest to manage. 
 
He glanced down at the satin-red, spaghetti-strap purse slung between altered, curvaceous 
shoulder and hip.  [Yes, for the fifth time.  But I’m beginning to think I should change my mind—] 
 
Oh, he was not getting out of this one!  {—Too late!}  “Gryffindor Tower, seventh-year girls’ 
dorm, trefolium repens!” 
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A whirling flash of green fire, and Severus spun out of the hearth into a room packed with way too 
many females.  Giggling, laughing, chatting…and gaping at him.  His fingers fell from his ears.  
[Oh, shite.] 
 
All in various different kinds of pajamas and nightgowns, from long, flannel, grandmotherly types 
that fastened at wrist and neck and fell to the floor on a Hufflepuff he recognized as a fourth-year 
student, to a daring camisol and tap-pant set that showed off the Ravenclaw Cho Chang’s 
incredibly long legs.  There was even a small knot of first- and second-year Gryffindors, listening 
raptly to the feminine wisdom of their elders…if one could count a bunch of teenaged girls their 
‘elders’.  Pillows and quilts and cushions had either been brought in or Transfigured into 
existence—he thought he recognized a good portion of them from the stacks kept in Finnegan’s 
classroom, no doubt filched for the evening’s activities—and the whole place was a riot of pastel 
colors, with the occasional brighter or darker hue.  He counted over thirty girls, crammed into the 
rounded tower room.  Far more than the six or seven Hermione had mentioned. 
 
Hermione stumbled out of the hearth, bumping into him.  They staggered and steadied themselves, 
and she got a good look at the crowd in the room.  “Holy—!  Lavender!”  she called out, frowning, 
recovering as fast as she could from the shock of this…  “What is this?  You didn’t tell me there 
were going to be this many girls!” 
 
Lavender, reigning over a gaggle of girls grouped around her bed, shrugged helplessly.  “I didn’t 
know!  But I thought we were only inviting students!  When did we start inviting teachers?—Er, 
no offense, Professor.” 
 
Severus took exception to that.  He figured Kathleen would, too.  Straightening, he tugged his 
tunic neat, and gave her an arch look.  At least, he hoped it was an arch look.  “I happen to be 
young enough to remember what girls’ nights were like.  Besides, if anything gets out of hand, I’ll 
be on hand to be in charge.  And it’s ‘Kathy’ for tonight, thank you very much.  I left the professor 
gig in the classroom.” 
 
{Very nice; that actually sounded like her, at the end.} 
 
[Well, you know more about how she acts in class than I do,]  Severus reminded her.  [And you 
promised to prompt me.  I trust that was enthusiastic enough?] 
 
{It’s a start.} 
 
Clearing his throat, he added one more thing.  “I’m also here, girls, under the proviso that you 
don’t talk about my being here, once tonight is over.  I don’t want to get into trouble with the rest 
of the staff, if I can help it.  You Brits tend to get a bit stuffy, once some of you grow old.  And in 
exchange for your silence, I’ll keep silent about this illegal little party, too.  Deal?” 
 
Several of the girls exchanged looks, but the chatter picked up again, without protest or caveat.  
Lavender waived them away from the hearth.  “Don’t block the fireplace, please!  Parvati hasn’t 
come back with her sister, yet—and who knows who else, from Ravenclaw.” 
 
“I think we might be violating some sort of…of fire code,”  Severus offered, picking his way after 
Hermione, who had headed toward her bed.  It was the site of a cluster of third-years, who all 
widened their eyes and started vacating the Head Girl’s four-poster. 
 
Hermione gestured for them to stay.  “Just tidy up a little bit, so, er, Kathy and I can have a seat, 
too.  What are you working on?” 

 
“We’re doing our toenails.  Orla’s mum sent her this really neat book of manicure and pedicure 
charms,”  one of the girls admitted, shuffling her feet out from under the hem of her calico 
nightgown, displaying the purple lacquer that had been enchanted there. 
 
Severus squinted at the purple nails.  There were tiny images embedded in the color, little pink…  
“Butterflies?” 
 
“They flutter and move when I wiggle my toes,”  the girl admitted, demonstrating.  Severus arched 
a brow skeptically, and received a discreet elbow in his side. 
 
“Er…I like them, but…I’m not in a…purple mood.” 
 
“Oh, I could do yours in aquamarine, Professor!” 
 
“Kathy, please.  And…why not?”  he added as Hermione elbowed him again, nudging him with a 
sub-thought to be bloody enthusiastic. 
 
[Remind me to shoot myself if I ever express any curiosity in anything, ever again,]  he muttered, 
eyeing the girl and her tome as if both were hair-triggered detonation spells.  [What the bloody hell 
have I gotten myself into?] 
 
Hermione chuckled, and patted him on the shoulder.  “Up you get, Kathy.  Just don’t bounce on it, 
or I’ll make whoever breaks it, fix it.”  {You are a lesbian in a man’s body, Severus—just go with 
the flow, tonight!} 
 
[…Stop laughing at me,]  he groused.  Or tried to grouse.  It was hard to do so when he had three 
third-years oohing over his feet.  The one who had the book peered at his feet as he perched 
gingerly on the bed, leaned against one of the posts, and propped his feet up on the coverlet.  
Which was Gryffindor red, of course.  Orla Quirke, that was the girl’s name.  She wasn’t even in 
Gryffindor.  “Well?  Are you going to get on with it?” 
 
“You’ve got really dry heels, and they’re a bit callused.  I’ve got a charm in here, somewhere, for 
pumicing and moisturizing.  We’ll start with that.  Penelope, you’re up next,”  she added, flipping 
through the book in her lap.  “We’ll start with the callus-softening spell.  It’s kind of like the 
stone-softening spell; if you can manage this one, you can master that one, and pass the end-of-
term quiz in Flitwick’s class.” 
 
“Oh, I hope so,”  the flax-haired Penelope breathed hopefully.  “I’m having the hardest time 
turning anything soft.  Even my buns, when I help Mum bake them back home, end up quite 
hard.” 
 
“Er…I’m not sure if I—oof!”  [Merlin, your elbow is sharp, woman!] 
 
{Don’t you dare say anything to ruin her self-confidence, Sevvy!}  Hermione warned him, 
disguising the attack by scooting a couple of students off her trunk long enough to fetch out a 
notepad and quill-pen.  {Young girls of this age have very tender egos, all too easily bruised.  Be 
absolutely positive and uplifting, or I’ll steal your hip-flask away, and hold you down while they 
hex you into makeup, high heels and tights.  As a man.} 
 
[You wouldn’t dare!]  “—Oh, for heaven’s sake, Hermione!  This isn’t a classroom!”  he 
admonished her, distracting himself from the pair of girls muttering the callus-charm under their 
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breath, practicing it wandlessly in preparation to actually torturing his altered flesh.  “Put away 
that quill and pad, and…and go get your leg-hairs charmed off, or something!” 
 
“—We’re practicing that over here!”  a fifth-year Hufflepuff piped up from somewhere near the 
hearth. 
 
[Go ahead, go.  You can monitor my thoughts.  And I’ll be cheerful.  Uplifting, enthusiastic, as 
gentle as the wings of a dove on the fragile self-esteems of these budding flowers of femininity.  I 
promise.] 
 
She tossed the pad and quill back into her trunk, thumped the lid shut, and shrugged.  {Well, as 
you’re a man of your word…and a woman yourself, at the moment…}  “Alright, alright, I’m 
coming!  Do these de-hairing charms prevent ingrown hairs?  ‘Cause that’s a real problem with 
the Muggle safety-razors my mum uses…” 
 
“Erm…excuse me?  Professor?  Er—Kathy?”  a tentative voice asked at Severus’ ear.  Mindful of 
his role, and his promise, he gave the girl a gently enquiring look, flinching only a little as the 
third-years cast their charm at his feet.  Thankfully without pain or incident. 
 
“Yes?  …Jessica, isn’t it?” 
 
“Yes—I was wondering,”  the second-year Gryffindor offered diffidently, eyeing Severus’ head 
with a sort of longing shyness,  “you’ve got such beautiful hair—could I brush it?  And…could 
you show me how to braid it?  By charm or by hand, whichever you like.” 
 
What, indeed, was he getting himself into.  Severus looked over at the woman responsible, whose 
lush young body he had worn and enjoyed, which had in turn triggered his interest in learning 
more about the mysteries of being female.  “Hermione!  May I borrow your hairbrush?” 
 
“Of course; it’s in my nightstand, to the left of the bed.”  {Let me guess, Angelica couldn’t resist 
those gorgeous blond locks of yours?] 
 
“Thanks.”  [Apparently not.]  Fishing his wand from the fitted sleeve of his pajamas, Severus 
flicked it at the far end of the bed.  “Accio hairbrush!” 
 
It flipped out of the drawer and smacked into his hand.  He offered it to the girl kneeling on the lid 
of Hermione’s trunk .  He started to let go of the brush, then remembered something, dredged out 
of the depths of his memory from long, long ago.  “—Do you know how to brush really long 
hair?” 
 
The girl shook her head, which was covered in shoulderlength brown locks as straight as his own, 
Transfigured or naturally.  “I’ve never had long hair.” 
 
“Well, my mother taught me how to brush out long hair, by demonstrating on hers, long ago.  It 
fell all the way to her hips, and it was very beautiful.  One of her best features.  Basically, you start 
at the very bottom, and just brush a couple inches at most,”  he instructed her.  “Go ahead, take out 
the bungee and loosen the braid.  Once you’ve got it unbraided all the way to the top, then you 
start at the very bottom.  When the tips are tangle-free, then you add a couple inches higher, and 
stroke all the way down.  Gradually, you’ll get to work your way up to the scalp, and by then, 
there won’t be any tangles at all.  And you never start brushing your hair at the very top, or by 
adding more than a thumblength at most at a time, because that just tightens all the knots and 
snarls into a hopeless mess.” 

 
“Right.  I won’t snarl it up, Professor,”  the girl promised earnestly. 
 
“Kathy, please.  Tonight, I am just one of the girls.”  [And how ironic the truth of that is,]  Severus 
added to himself.  And to his lover, who smiled at him from across the crowded dorm-room, 
before returning most of her attention to the animated discussion of de-hairing spells. 
 
He survived the pedicure with softened heels, painted toes, and even decorated fingernails, 
lacquered in aquamarine with green-winged butterflies that indeed fluttered their wings when his 
fingers and toes moved.  He moved on to the leg-hair group, following in Hermione’s wake when 
she survived that particular set of lessons, and learned how to shape one’s eyebrows by using a 
brow-plucker charm.  Someone showed her how well they could apply eye-makeup with a wand 
and a wave, and a new cleanser spell for removing the stuff, but he didn’t like the way it stung at 
his eyelids, didn’t trust it to clean away everything, and discreetly muttered,  “Muliebris mundic,”  
when the other girl turned her attention to someone else. 
 
Hermione suggested telepathically that he show these girls the Coital Cleansing Charm, he argued 
briefly that he wasn’t going to encourage them in sex, and she told him to not tell them it was 
useful for that.  Grudgingly, he gave in, and that lesson caught on quickly among all the girls, as 
the practiced it on themselves and each other.  And he learned all sorts of hair-care charms, for 
wherever he shifted and moved in the room, there was a gaggle, or more precisely, a giggle of 
girls constantly gathered at his back, brushing and braiding, pinning and charm-curling his—
Frejne’s—long, golden locks with admiring comments and bouts of laughter, depending on what 
sort of conversation was swirling around them at the time. 
 
At one point, there was a clanging from out the stairwell.  Severus didn’t know what that meant, 
but Hermione did, and sent him a mental explanation; that was the alarm bell letting everyone 
know a boy was trying to sneak up the steps and invade the girls’ dormitories.  No doubt the noise 
of so much feminine laughter and merriment had carried all the way down to the common room, 
even though Hermione’s dorm was at the very top of the girls’ tower.  There was a brief bout of 
speculation as to who it was, and some jokes about the randiness of boys, before the conversations 
settled back into more serious, or at least more feminine, matters. 
 
It wasn’t easy, keeping an eye on the clock; girls were shifting about, sometimes obscuring his 
view of the same sort of clock on the mantle here in the dorm-room as he’d seen virtually 
everywhere else in the castle.  When he had about five minutes to go on the first dose of Polyjuice, 
he opened up the little satin hip-purse and extracted the silver hip-flask tucked inside.  Just as he 
tipped himself a mouthful of the teal-colored brew that was Essence of Kathleen Frejne, someone 
exclaimed, 
 
“—That’s a hipflask!  She’s got alcohol!” 
 
Swallowing quickly, almost choking, Severus snatched the flask down and screwed the lid on 
tightly, answering as firmly as she could,  “—It is not!  Alcohol is forbidden on the school 
grounds, outside of the kitchens for cooking sherry and the like, in Potions class where it’s strictly 
controlled by the Potions Master when needed as a potion-ingredient, and in the privacy of the 
teachers’ own quarters.” 
 
“So what’s in it, if not a tipple of Firewhiskey?”  Lavender drawled. 
 
He and Hermione had already covered this possibility, because it was something he knew Frejne 
had actually done, albeit much earlier in the year, back in October or thereabouts.  “It’s allergy 
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medication.  My rooms have a spot of mildew or something that sets me off when the weather’s 
particularly damp, and makes it hard for me to breathe at night.  I had another attack last night, 
and couldn’t sleep very well, so I had Severus whip this up for me earlier today.  The house-elves 
have promised to find and remove the problem, but I say it’s better to be safe than wheezy.” 
 
“…Who’s this Severus person?”  someone asked, one of the first-year Gryffindor girls. 
 
“Severus Snape, you doofus!”  one of the sixth-year Hufflepuffs chided her dryly.  “The greasy git 
who’s our Potions Master?  The black-heart who’s made more students curse and weep than all 
the other professors combined?” 
 
It wasn’t easy, concealing his wince from the girls around him.  Severus ducked his head, using 
the excuse of tucking his flask back into the spaghetti-strap purse to hide his reaction.  It wasn’t 
the girl’s scorn that bothered him, so much as it was the way the mere mention of his name 
subdued the whole room.  Draining it of most of the life and energy it had held only seconds 
before.  [Not exactly the legacy I wanted, if my name alone can such the fun out of a room faster 
than a vampire can suck the blood out of a virgin.] 
 
“Hey, now; it’s only her first year, here!”  Ginny Weasley scolded the other girl, looking up from 
the toenails she was learning how to charm.  “I’ll bet you don’t even know what Madam Hooch’s 
first name is, and you’ve been here as long as I have!” 
 
{You haven’t sucked all the fun out.  And some of it was dismay at the way Rose, over there, was 
treated.}  
 
“…Sorry, Rose.  Yeah, you’d win that bet, Gin,”  the girl admitted with a shrug.  “I don’t know 
her first name.  Bet it’s Brutilla the Hun, or something.” 
 
“Hey, now; be a little more respectful about your teachers,”  Severus chided her.  Then added as 
slyly as he could,  “…And her first name, incongruously, is Hyacinth.  As in the pretty, white, 
multi-blossomed flower.” 
 
“An unlikely name, for such a dyke,”  someone else muttered, a fifth-year Ravenclaw. 
 
[…Dyke?]  The term was vaguely familiar, but he couldn’t quite place it. 
 
{Lesbian.  A dominant, aggressive, macho lesbian.} 
 
A snort escaped him as he tried not to laugh.  Severus couldn’t help himself—that described the 
Quidditch Professor to the hilt, as far as he knew.  His spasms caught the attention of several of 
the others, who gave him enquiring looks.  “…Well, I don’t know if she’s a lesbian, but she’s 
definitely dominant, aggressive, and occasionally, decidedly macho—but you didn’t hear that 
from me,”  he covered his arse quickly,  “and if you ever mention it beyond tonight, even so much 
as once, and I get wind of it from anyone, I’ll assign all of you the nastiest detention I can think of.  
That’s a promise.” 
 
“—The nastiest detention would probably be one spent with Professor Snape,”  Cho muttered 
from her perch on Hermione’s bed, having her nails done by a fourth-year with, who in turn was 
having her toenails done by the youngest Weasley.  “He’s so nasty, and so ugly, it gives me the 
creeps!” 
 

“I don’t think he’s ugly,”  Chelsea Hummers offered; she was a dark-skinned girl, a Hufflepuff 
seventh-year, with bushy black hair currently being tamed into thin, zigzagging rows of braids by 
Luna Lovegood, whose own hair had been cornrowed in turn by someone else’s wand, albeit in 
wavy lines along her scalp, not long, crisp angles. 
 
To the surprise of the object of their debate, the room divided itself almost instantly into two near-
equal halves, with all sorts of opinions being voiced, all at once. 
 
There were, of course, the Snape-haters:  “Come off it!”  “Eww!”  “I’m trying to eat a chocolate 
frog, here, so don’t gross me out, please!”  “What are you, some sort of deviant?”  “Urgh—I’d 
rather be a lesbian, and snog Hooch!”  “There’s something about his profile that just gives me the 
shivers!” 
 
And, to his surprise, the Snape-fans:  “I think he’s handsome, in a dark, brooding sort of way.”  
“Well, if you’d clean up his hair and his attitude, he’d be a ruddy handsome git!”  “He does look 
sexy in black.”  “Vector’s got a pot-belly, but I’ve never known Snape to have one.”  “There’s 
something about his profile that just gives me the shivers, too, but in a good way.”  “—Haven’t 
you see the length of his nose?  And the length of his feet, and his hands?  The man’s probably 
built like an elephant!” 
 
That one made him blush.  It also made the girls in the room burst into laughter, even the ones 
who’d been on the anti-Snape side.  “Hey, ‘Mione!  You’ve got an opinion on everything,”  Luna 
called out to the Head Girl.  “What do you think of our resident vampire-lookalike?” 
 
Hermione gave the Ravenclaw girl a quelling look, then slanted her gaze to ‘Kathy’. 
 
“Yes, do tell, ‘Hermy’.  What do you think of Severus Snape?”  Severus quizzed her.  “Sex-object, 
or nightmare?” 
 
“Well,”  she stated carefully, as most of the room glanced her way,  “after seven years of 
observing the Potions Master…I’d have to say he’s one of the most repressed men I’ve ever seen.” 
 
[What the bloody hell does that mean?] 
 
“So you’re saying you don’t like him?”  Lavender enquired before Hermione could reply, lifting 
her head from the divination cards she’d laid out for one of the fourth-years sitting with her on her 
bed. 
 
“And here I thought you always liked defending him.  Or was it just because you think he’s a good 
teacher?”  another Gryffindor asked her. 
 
“Well, he certainly knows his way around a Potions lab,”  Ginny offered briskly, joining the 
conversation.  “I’ll grant him that much.  And I kind of like how he’s so strict and demanding.  
When I knew I got into his Advanced Potions class, I knew I’d really outdone myself on my 
O.W.L.s.  Only McGonagall is as tough as he is to please…if you subtract his general nastiness 
toward anyone who’s not a Slytherin.” 
 
There were nods of agreement at that, mostly from the older students, the ones who’d learnt 
something of the value of their educations.  Lavender, however, didn’t give up her question.  
“Well, ‘Mione?  What’s the verdict?  Do you…dream about him at night?” 
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Hermione blushed and levelled her dorm-mate a firm look.  “I stand by what I said.  He’s very 
repressed.” 
 
“Yes, you told us—but whatever do you mean by that?”  Severus prodded her, just as curious as 
the girls around them. 
 
Hermione picked her words carefully, in reply.  “He…well, it’s obvious to me that the man has a 
lot of passion bottled up inside of him.  He really loves teaching, but he really hates most of his 
students.  He really favors Slytherin, and he really detests Gryffindor.  He’s always one way or the 
other—really quiet and intense when extolling the virtues of some potion ingredient, and as 
furious as an exploding volcano when he’s spewing his anger at some student who’s done 
something wrong.  But most of the time, he keeps it all bottled up inside.” 
 
“But what does that mean?  Are you pro-Snape, or anti-Snape?”  the Snape in question pressed.  
[Yes, it’s unfair of me to ask, when I know the true answer—but I want to know what you’re going 
to tell these girls, my dear.] 
 
“Yeah—do you want to shag him, or vomit?”  Chelsea offered bluntly—as bluntly as Hooch 
would’ve, Severus observed silently. 
 
“I think, for the right woman—one with an iron constitution and a steel-plated hide,”  Hermione 
teased the subject of their topic secretly, {—you know I don’t mean it, love—}  “—he would be an 
absolutely smashing lover.”  That was met by groans and catcalls.  She blushed, but asserted 
herself.  “No, think about it, really!  All that passion…and that long nose…focused on one 
woman.  All that determination, turned resolutely towards giving her pleasure. 
 
“If he could ever be nice enough to a girl long enough to convince her to snog him, if he could be, 
I think he’d be good at it.”  She paused, and sent swiftly,  {Pardon this next bit; you know I don’t 
really mean it, but I don’t want to give the game away, either…}  “…But not when he’s being an 
icicle-pricked git.  Which he most obviously is, most of the time.  I’m not surprised that he’s all 
alone and unloved, really.  If you want others to find you attractive, you have to really make sure 
your personality and attitude are attractive.  All the beauty-charms in the world won’t fix an ugly 
soul, and his is most unlovable, just from what I’ve seen in the classroom for the past seven 
years.” 
 
[That could’ve hurt , if I thought for a minute that you meant it.] 
 
{That’s why I warned you, love.} 
 
“I think he’s gay,”  someone else said.  “You all heard that rumor going round, right after the start 
of the term?  He’s never flirted once with any female, student or adult, that I’ve ever noticed.  Not 
even when he goes into Hogsmeade to chaperone the Slytherins on the occasional weekend visit.” 
 
“I don’t know,”  Ginny countered doubtfully, tapping her wand to seal a top-coat on the toenails 
she’d been decorating.  “I’ve never seen him looking at another male in that way, either.  In fact, I 
don’t think he has a prick, at all.” 
 
“—Not with that nose!”  Chelsea retorted, and poked her thumb over her shoulder at Luna, who 
was almost done with her hair.  “If he’s got no prick, sweetie, then she’s got no breasts!” 
 
Considering Luna had filled out even more ripely than Hermione had, the comparison was obvious 
to Severus.  It was also a little disconcerting, to know that girls talked almost as openly as guys did 

about such things, but with less of an overt, crudely sexual overtone.  It was astounding, the 
difference in the ways the two genders talked when they got together in large, private groups.  [I 
think I’m actually glad you tricked me into coming, and bullied me into staying.  This is sort of 
fascinating, in the same way as watching a train-wreck, or one of your and your two friends’ 
harebrained schemes…] 
 
{Then you’re enjoying yourself?}  Hermione enquired, trying not to smile too much. 
 
[Well, not the mud-slinging half of them are doing to me…but…yes, I think I am.  It’s certainly 
been educational, if nothing else.] 
 
{I’m glad.  And you’ve been fitting in very well.} 
 
He flashed her a grin.  [I give up.  I admit it.  I’m a lesbian in a man’s body.] 
 
{Glad to hear it.} 
 
The fire in the hearth across from Hermione’s bed flashed green, disgorging three people.  Two 
had the naturally tanned skin and black hair of Indian ancestry; one of those two was holding the 
same pose as the leggy, long-haired blond in hot pink pajamas next to her, pinky fingers inserted 
in their ears. 
 
 
Chapter LXXX. 
 
[{Shite!]} 
 
Frozen in terror, Hermione and Severus both stared at the real Kathleen Frejne.  Who unsquinted 
her eyes from her dizzying mode of entry, glanced around the dorm-room in curiosity…and 
snaped her gaze back to her aquamarine-clad counterpart. 
 
Both Frejnes blinked.  The real one lowered her hands slowly, warily, her original American 
accent unearthed by her uncertainty.  “…Well.  This is unusual.  I get invited to a pajama party 
after helping tutor the twins, here, with a tricky Defense lesson…only to find I’m already here.” 
 
Heads whipped back and forth.  A lot of those gazes flicked to the Head Girl, who had brought the 
aquamarine-clad version among them.  Hermione, flushing, jumped to her feet.  “—I can explain!  
Er, sort of…” 
 
“Oh, yes, please do explain, Miss Granger—nice pajamas, by the way, whoever you are,”  the real 
Frejne added, padding over to Severus, who unfolded his Polyjuiced version of her body, standing 
warily. 
 
Severus, uncomfortable, replied stiffly,  “Thank you.” 
 
“—Well?”  Lavender prodded Hermione, who was holding her breath.  “Which one is the real 
one?” 
 
“Er…the one in pink,”  she confessed, reminding herself to breathe.  “But…well, the one in 
aquamarine didn’t think she’d be welcome in her natural state, so I, er, gave her a draught of 
Polyjuice, with…erm…a bit of the real Professor’s hair in it.” 
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“’In her natural state’,”  Frejne murmured, eyeing Severus.  “Do tell, what sort of state is that?” 
 
Severus lifted his chin, taking a page from Hermione’s usual guidebook of Brazing It Out.  It 
wasn’t as if he had any better ideas.  Planting his hands on his hips, he eyed the other professor 
coolly.  “I’m a Slytherin.”  That caused a lot of gasps.  He slanted a look at the rest of the room.  
“But you Gryffindors have such a distrust of and disgust for all Slytherins, regardless of whether 
or not some of us have actually done any of you any harm, I didn’t think I’d be welcome in this 
little gathering any other way.” 
 
“—And I’ll have you notice that she’s behaved very nicely, the entire time she’s been here,”  
Hermione pointed out quickly, staunchly defending him before anyone could voice a protest.  
“Not one cross word, not one insult to anyone—a feat, I’ll remind some of you, that certain others 
in this room haven’t managed to attain.  Even though they aren’t in Slytherin themselves.” 
 
“’Mione, please tell me you’re not going to start championing Slytherins like you did house-
elves?”  Ginny pleaded her.  She flicked a quick, apologetic look at the fake Frejne.  “—No 
offense.” 
 
Severus snorted.  “I’ve heard of her little house-elf project, and I’d think it’d be about as effective 
on my fellow Slytherins as it was on them.  And about as welcome.” 
 
Hermione gave him a pointed look.  {Ouch.} 
 
His return gaze was apologetic.  [Sorry, love.] 
 
{Forgiven.  I was a bit over-fanatical about S.P.E.W., trust me, I do know it these days.} 
 
[Your heart was in the right place.  You just should’ve listened more to their hearts, too.] 
 
“Ladies, please,”  the real Frejne interjected.  “If this girl has been behaving herself, and will 
promise to keep all that she’s learned in here a secret—” 
 
“—I already did that,”  Severus interjected, folding his arms across his—her—chest.  He was 
getting better at doing that, maneuvering his limbs around his borrowed breasts with a minimum 
of squashing and awkwardness.  “And I’ll stand by my promise.  On the new condition that no one 
asks what my true identity is.  I don’t want to get ambushed and hexed half to death by anyone 
with an anti-Slytherin grudge, tomorrow morning.” 
 
“—Then, that’s settled.  She can stay.  But not as me.”  A wand whipped out of nowhere, 
thwapping Severus on the head even as he yanked out his own.  She was too fast for him, though.  
“Sungse tsuin!” 
 
He flinched as magic tingled over his scalp…but nothing else happened, that he could tell. Until 
she reached up and pulled a fistful of long black hair over his shoulder.  Severus eyed it, then his 
fellow instructor.  “…You changed my hair colour?” 
 
“I always wondered what I’d look like with dark hair.  I must say, it really intensifies the blue of 
my eyes,”  the Defence Mistress told him, smirking slightly.  “Oh, by the way—thirty points from 
Slytherin, for impersonating a professor, plus a detention…and twenty points to Slytherin, for 
such excellent taste in clothes.” 
 

[I can’t do a detention!]  Severus protested, glancing at Hermione for help.  [It was your ruddy 
idea to invite me along to this madhouse!]  
 
“Professor, you can’t give h…her a detention!”  Merlin, she’d almost said him.  “In order to do 
that, you’d have to know who she is, and if you so much as even ask, she’d be free by the terms of 
her promise to talk about the rest of us all over the school!” 
 
[That piece of blackmail-twisted logic should’ve earned you a place in Slytherin, my dear,]  
Severus murmured, admiring her astonishingly quick wit.  [I doubt it will work, of course—] 
 
“You regrettably have a point, young lady.  Alright.  Instead of a detention…I want those 
pajamas.” 
 
“What?”  Severus eyed his fellow professor, his arms loosening across his chest at the off-the-wall 
demand.  “You want my pajamas?” 
 
“Tomorrow morning, on my desk, before the start of my first class.  Since Hermione knows who 
you are, she can deliver them for you.”  Frejne eyed him pointedly.  “It’s either those gorgeous 
pajamas, or a detention, and a hexing from all the girls in this room.  And since I don’t know 
which Slytherin you are, or even what grade you’re in, I can only say that a lot of the girls in here 
are at the top of their classes.  Even the absolute best Slytherin in my senior class wouldn’t be able 
to defend herself for more than a minute against such a combination of talent.” 
 
“…Alright.  You’ll get the pajamas.  But not until tomorrow.  I am not walking out of here 
starkers!”  he insisted, refolding his arms. 
 
He heard Hermione giggle in the back of his mind.  {Oh, very nicely played!  You’ve got that 
feminine indignation down pat, right there.} 
 
[So give me an acting award.]  He glanced around him, gauging the now less than friendly looks 
being aimed his way.  [I think I should go.  I don’t think I’m welcome here, anymore.] 
 
{Perhaps you should,}  she agreed, a little depressed by the idea. 
 
“—What’s this you’ve done with my nails?”  the Defence Mistress asked him, tugging one of his 
hands free.  “Little butterflies?  Oh, they move!  How clever!  Do you know the charm for this?” 
 
“Yes; I just learnt it,”  Severus found himself confessing. 
 
“Wonderful!  You can teach it to me.  The moment you stop learning, you’re as good as dead, I 
always say—by the way, what should we call you, for the rest of the night?” 
 
“I, er, was calling myself ‘Kathy’,”  he confessed, letting himself be drawn off by the other long-
haired woman towards an unoccupied trunk, the one at the foot of Parvati’s bed. 
 
Frejne wrinkled her nose.  “I never liked ‘Kathy’.  I preferred ‘Kathleen’, or ‘Kath’ if someone 
absolutely had to shorten it.  Tell you what—you continue to be Kathy, and I’ll be ‘Kathleen’.  So, 
how does that fingernail charm go?  Are there any other animated patterns besides butterflies that 
you can pick?” 
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“Orla has the book with all the selections in it,”  Severus told her, grateful to notice that, with the 
popular teacher’s acceptance of his presence, the other girls’ hostility had eased, almost vanishing 
entirely.  “I picked the butterflies to go with my pajamas.” 
 
“Yes, they do go very nicely.” 
 
Severus nodded agreement, then looked over his shoulder.  “Hey, Orla, may I borrow that book?  
Kathleen wants to see what the variations are for the lacquer-paintings—oh, and what page was 
that callus-softener spell on?  You’ve got to try it, and the moisturizer,”  he added, getting back 
into his role of being a female once again, though it caused Hermione to snicker in the back of his 
head.  “My feet felt so much better after I let them try it on me, it was almost unbelievable.  And 
since my feet are currently your feet, I think you’d really love it, too.” 
 
{My god, Severus, that was positively bubbly of you!  And how absolutely enthusiastic, too,}  
Hermione told him, so amused that she was laughing out loud.  Or rather, snickering into her hand. 
 
[I always thought I’d have made a fairly decent actor.  I’ve certainly had plenty of practice, 
dissembling all these years as a spy,]  he acknowledged dryly, if with a touch of pride.  Accepting 
the book being passed his way, he searched through the volume for the callus-spell.  “Let’s start 
with your feet, shall we?  Don’t be nervous; I’ve already practiced this spell on two others.” 
 
“Have you?”  Kathleen inquired. 
 
“It’s sort of an unofficial requirement of the night—if you have it done to you, then you have to 
learn how it was done, so you can do it yourself, too.” 
 
“An unusual teaching method,”  Kathleen observed,  “but I’d imagine a highly effective one, in a 
setting like this.  Okay, dark-haired me, teach me how to take care of my feet!” 
 
The evening progressed almost normally, from that point.  Almost, save that Severus really wasn’t 
sure what was ‘normal’ for one of these things, and Hermione wasn’t that much more 
knowledgeable.  Having taught his fellow teacher how to give herself pedicures and manicures, 
Severus found himself shanghaied into learning how to cornrow-braid someone’s hair, but 
demurred on letting anyone do it to his knee-length tresses, on the grounds that it would simply 
take too long.  Afer that skill was mastered, he found his wrist gripped by none other than 
Lavender Brown, who hauled him onto her bed and thumped a deck of cards into his hands. 
 
“Okay, ‘Kathy’, shuffle those cards, and let’s divine your love life!”  the Gryffindor drawled. 
 
Severus eyed the cards with distaste, unable to keep it from his face.  “…I’m not that fond of 
Divinations.  I think I’ll pass.” 
 
“Uh-uh.  You’ll get your future read, the same as everyone else,”  Miss Brown asserted.  “Shuffle 
the cards.” 
 
{Oh, just go ahead and give in to her,}  Hermione encouraged him, finishing up the last touches to 
her own manicure, under Kathleen’s guidance.  {I’ve found it’s easier than arguing with her.  
What’s the worst she can predict?  That you’ll fall in love with someone short, curly-haired, and 
female?} 
 
[That would be worst, because you’re not all that short, in my opinion.] 
 

{Sweet-talker.} 
 
“Shuffle the cards, ‘Kathy’.  And focus on your love-life as you do so,”  Lavender instructed him. 
 
He shuffled the cards, an Egyptian Tarot deck, eyeing his partner in Eromantic crime.  Divination 
was far too imprecise for his taste; he was a staunch proponent of more methodical magics.  
Arithmancy, Transfiguration, and Potions, of course.  Ephemeral studies just didn’t hold the same 
satisfaction.  In fact, the only unquantifiable bit of magic he wanted to study for the rest of his life 
was his lover.  Hermione.  She was as contrary as quicksilver, a metal that was usually a liquid at 
room-temperature.  As satisfying as a neatly summed equation.  As seductive as a potion. 
 
His hands stopped shuffling the cards of their own accord.  Setting them down on the bedspread 
between them, he looked up at Lavender.  “Now what?” 
 
“I’ll need your birthdate,”  he was told. 
 
Severus arched a brow skeptically.  “If I give you my birthdate, you could trace my identity, 
Lavender.” 
 
“Oh.  Right.  Forgot about that.  Well, you count out the cards, then.  One number for the month, 
one for the day of the month, and one for how old you are.” 
 
“Physically, or temporally?”  Severus couldn’t help smiling at her puzzled frown.  “I’m in the 
Defence Mistress’ body at the moment, remember?  She’s not the same age that I am.” 
 
“Pick one.” 
 
Someone called out a question to Lavender as Severus started shuffling through the cards.  While 
she was distracted, he quickly counted out the fourth card, for April the fourteenth for his 
birthday…the thirty-fourth for his current physical age, and the forty-first card for how many 
years he’d been alive. 
 
{Did I hear your sub-thoughts correctly?  Is your birthday April 14th?} 
 
[Let me guess; you’re going to file that one away in the same place that you keep my middle 
name.] 
 
{Got it in one!  My birthday’s September 19th.  Not quite half a year offset from yours.} 
 
Lavender looked down, and frowned softly.  “Four cards?  You only needed to pick three, you 
know.  I didn’t count how many you shuffled through.” 
 
“Don’t ask, don’t tell.” 
 
{All done!  Wait for me; I want to hear your reading,}  Hermione told him, leaving her bed and 
wading through the pillow-and-student strewn floor to join him on the bed.  She sat behind him, 
close enough to touch his shoulder as she peered at the cards on the red coverlet of Lavender’s 
bed.  “So, have you read her cards, yet?” 
 
“I’m just about to.  She’s thrown in a ringer-card, though.  Well, let’s see…ooh, Isis!”  Lavender 
cooed excitedly.  “That’s Major Arcana, the Empress, and very powerful.  You’re being helped 
along in your love-life by another woman,”  Lavender told him.  “Not only is she helping you, 
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she’s saving you, somehow, or maybe mentoring you.  Either way, the two of you have a physical 
and mental harmony of sentimental value—either a mentor, or a relative…or a lover.” 
 
Severus blushed as several of the girls listening around them tittered.  “Get on with it.” 
 
Lavender eyed Hermione and him for a moment, then returned her gaze to the second card.  
“Hm…Queen of Heset—that’s Queen of Cups, the suit of sublimation and transcendency.  Her 
presence basically means from out of evil, you will extract good, and from out of good, you will 
extract greatness.  Another positive omen,” Lavender observed.  Severus rolled his eyes briefly; 
Hermione resisted the urge.  Her fellow Gryffindor eyed the next card and blinked.  “…Oh, my, 
Hathor, Goddess of Love, and the Major Arcana of the Lovers.  You have a faithful female friend 
or companion who is very important to you—Hermy, darling, is there anything you want to tell 
us?” 
 
“Sod off, Lavender.  If I were homosexual, I’d be a gay man trapped in a woman’s body.” 
 
That caused her lover to choke on a laugh.  Severus didn’t know until that moment that he could 
snicker.  Maybe it was his current body.  Hermione thumped him lightly on the shoulder.  
{Behave.} 
 
“—Ahem.  Yes.  Well, so long as this faithful companion of yours stays by your side, ‘Kathy’, you 
will do well, but if she ever leaves you, then you’ll most likely be in serious shite.  So, who’s your 
girlfriend?” 
 
“As much as I hate to imitate Granger, sod off,”  he muttered, as more giggles accompanied the 
reading.  Thankfully not everyone in the room could hear this nonsense.  Even more thankfully, no 
one here save for Hermione knew who he really was.  “The last card, before I lose my patience?” 
 
“Well, it’s the Charioteer of Ankh, the Knight of Swords.  You’ve got some sort of great struggle 
looming in your future,”  Lavender asserted. 
 
[Oh, ruddy brilliant.  Like we’re not all suspecting that Voldemort will try to make another attack 
on the school, perhaps in a second attempt at killing Potter…] 
 
{Hush, I want to listen.} 
 
“…But you have within you an indomitable force, a great power that will help you triumph in the 
face of your greatest adversity, provided you do not surrender to your weaknesses in the struggle 
to achieve the permanency of your greatest desire.” 
 
“How elucidating.  You’re next, Hermy.”  Scooting over, he dragged her into his spot, and looked 
over her own shoulder.  “Shuffle the cards, there’s a good little guinea pig.” 
 
“Sod off, ‘Kathy’.”  Picking up the deck, she looked at her room-mate.  “What’s this reading for, 
again?” 
 
“Think of your love-life,”  Lavender instructed her.  And flicked a pointed look at Severus.  
Teasing her about the Slytherin’s lesbian-esque card-reading. 
 
“Considering how many times these readings have turned up nothing, maybe I should think of my 
N.E.W.T. scores,”  Hermione said as she looked at him, too.  Her hands flicked through the stack, 
riffling the cards with her thumbs at the corners, then piffling them by touch, pulling out a section 

and dropping bits of it to the front of the deck in randomized order.  {I don’t put much store in 
these predictions.  I prefer to think of them as entertainment only…but you have to admit, yours 
almost sounded true.} 
 
[Generically true,]  he dismissed. 
 
She wasn’t so sure, and focused her thoughts on him, on how much she admired, liked, respected, 
and loved him.  {I don’t really care what the cards say; I’m doing this for entertainment, and 
because it might be amusing to see what she’ll claim they say about you, secretly.  I also say that 
my future is with you.  We make our own Destinies, after all, out of the odds and ends that Fate 
handed us.  I didn’t have to fall in love with you when you applied the Veritamoria.  I didn’t have 
to fall in love with you when I had a crush on you for all those years.  I love you because you’re 
you, and I choose to love you.} 
 
The weight of the stack of cards, larger and thicker than a standard playing deck, convinced her 
fingers to stop as she finished her thought.  Counting through them, she selected the ninth, the 
eighteenth, and nineteenth cards, turning them face-up for Lavender to diagnose however she 
liked. 
 
“The Charioteer of Kheprera, the Knight of Coins.  The ill-fortune that comes your way must be 
grasped firmly and wrested out of your way, through the mightier-than-known strength of your 
inner resistence to evil,” Lavender intoned.  “If something should cause you to fall, stand up, and 
you will rise stronger than you have ever known.” 
 
[I suppose you’re going to say that this is what you did when you were first kidnapped?] 
 
{Only with your help, love, if any of this applies at all,}  she returned calmly.  “Next card?” 
 
“Ptah, or the Major Arcana of Strength.  Huh,”  Lavender said, looking up sharply at Severus and 
Hermione both, eyes alternating between the two in a puzzled, disappointed sort of way. 
 
“What?”  Hermone prodded her. 
 
“Oh…well, it just shot down my theory, that’s all.” 
 
“Sod off, Brown,”  Severus told her.  “Just read the card.” 
 
“Well, Ptah represents your emotional life, and yet it also covers the masculine principle, strength 
and reliability.  There is a companion beside you, but…it is a male figure, not a female one.  
Should you lose this man in your life, it would probably be the catalyst for a very disagreeable 
stretch of your life.” 
 
“So what has that to do with your theory?”  Severus prompted the brown-haired Gryffindor.  “And 
what’s the theory, anyway?” 
 
“That you and she were lovers, but if she’s got a masculine lover awaiting her, then there goes that 
idea.  But you could still be a gay man, ‘Kathy’, deep down inside that feminine exterior,”  
Lavender teased. 
 
“Like the Slytherin said, sod off.  And the last card?”  Hermione asked, curious in spite of herself.  
{You know, generalized or not, so far this is being fairly accurate…} 
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Lavender studied it.  “If this is a reading on your love-life, it is really bizarre.  That’s Bes, the 
Magus of the Major Arcana.  Good beginnings, material successes, morality…and a repugnant, 
shallow exterior sheltering unexpected virtues and untold riches from those who cannot or refuse 
to see beneath mere surfaces.  The way how this reading is going, Hermy…the love of your life 
could very well be Severus Snape!” 
 
That earned her prediction lots of groans and sympathetic mutterings.  Hermione flushed and gave 
Lavender as dark and dirty a look as she could manage—maybe even like that narrow-eyed glare 
that she’d admired once before on her lover’s version of her face.  Severus didn’t help; he leaned 
his chin on her flannel-shirted shoulder and smirked openly. 
 
“…Well, well, Hermy, I may be a lesbian, according to Lavender, here,”  he drawled in Frejne’s 
dulcet, mezzo tones, and added mentally in his own voice,  {…trapped in a man’s body…}  “but it 
looks to me like you’re going to wind up as Mrs…Severus…Snape!” 
 
That piece of mockery sparked a round of laughter that flushed Hermione’s cheeks even hotter.  
She knew what he was doing; they shared the same sub-thought on the matter—turn it into a 
laughing matter, and it would quickly be forgotten.  Protest too much, and it would be 
remembered and gossiped about for months.  She gave her lover a discouraging look.  “Sod off, 
‘Kathy’.  Besides, I’m not dropping my last name for anyone; he can bloody well hyphenate his 
after mine!” 
 
Luna, listening over by the windows, a tangle of yarn in her lap, shrieked with laughter, in the 
overly-hysterical way she used to do back in her fourth and fifth year.  “—Oh my god!  Your 
initials will spell out HUGS!!” 
 
[…How did she know what your middle initial was?]  Severus asked, frowning in curiosity.  [I 
thought you really hated it, and wouldn’t tell anybody.] 
 
{Ask her how she knew Ron’s full name is Ronald Eugene Weasley—she just knows these things,}  
Hermione returned dryly, shrugging.  {She probably asks her dad’s research department, down at 
the Quibbler.} 
 
“—Hermione’s got a boyfriend!  Hermione’s got a boyfriend!”  Ginny sing-songed teasingly from 
halfway across the room.  “…Although I wouldn’t chose to be ‘Mrs. Granger-Snape’, if I were 
you.  It just sounds shudderingly wrong.” 
 
[Wrong, like…avocados and maple syrup?]  Severus teased, bumping Hermione’s shoulder. 
 
{Stop turning me on,}  she protested as she bumped him back, albeit with a laugh. 
 
“Maybe you can hex him into calling himself ‘Severus Granger’,”  Parvati called out from her 
bed, where she was using her wand to apply a lip-colouring charm to her twin’s mouth. 
 
“Yeah, maybe.  And maybe he could stay home, and wash the dishes, and change the babies’ 
nappies, while you bring home the proverbial bacon!”  Severus drawled, getting into the teasing 
himself as he aimed the not-so-improbable scenario at his lover, though he knew his cheeks were a 
little too pink for the topic.  He dared to go one step further, adding slyly to the woman next to 
him,  “Of course, that’ll be after you’ve given birth to a whole Quidditch team of little Snape-and-
Granger Juniors.” 
 

Unable to help herself, Hermione laughed as she picked up the cards, shuffling them again.  “Like 
bloody hell, I will!”  Off the top of her head, Hermione tossed more of the scenario out airily, 
going merrily along with the joke as all the girls in the room giggled and howled and chortled with 
laughter at her suggestions.  “We’ll have three kids, two of them girls; I’ll be a teacher here at 
Hogwarts—Transfigurations, of course, after Professor McGonagall steps up to be Headmistress, 
which will be after Dumbledore retires, of course—um, let’s see…all of our children will be in 
Ravenclaw—” 
 
“—Ravenclaw!”  Severus derided, teasing her with a mock-scowl.  “Won’t the girls be in 
Gryffindor, and the boy in Slytherin?” 
 
“Good god, in Slytherin?”  she shot back, enjoying this impromptu rehashing of their previous 
conversation.  “Over Severus’ dead body!  You can also bet he wouldn’t want them to be in 
Gryffindor, simply because of all the gloating I’d be doing.” 
 
[Damned straight, my love,]  he agreed, smirking.  “Go on; they’ll be in Ravenclaw, then—tops of 
their classes, of course?” 
 
“Naturally,”  she asserted, lifting her nose mock-snootily, still riffling the cards absently on her 
thigh.  “Tops of their classes in virtually everything.  Harry, of course, will be Defence Master by 
then—” 
 
“—Hey!  I fully plan on coming back to this place next year!”  Kathleen protested from her perch 
on the window seat, where Luna was teaching her how to knit. 
 
“I’m talking years and years into the future, when Harry decides to retire from being an Auror—
you’ll be a tenured professor at the Forbidden Univesity,”  she told the Defence teacher.  “Now, 
Ginny, she will be the Charms Mistress, after Professor Flitwick retires…and she will be Harry’s 
wife!”  Hermione teased next, grinning madly and getting the redheaded young woman back for 
her sing-songing. 
 
The youngest Weasley blushed redder than her hair, at that.  Hermione was actually enjoying the 
weaving of this flight-of-fantasy, and the mirth it was invoking in everyone around her, including 
her disguised lover.  She continued, grinning as she added, 
 
“While Ron will be an assistant coach for the Chudley Cannons, and married to Luna, who will be 
assistant-editor to her father at the Quibbler.  Provided we’ve all survived the final battle with old 
Moldie-butt, of course…  Oh, and while we’re on the absolute absurdity of this entire subject,”  
Hermione finished tartly,  “Not only will I be Professor Granger, Transfigurations Mistress, wife 
of Professor Snape, Potions Master, I predict that the two of us will develop a secret magic that 
will always keep us in our late twenties, early thirties at the oldest.  Allowing both of us to live 
long enough to take turns at being Headmistress and Headmaster, respectively, of Hogwarts at 
some point along the way. 
 
“And who knows?  We might even live until we’re as old as the creator of the Philosopher’s 
Stone, Nicolas Flamel, and his wife were.  You do remember they lived somewhere into their six-
hundreds, when they decided to settle their affairs and let themselves die?  Now, how’s that for a 
prediction of the future?” 
 
Lavender shook her head slowly, taking back the now thoroughly-shuffled deck from Hermione’s 
hands with a pained look.  “…There’s a very good reason why you stormed out of Divinations in 
our third year, Hermione, and that was definitely it!  Leave the Divinations to those who’ve 
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actually fathomed its mysteries, will you?  Come on, budge off, and make room for my next 
client.” 
 
Severus, noting the time as they climbed off Lavender’s bed, quickly dug out his hip-flask, 
unscrewed the cap, and downed a swallow of the almost molasses-like liquid inside, to keep 
himself from changing shape and scaring the shite out of all the girls in the room—it was one 
thing to be the butt of their jokes about his future prospects with Hermione, but another thing 
entirely to actually, physically be the center of their immature attentions. 
 
He noted with a disgusted sigh as he finished shuddering that his hair, divided into half a dozen 
rope-braids by a Gryffindor first-year who had the knack for twisting tresses, had turned itself 
back to blond again.  That was the one drawback to Polyjuice; it reset it’s owners physical 
appearance to the original parameters contained at the moment the hair, toenail, or whatever was 
initially added to the brew.  Bringing out his wand, he tapped the long locks black again, so that 
the real Kathleen Frejne wouldn’t protest.  [It’s getting on eleven o’clock.  How long is this party 
going to last, anyway?] 
 
{…Good question.}  “Hey, Lavender!  How long is everyone going to be in here, anyway?” 
 
“—I think it has gone on quite long enough!”  a new voice called out from the doorway.  The 
strident soprano was all-too familiar, as Minerva McGonagall’s stern exclamation cut through the 
merriment in the room, silencing everyone.  She stared through her spectacles at the inhabitants of 
the room, making several of the girls shrink in discomfort.  “…Good heavens!  Half of you aren’t 
even Gryffindors!  Who’s responsible for this nonsense?” 
 
Lavender and Parvati started to rise, but a pink-clad figure beat them to it.  “I am, Minerva.  This 
party was authorized by me, and has been under my watchful eye for virtually the entire time.  
Save for maybe a couple of bathroom breaks, of course, but then that’s biology for you.” 
 
“Kathleen?—Professor Frejne, this is highly irregular!  Many of these students shouldn’t even 
have access to Gryffindor Tower!  They’ll all know the password!”  Minerva McGonagall 
protested. 
 
“Technically, Professor, the password changes at midnight,”  Severus drawled, without thinking.  
Then flushed in belated regret, as that drew the Head of Gryffindor’s attention to his Transfigured 
face. 
 
“Yes, that’s right,”  agreed Hermione quickly, distracting the older woman.  “Since they’re all in 
here, and they don’t have to actually hear the password to leave the Tower, that means it doesn’t 
matter if they heard this last set of passwords or not.  No one’s left since they arrived, and so no 
one’s had a chance to pass it on to anyone else, and so there’s no possible harm that’s been done!” 
 
“It was all considered very carefully, in the planning stages,”  Lavender added bravely, as 
McGonagall turned to her, next. 
 
“Well, how did they all get in here?  And how will they leave?”  the Head of Gryffindor 
demanded.  “Surely you don’t expect them to…to traipse in some of those less-than-warm 
underthings through this drafty castle, after curfew, all the way back to their own Houses?” 
 
“Certainly not!  Relax, Minerva.  We all came here by Floo, and we’ll all be going back by Floo. 
Right before midnight, in fact,”  Kathleen added, no doubt filled in on that aspect of the plan by 
the Patil twins.  “That way, the passwords to the other three Houses will also be ready to change, 

and it’ll be too late to tell anyone else about the old password, for that other person to instigate any 
sort of prank.” 
 
McGonagall eyed the other woman somewhat primly.  “I cannot believe you, a teacher, would 
condone this sort of…of nonsense!” 
 
“I not only condone it, I teach it.  Timing an event or action to successfully disarm one’s opponent 
of a weapon or an opportunity is very much a viable strategy, when it comes to defending against 
the Dark Arts, Minerva,”  Kathleen Frejne informed her confidently, calmly.  “As is the art of 
disguise, which as you can see for yourself we are all currently practicing.” 
 
The Transfigurations Mistress gave her a bewildered look.  “…Disguise?  What art of disguise?” 
 
“I learnt to colour my hair!”  Ginny called out, tapping her head and turning her trademark 
Weasley mane the same shade of black as Severus’.  She must’ve been listening when Kathleen 
had changed his hair-colour with that charm.  “You must admit, I do look completely different, 
with black hair.” 
 
“I learnt how to hide freckles, moles, and even spots, which also helps to disguise one’s identity,”  
another girl piped up. 
 
“I finally figured out how to Transfigure my ugly old nightie into this nice, comfy pajama set!  If I 
can do that, then I can learn to Transfigure any set of clothing into any other set of clothing!”  
someone else offered.  “And that’s a good way to disguise yourself, too!” 
 
“…While I’m teaching them how to knit scarves that can strangle an enemy upon command,”  
Luna added matter-of-factly, lifting the tangle of knitting in her lap.  “And still be soft, pretty, and 
easily washable.” 
 
“And I actually took Polyjuice Potion, because I’m a Slytherin, and I wanted to disguise my true 
identity and enjoy this little soiree in the safety of anonymity,”  Severus offered with a smile, 
enjoying Minerva’s discomfort.  “And it does state in the school regulations that a teacher can 
arrange for a group-lesson after normal class hours, in whatever location is most convenient for 
those lessons, with however many students that teacher deems would benefit from the extra 
training, regardless of House or gender.” 
 
“Gender!”  Minvera snorted.  “I don’t see a single boy in here!  …Of course, if there were a boy 
up here, he’d be in serious trouble…”  A rare twinkle of humor finally appeared in her aging blue 
eyes.  “Not to mention boys would probably rather be whacked over the head with a hammer, 
rather than subject themselves to such feminine things as knitting lessons, and how to remove 
unsightly leg-hair.” 
 
“Exactly,”  Kathleen agreed, smiling.  “If the boys want lessons in the, ah, manly arts of disguise, 
they can go and ask one of the male teachers to lead a group-session.  Well.  If we’re to wrap up 
these lessons in time to get everyone back to their dorm-rooms right before the password 
changeover, we should probably get back to it.  Will you be staying, or going, Minerva?” 
 
“Going, I think.  I’m a bit too old to sit cross-legged on a pillow, anymore.  And I haven’t suffered 
a spot-attack in ages, thankfully.  We’ll have a little chat about this…lesson…at the next staff 
meeting, Kathleen,”  McGonagall promised her fellow professor.  “In the meantime, do at least try 
to keep it down.  The boys of Gryffindor are awfully curious; they’ve practically jammed the 
mouth of the stairway down in the common room, straining to hear what you’re talking about.  
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They were even trying to use Extendable Ears, though the ruddy things couldn’t grow more than 
halfway up the steps.” 
 
“—I’ll take care of that,”  Ginny promised her, getting up from her spot on Hermione’s bed to go 
take care of the matter.  “I learnt a few tricks for dealing with my brothers’ creations, over the past 
few summers.” 
 
“Right.  Well…goodnight, then.  And don’t destroy the dorm-room.  We already had to put that 
Slytherin one back together, this weekend. I’d hate to have to redo two of them in a row,”  the 
Head of Gryffindor admonished, making room for Ginny to step past her. 
 
A last, final look, a nod to the room, and Minerva McGonagall retreated, closing the door to the 
stairwell behind her.  A collective sigh blew through the room as the forty-plus girls packed into it 
relaxed. 
 
“…Well.  That was exciting,” Kathleen stated into the quiet that followed her colleague’s exit.  “I 
think all of you owe me a big favor, for covering your butts like that.  Considering I arrived at 
least an hour after the party started.” 
 
Severus cleared his throat.  “Technically, Professor, your eyes were watching this little soiree for 
almost an hour before you arrived on the scene.  If you count the fact that they were also mine.” 
 
“A far-fetched technicality…but I’ll let it pass, since I presume the Head Girl, there, came in with 
you?  I’ll hold her responsible, for that hour.  Well.  Now what shall we do?  Talk about boys?”  
Kathleen asked, grinning at the girls around her. 
 
Parvati groaned.  “How can we possibly top that utter rubbish fantasy Hermione trotted out for us?  
Severus Granger-Snape!  I mean, really!” 
 
“—How about Truth or Dare?”  Lavender suggested, grinning. 
 
“Only if I get to be the arbiter on the rules and the dares,”  the Defence Mistress asserted quickly.  
“I don’t want to have to go into that staff meeting with something really messy to have to explain.  
And I’ll cast the Truth-Glow Charm, too.”  A flick of her wand, and all the bodies in the room 
started glowing pale blue.  “There we go.  Now, I’ll pick a number, and whoever gets closest to it 
gets to pick who to ask, and what to ask, first!  It’s a number between one and a hundred…” 
 
Guesses were shouted out.  One of the second-years got the number spot-on, and, to many 
suggestions and giggled urgings, asked a Ravenclaw sixth-year if she’d ever kissed a boy, and if 
so, who.  The girl replied yes, and that it was a Hufflepuff, one Justin Finch-Fletchley.  She in turn 
asked Luna to tell the truth of what she thought of Hermione’s prediction, that she would end up 
married to Ron.  Luna blushed and asked what the dare would be.  The Ravenclaw girl said that 
she had to kiss Justin Finch-Fletchley, too. 
 
There was laughter at that.  The Defence Mistress cleared her throat.  “—Dares have to be doable 
within this room, within the time-limit of quarter-to-midnight.  Try again, young lady.” 
 
The Ravenclaw shrugged.  “Alright…if you won’t tell us what you think of the prediction of 
marrying Ron Weasley, then…you have to colour your hair green, and sing ‘I’m a Little Teapot!’” 
 
There was more laughter, while Luna wrinkled her nose and thought.  Finally she sighed.  “Well, 
it’s no secret that I went to Hogsmeade yesterday with him, on an actual, real date.  I really do like 

Ronald, and yes, I could see some serious potential in a future between the two of us.  As for the 
rest of Hermione’s prediction…I think Professor Snape has found some way of de-aging himself.  
And if he’s smart, and if Hermione ever were to be interested in the Potions Master, if he’s really 
as smart as he advertises, then he’d grab her tight and not let go.  If that were the case.  But then 
he’s a male, and boys really aren’t as smart as us girls,”  she finished, the glow around her body 
remaining bright and true.  “So I’d have to say I kind of like the idea.  Lavender, Truth or Dare—
have you ever given a Tarot reading that came absolutely, unequivocably true?” 
 
Lavender opened her mouth to reply, then hesitated.  “Er, what’s the Dare?” 
 
Luna chuckled.  “Same as before!  That’s good enough for me.” 
 
“Well, it’s like this…the future is so mutable, and people don’t always get back to me and confide 
in every last little detail, so I cannot say for absolutely, unequivocably sure…” 
 
“Oh, just turn your hair green, and be done with it!”  Luna retorted, rolling her eyes. 
 
There was some good-natured laughter at that, and playing along with it, Lavender good-naturedly 
turned her hair green and sang ‘I’m a Little Teapot.’   Transforming her hair back to the correct 
colour, she slanted a look at Hermione, next.  “Your turn, Hermione.  Truth or Dare?” 
 
“What’s the Truth, and what’s the Dare?”  she asked carefully, not wanting to be caught between a 
rock and a hard place without first knowing which one was the rock. 
 
“Okay…either you tell us why you were having an erotic, transgendered dream about Severus 
Snape…or you have to kiss him, the very next time you see him.” 
 
“—Zzzzzt!”  Frejne interjected, making a buzzer-noise as Hermione blushed.  “The dare has to be 
done within both this room and the time-limit imposed!  Do try to remember that, girls!” 
 
“Fine, either you tell us why you were having that dream about Severus Snape, or you have to kiss 
one of the girls—no, you have to kiss the Slytherin in this room!” 
 
“Mother of Merlin!”  Severus exclaimed over the groans and laughter, doing his best to sound like 
this was a disgusting suggestion, rather than a thrilling one.  “Don’t you dare involve me in your 
silly little scheme!” 
 
Hermione only had one choice.  She couldn’t deny her memories of the dreams she’d had, the 
other night; the Truth-Glow would wink out, revealing it to be a lie.  Still, she tried the Lavender 
Solution—serious hedging—first.  “Well, I’m not sure that particular question should count, 
because it’s often very hard to say why we have dreams at all, let alone a particular one, 
regurgitated as they are out of our subconscious and even unconscious minds…” 
 
“—Fine, either tell us all the juicy details of that dream, or kiss ‘Kathy’, over there,”  Lavender 
amended. 
 
Hermione looked over at the Defence Mistress, who shrugged.  “…It’s within the time-limit and 
inside the room…and it technically doesn’t break any school rules that I’m aware.  Go on, either 
tell us all about this intriguing-sounding dream, or give her a peck on the cheek.” 
 
“Get on with it, ‘Mione!”  Ginny called out.  “Either kiss the Slytherin, or tell us exactly what you 
were dreaming about!” 
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Blushing, Hermione retorted,  “I’d rather lick a hedgehog than do either!” 
 
“Oh, dear, dear me—your little glow went out like a Nox charm.  That is not a good sign,”  Padma 
teased her. 
 
“Watch it, I might question you next on your choice of amorous dreams!”  Hermione retorted, 
blushing. 
 
“Alright, a ruling, girls—any lies, and you have to tell the truth, and go through with the dare.” 
 
“Technically I didn’t lie about the dream, Professor,”  Hermione protested. 
 
“I’ll grant you that; I was just stating the rule for clarification,”  the older woman allowed.  “Go 
on, tell us the dream, or kiss the Slytherin.” 
 
“Well, in that case…I’m kissing the Slytherin.  The Tarot-session was bad enough!” 
 
“Oh, good god!”  Severus exclaimed, and backed up as Hermione, laughing, mock-stalked him, 
fingers up and wiggling as if she were going to tickle him.  “Don’t you dare, Granger!” 
 
“Ah, but it is a dare—or weren’t you paying attention?”  Hermione taunted.  “And we Gryffindors 
are notorious for taking up all sorts of dares!” 
 
While the other girls whooped and egged them on, some rooting for ‘Kathy’ to escape, others for 
Hermione to catch her, Severus backed up all the way to Parvati’s bed, squeezed past the post—
and found himself caught by Cho, Chelsea, and Ginny, held in place for the completion of the 
dare. 
 
“—Oh, and it has to be a real kiss!”  Lavender called out.  “No pecking her on the forehead and 
calling it done!  Lip-on-lip, and it has to last ten seconds, minimum!” 
 
[…God, I’m getting turned on!]  Severus told her as he struggled in his Transfigured body against 
the grip of the three Quidditch-playing girls.  [If I were male again, my erection might’ve ripped 
right through my pajamas by now.] 
 
{That’s a nice, sexy image to take into a kiss,}  Hermione quipped, stopping in front of him.  She 
faked wrinkling her nose and hesitating in uncertainty.  “…Ten full seconds?” 
 
“At least!” 
 
“We’ll do the counting!” 
 
[I never thought I’d be performing a miniature floor-show with you in front of this slightly less 
dangerous crowd,]  Severus observed, his mouth pressed into a thin line, but his eyes glowing 
with humor. 
 
{And you thought the Death Eaters were a tough crowd?}  she retorted, rolling her eyes. 
 
The Defence professor cleared her throat, cutting through the giggling in the room.  “’Kathy’, 
dear, if you don’t want to do this, you do not have to.  There will be no coercions, of anyone,”  
Kathleen told her, and the girls holding her.  “Let her go, ladies.” 

 
Grumbling in disappointment, the three ladies let go of him.  Disappointed himself, Severus 
tugged his aquamarine tunic straight.  But he had a role to play, and he wouldn’t flinch from 
playing it.  “That’s better.” 
 
“—Coward.” 
 
“…What?”  He frowned at Hermione.  “Did you just call me a coward?” 
 
“Yep.  You are an absolute coward.  You’re so wussy, you can’t even stomach the thought of 
tangling your tongue with another girl for ten measly seconds.” 
 
“No, it’s the fact that you’re a Gryffindor.  I already told you, I’m a lesbian.”  [In a man’s body, 
currently Polyjuiced to look like a woman.  If that doesn’t confuse, nothing will.] 
 
“Ha—the Glow’s still there!” 
 
“…No, it kinda looked like it fluttered, to me.” 
 
“Well, I wouldn’t be surprised; they say half the girls in Slytherin are that way.” 
 
“—Do you mind?”  Severus asked them, looking over his altered shoulder.. 
 
“A dare’s a dare,”  Hermione reminded him.  “And since I’m not only a Gryffindor, which means 
I have to be courageous in the face of adversity, however unpleasant, I also have no intentions of 
divulging the details of that particular dream to this lot, since they’d all play amateur Muggle 
psychologists and take it entirely the wrong way—”  that was all she could say truthfully, so she 
cupped his face in her hands, turning his head back to her,  “—so, a ten-second snog it is!” 
 
Pulling their mouths together—Frejne was slightly taller than Hermione, who wasn’t too short 
herself—Hermione kissed her lover.  Not just lips-on-lips, but slanting her mouth, she parted his 
with just a little pressure, sliding her tongue inside his mouth.  Severus-as-Frejne tasted different 
from Severus-as-Hermione, and definitely different from plain, tasty Severus.  Not in a bad way, 
just different.  Intriguingly different.  Excitingly different.  It was kind of hard to hear through the 
racing of their blood, as the other girls catcalled and counted down the seconds.  Reluctantly—
very reluctantly—Hermione broke free right after the others shouted …one…zero! 
 
Severus struggled for breath, and fought against the urge to pull her close for another hard kiss.  
His breasts were tingling, his loins aching, he wanted to see how differently she tasted via 
Kathleen Frejne’s tastebuds—all of it was insane.  [Ask me, next.] 
 
Hermione, who was being cheered for the display, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.  
Not because she wanted to, but because it was expected of her.  {What?} 
 
[Ask me the Truth or Dare.] 
 
She didn’t need more clarification than that.  Eyeing the altered Potions Master, she nodded 
slowly.  “Alright, ‘Kathy’, Truth or Dare.  Either tell us exactly how much you enjoyed kissing a 
Gryffindor…or kiss me again.” 
 
Making a show of narrowing his altered eyes in anger, Severus raked her from head to toe.  
“You’re not that good of a snog!” 
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“—Whoa!  It went completely out!”  Ginny whooped with laughter, as the others gasped, gaped, or 
laughed with her, depending on temperment. 
 
“Zzzzzt!  Telling a lie is a forfeit of the question.  You have to tell the truth now, and then you 
have to go straight to the Dare!  Your turn to run, Hermione,”  Kathleen added, grinning.  “Or pick 
another dare for her to complete, young lady.  No coercion, remember.” 
 
Red-cheeked—he’d forgotten about the bloody Truth-Glow Charm—Severus cleared his—her—
throat.  “Fine.  She’s the sexiest witch I’ve ever kissed.  And I am bloody-well turned on by doing 
it!”  That caused a howling storm of shock and laughter to sweep through the room.  Severus 
caught his beloved’s face in his own, altered hands as she gaped at him, then belatedly 
remembered to stumble back, out of his grip.  He lunged after her, catching her by the shoulders.  
“—You’re not getting away that easily, Granger!  You brought me here, so you suffer for it!  If I 
have to be sexually embarrassed in front of everybody and a truth-spell, so do you.” 
 
With that, he pulled her into another kiss.  Or rather, into a kiss, and an embrace, burrowing one 
hand in her curls and sliding the other one down to her waist.  Pulling their hips and breasts into 
intimate alignment.  Hermione tried to keep her body stiff, to keep her hands from touching and 
holding him…but it took less than ten seconds for her fingers to delve into the base of his braid, 
for her lips to part and nip and suckle with his, for their tongues to glide and caress. 
 
This time, the roaring of their blood almost drowned out the cheers, catcalls, and whoops of the 
others in the room.  No one was actually counting, but when ten seconds stretched into twenty, 
and headed towards thirty, Kathleen cleared her throat loudly.  “—That’s enough, girls!  There are 
underage witches in here,”  she added as the two of them parted.  “For that matter, you could be 
underage, ‘Kathy’, and only Hermione would know.” 
 
“I’m…definitely old enough to kiss someone, legally,”  Severus managed to retort coolly, 
managing to hide most of his raging, unrequited desire.  “Alright, Granger, Truth or Dare—” 
 
“Zzzzzt!  You can’t ask the person who asked you; we each only get one Truth or Dare.  Or rather, 
the rest of you do; I’m the arbiter,”  the blond professor added.  “Move on to someone else, girl.” 
 
“…Right.”  Gathering his wits, Severus cast about for someone to ask.  “Ginny Weasley.” 
 
Ginny tensed, no doubt expecting a question about her finances, coming from a Slytherin.  
“…What?” 
 
“Have you ever kissed, or wanted to kiss, Harry Potter?”  Severus asked her, smirking.  “If you 
don’t want to answer, you have to compose a limerick, praising his manliness…but one that’s 
better than the last Valentine’s Day doggerel I heard you wrote back in your first year.” 
 
“—There was no proof that it was me!”  she shot back, cheeks read. 
 
“Ha!  The glow went out!” 
 
She blushed.  “Oh, bugger…  Fine! 
 
“There once was a fellow named Harry, 
My affection for whom was quite scary, 
I wanted to kiss 

But he thought that this Miss 
Was reason enough to be wary. 
 
“There you go, and rot in hell!”  she asserted, still blushing as she glared at the Transfigured 
Potions Master. 
 
“I didn’t hear anything about his manliness, Weasley,”  Severus teased her. 
 
“Sod off, ‘Kathy’,”  Hermione warned him, defending her longtime friend.  “She did her best on 
short notice.” 
 
“—I’ll rule it as good enough,”  their arbiter said, taking pity on the freckled girl.  Cutting Severus 
off before he could reply that he didn’t have the body parts to sodomize anyone…at the moment.  
“Okay, Ginny, who’s next?” 
 
“You, then.  Truth or dare, Miz F!” 
 
“Sorry, I’m the arbiter; I’m immune.” 
 
“Spoilsport.  Okay…Cho!”  Ginny chose.  “Now, I know you’ve kissed Harry.  Either you tell us 
exactly what it was like, or…you have to kiss the Slytherin!” 
 
“—Absolutely not!  No more kisses, end of the matter, finite the subject with a triple-length 
wand!”  Severus protested, slashing his hands through the air.  “Pick another dare, or I’m going 
back to my quarters!  No coercion, remember?” 
 
“Fine—either tell us in full snog-o-rama vision what it was like to kiss the Boy Who Lived, or you 
have to eat a Cockroach Cluster!” 
 
“Eww…  Alright, I was crying at the time, because I was still upset over…over Cedric’s death.  It 
was wet, and soft, and I really don’t think either of us knew what we were doing.  But he did hold 
me nicely enough,”  Cho admitted as the other girls listened raptly.  “It was in the Room of 
Requirement, right after one of the D.A. Club meetings—the original D.A. Club, which was short 
for Dumbledore’s Army,”  she added as the Defence Mistress arched an enquiring brow.  “Now 
it’s properly called the Defense Arts Club, but back then, that frog-faced harridan, Umbridge, tried 
to prevent us from learning how to defend ourselves properly.  She said we were students, and 
weren’t ever going to be in danger as students, so we didn’t need to know anything but pure book-
theory on the subject.” 
 
“Let me know if she ever comes back to the school; I’ll show her a thing or two about how 
dangerous being undertrained in this day and age is, regardless of one’s age—and if she’s spouting 
rubbish that children don’t need anything more than theory, I can guarantee I’d mop the castle 
floors with her.  Who’s next?”  Frejne added.  “We’ve got thirty minutes left!” 
 
Severus faded back from the others, edging towards the hearth.  Hermione glanced his way.  
{Leaving so soon?} 
 
[I’m going to go back to my quarters, lie on my bed, and frig myself senseless until my penis 
comes back, and then I’m going to wank myself silly some more.  All from the memory of the kiss 
we just shared,]  he told her dryly. 
 
{Really?} 
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[Well, maybe only one masturbation session, after I shift back.  But I do think I should be going, 
before anyone else tries snogging me.] 
 
{Good point.  The pot on the mantel to the left of the clock is the Floo supply to send everyone 
home.  Erm…you’re going to have to get me those pajamas before class starts, tomorrow.  Before 
breakfast, preferably.} 
 
He’d almost reached the fireplace, close enough to Floo to safety.  [Thank god I don’t wear these 
things normally.  I’d suggest you dropping by tonight to pick them up, but I doubt you’d be able to 
get away so freely.  Especially after Lavender’s bloody line of questioning!  I could thank her for 
the snog, but…] 
 
{I’ll get up early, and pick them up from you then,}  Hermione agreed, watching him sneak his 
hand into the urn on the mantle.  A cast, a mutter, and the fire flared green, turning heads that way. 
 
“…So, which Slytherin was that?”  Ginny prodded her in the speculative silence that followed. 
 
Hermione gave her redheaded friend a quelling look.  “I’m not telling, so don’t bother asking.” 
 
“Well, it was rather rude of her to leave without thanking us for letting her stay,”  Lavender 
muttered. 
 
“It was rather rude of ‘us’ to disparage her the moment her House-identity was known,”  
Hermione pointed out.  “She can’t help it if the Sorting Hat chose her for Slytherin—and I’ll have 
you know, she confessed to me once that she was almost chosen for Gryffindor, save that she was 
insulted by a pair of Gryffindors on the train to school in her very first year.  Not exactly the most 
encouraging reason to pick our own House, you’ll have to admit.  Whereas a Slytherin was nice to 
her.  And you did pick on her, daring me to kiss her.  If she is…interested in women…she 
shouldn’t have her tastes forced out so publically.” 
 
“I suppose that’s only fair,”  Chelsea admitted, as Lavender shrugged.  “But let me tell you, 
Granger, that really looked like that was a hot kiss, from here.” 
 
“—God, Chelsea’s right!”   piped up a fourth-year Ravenclaw, Gwen, a cousin of Chelsea’s; her 
skin was about as dark as Chelsea’s, and her build similar, if smaller, though she’d not opted for 
the cornrow braids like her cousin, tonight.  “You actually made me curious to know what it’d be 
like.” 
 
“Yeah, what’s it like, kissing another girl?”  someone asked. 
 
Hermione hesitated as several of the others chimed in their own curiosity, mindful of the Truth-
Glow still illuminating each of them.  “Alright, truth be told…though I’m definitely more 
interested in males than females…that Slytherin is a really hot kisser.” 
 
A mass of shrieks and giggles erupted around her.  Hermione grinned, but not from their own 
merriment.  From the voice in the back of her brain.  [I thank you for the compliment, my dear, but 
then I was very inspired.] 
 
Mastering the thrill of pleasure evoked by her words, Hermione carefully gloated,  “Scads better 
than even Ron, who’s not exactly a slouch in the lip-lock department…as I’d hope Luna would 
know by now.” 

 
“—Merlin!  That good?”  Luna asked, wide-eyed, prompting another round of shrieks and giggles. 
 
Hermione fanned her hand in front of her face.  “…‘Kathy’, there, is the absolute best kisser I’ve 
ever snogged, which is saying a lot, because I not only know who she really is, I don’t normally 
go around kissing girls, and I especially don’t go around kissing Slytherin girls.  Although…”  She 
slanted a glance at their pink-clad Defence Mistress, and slyly teased,  “technically she was in 
Kathleen’s body at the time, so it could’ve also been a combination of her physical skill.” 
 
“Knock it off!”  the exchange-professor groaned as the girls and young women around her 
squealed in humor.  “I’m much more interested in guys, trust me!” 
 
“And, well…kissing a girl is very much like kissing a boy, except most boys don’t have breasts to 
get in the way.”  Hermione finished answering the other girl’s question.  “All the rest of it’s pretty 
much the same.  At least, until the boys start growing beards, and then you have to worry about 
beard-burn from unshaven jaws.  And that’s all I’ll say on the matter.  Save that I’m definitely 
going to keep dating boys, once I’m free to do so.  Great kisser or not, I’m a bit more interested in 
playing with boys’ bits and bobbles than with girls’.” 
 
“—Ah-huh.  And on that note, let’s go back to the official Truth or Dare questions,”  Kathleen 
asserted, recapturing everone’s attentions.  “Rose, I believe it was your turn…?” 
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