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LXXXI. 
 
Hermione had her chance to go pick up the pajamas unobserved the next day.  When she got back 
from her early morning shower, only Parvati was awake yet, and she was still down in the 
bathroom.  Petting Crookshanks, who twined his stout body around her ankles in his usual 
morning greeting before heading down to the kitchens for his usual house-elf pampered breakfast, 
Hermione checked to make sure she had all her homework for the day.  Grabbing her bookbag 
when it was full—she had donned her clothes in the bathing chamber located midway down the 
girls’ dorm tower—she flung green powder at the dorm-room hearth and whispered,  “Potions!” 
 
He wasn’t in the classroom when she emerged, and didn’t answer when she knocked on his office 
door on the off-chance he was in there, but then it was a good half-hour before breakfast was due 
to start.  Even the most dedicated teacher wasn’t that fanatic about his or her work.  Hermione 
then cast more Floo powder at the largest hearth, stepping through the whirling green flames.  He 
wasn’t in the sitting room, so she made her way back to the bedroom, on the off-chance he was 
there.  Easing the door open, she caught the sound of pattering water from the shower.  A quick 
glance at the clock showed just enough time for the thought that sprang into her mind, and she 
quickly dumped her bookbag on the bed. 
 
“Sartorlagen!”  The whisper divested her of her clothes, depositing them on the bed in a 
somewhat tidy stack; she was getting better at the Disrobing Charm, these days.  Tiptoeing to the 
bathroom door, shivering in the cold air, Hermione eased the door open.  Hot, steamy warmth 
greeted her.  Slipping inside, she quickly eased the door shut again, hoping she hadn’t let in a 
telltale draft.  Then, closing down as many of her sensory sub-thoughts as she could, enquired 
politely,  {Severus, are you in the shower?} 
 
[What?  Yes, I am.]  A pause, and he added,  [I wish you were down here, with me.  You could 
scrub my back, my chest…my scrotum…] 
 
Grinning, she snuck up to the shower curtain.  {Well, Happy Valentine’s Day, for your wish is my 
command.  All you have to do is stick out your head, and invite me inside.} 
 
He jerked back the water-repelling curtain with a puzzled frown.  His eyes widened at the sight of 
her, starkers, grinning at him mischievously.  [‘Mione!  You…naked…  How much time do we 
have?] 
 
{About a quickie’s worth.}  Skipping over the tiled ledge with a grin, she squinted against the hot, 
cascading spray as he rattled the curtain shut again.  As he stared at her, dumbfounded, she 
plucked free the soapy rag he clutched absently.  {Turn around, love.  I was only going to be 
down here just long enough to pick up your pajamas for Professor Frejne, to be delivered 
anonymously, and all that.  But then I heard the shower running, and I couldn’t resist.} 
 
[Thank god you have a weak will, where I’m concerned—assigning me detention!]  It was a 
mental snort as he addressed the other subject, bracing his hands on the side wall.  [That would’ve 
gone over well.  Scrub harder, love…] 
 
{You kind of closed down your mental walls last night, after you left,}  she observed, reddening 
his skin with her efforts.  {You didn’t really play with yourself while you were her, did you?} 
 
He glanced at her over his shoulder as she worked her way down to his tailbone.  [From your sub-
thoughts, I’d almost say you were jealous.] 
 
{Just a titch.  She’s a very pretty woman,}  Hermione admitted. 

[No, she’s…well, yes, she is.  Damned potion.  In an aesthetic way, I can honestly enjoy her 
Scandinavian beauty.  But if I were on the proverbial deserted island, and had only one 
choice…I’d pick you to be with me, without contestation.] 
 
That warmed her more than the shower did.  Gliding the washrag between his nether-cheeks, she 
lathered him intimately.  A sound of pleasure, not quite a moan, reverberated through his chest.  
Turning, Severus reached for the rag, but she dropped to her knees and lathered and rinsed his 
semi-hard groin.  By the time the last soap-sud streamed down the drain, he was quite hard.  She 
started to kiss the tip, to take him into her mouth, but he urged her to stand. 
 
[No time for that; not if I’m to get you ready for me,]  he reminded her, slipping his hand down 
into the water-dripping curls of her own groin.  A questing fingertip found a different, thicker and 
more slick sort of moisture.  One that arched his brow in mild surprise.  [My.  Already wet for me, 
are you?] 
 
She blushed a little.  {Just about always.} 
 
Nudging her out of the spray with his free hand, Severus eased two of his fingers deeper into her 
folds, then pumped them for a moment.  Extracting them, he slipped them into his mouth, 
savoring what little he could of her dew this way.  [Mm…better than coffee.  A pity I don’t have 
time for more than a tiny sample, this morning.  Spread your feet, and hop into my arms.] 
 
He gave the order as he removed his fingers from his lips and slid his hands down her waist and 
hips.  Cupping her buttocks, he hefted her up as she jumped, helping her get high enough to wrap 
her legs around his hips.  A shift of her weight as she clung to his damp shoulders, and he 
impaled her with just a squirm of her hips for positioning on his turgid flesh. 
 
Breath hissing through his teeth, Severus closed his eyes, enjoying the heat of the water pounding 
his shoulders, and the warmth of her flesh sinking around his.  Lips met lips, as she clung a little 
closer, kissing him hungrily.  Stepping out of the spray, he ignored her breathless squeak as he 
pressed her up against one of the walls; her discomfort against the cold stone was ephemeral, 
compared to the way he could now brace her upper body by half-crushing it lustfully with his 
own, supporting some of her weight that way.  It limited some of his stroking angle as he jerked 
his hips, pulling partway out before shoving in as deep as he could, yes, but not the pleasure.  No, 
that was not limited at all; within seconds he felt the tremors in her sub-thoughts, the ripples of a 
minor temblor building in her flesh as she clung to him with those succulent lips, arms, legs, 
kegel muscles… 
 
Fire sparked in her brain, a spontaneous, without-warning combustion that was much, much 
larger than the one anticipated.  Keening, she clawed at his shoulders, shuddering until her head 
slammed back into the hard stone wall, dazing her further as Severus slammed up into her; the 
blaze of her desire seared from her stunned brain to his, catching him off-guard and unbraced for 
such a sudden, surging pleasure.  Only the press of his body against hers kept both of them from 
sliding down the semi-polished granite wall.  For Hermione, the only extraneous sensation that 
made it through the pleasure crashing through her body was the pulsing of his flesh as he 
ejaculated deep in her body, and the deep, satisfied groan as he buried his face in the damp mess 
of her curls; for Severus, it was the rhythmic, milking squeezes of her flesh, and the sobbing gasp 
of her breath in his ear.  Slowly, their heartbeats settled. 
 
[Nnh…  About the only thing that would make this better would be the time to go back to my bed 
and hold you for a few hours.]  Nuzzling her ear, he caught the curve of her lobe with his lips in a 
half-nibble, half-kiss.  [Thank you.  That was a far better start to my day than I’d planned…save 
that my anticipated sour mood is now thoroughly ruined.] 
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{Well, I’ve got just the thing to put you right back into a bad mood,]  she offered, sighing in his 
ear. 
 
[Hm?] 
 
{Breakfast starts in about three minutes, I actually only came down here to get your pajamas, 
you’ll have to see me in your very first class this morning with the displeasurable knowledge that 
I won’t be stopping by at all, later tonight…and that you’ll have to go the whole day knowing that 
I’ll be wearing that peephole bra you Transfigured.  Which you won’t be able to see all day, let 
alone touch, once we part company for breakfast.} 
 
He shuddered, at that last, torturous bit.  Gripping her hair, he pulled her head back, devouring 
her mouth even as his hips flexed.  Hard.  Rapid and hard.  [—Breakfast be damned!  God, you’re 
going to stagger out of here with my cum in your cunt, or I’ll die trying!] 
 
There were no polite words to describe it, other than fast and physically furious.  Severus fucked 
her as he pinned her to the wall; he didn’t even kiss her for long, but that was probably a good 
thing, considering how the air rushed through his nostrils fiercely enough to be heard over the 
pouring, spattering spray of the shower, considering how she had to tip her head back to try and 
open her tight-keening throat enough just to be able to breathe in lustful gasps.  He fucked her, 
and it felt so good, so painfully good in a mindless sort of way.  And this time, when he came, she 
was so sensitized by her own pleasure that she felt not only the twinges in his prick with each 
body-tightening contraction, she could feel each individual jet spurting inside her, where the 
weight of her own body had buried him as deep as it was physically possible for him to impale 
her in their wall-crushed position.  The culmination of his lust was the trigger for a hard and fast 
orgasm of her own, her cries echoing painfully loud over the spattering spray of the shower and 
the panting groans that died in his throat, forehead pressed to her collarbone. 
 
Only after the last paroxysm of his climax had ended, only when the last twitch of her inner 
muscles had died, did he lift his head up and kiss her.  Gently, tenderly, briefly on her still-
panting mouth.  Slipping out of her, easing her legs down, Severus silently urged her to stand on 
her own.  She couldn’t, of course—not that his own legs were that much better-off than hers—but 
he guided her carefully down the wall, ensuring that she was propped up against it before 
stepping back into the spray. 
 
[…I’m going to do something very cruel now, love.  I’m going to leave you without another word.  
Without a decent goodbye-kiss, and without a single further touch.]  A bit of soap and he lathered 
his deflating loins, washing away the evidence of their passion.  [That alone will ensure I feel like 
being the black-hearted bastard of Snogwarts—of Hogwarts,]  he asserted with gritted teeth.  He 
thought he heard a sub-thought-sized giggle, but at a quick, wary look, she appeared too dazed 
still from her passion to even smile a little.  […Though I will torment myself even further before I 
go, by checking for that peephole-bra of yours, to make sure you weren’t lying about torturing me 
all day long.  The pajamas are on top of the bureau; they’ve already been cleaned and pressed.] 
 
She blinked and squinted against the steaming spray, looking up at him as he hesitated for a 
moment, then he stepped out of the showering stall, drawing the curtain shut as he left. 
 
[…Do try to pull yourself together in time for class.] 
 
Hermione sat there for a couple minutes more, waiting for her bone-numbing lethargy to fade.  
Crawling to her feet, she used a little bit of soap and the rainfall-like spray to clean herself, then 
shut off the water, flicked out her wand, and dried herself with a warm-wind charm.  It left her 

hair a tangled mess, but that was fixed with another flick, leaving her grateful for last night’s 
lessons in the finer arts of witchly beauty. 
 
He was gone, when she finally stepped through to the bedroom.  She padded over to his bed to 
redress herself; the burgundy coverlet had been straightened when he had risen, but it was 
redolent with his unique smell.  Temptation begged for her to roll in his sheets, to coat herself in 
his masculine musk, to carry it with her all day long.  Resisting—though she did give in to 
slipping his pillow from under the covers and burying her face in it, revelling in the scent for a 
moment before restoring it under the duvet—Hermione reached for her bra, slung it into place, 
adjusted her breasts in the Transfigured cups, then searched for her knickers.  And searched, even 
getting down on her hands and knees to look under the edge of the four-poster bed.  They weren’t 
there. 
 
{—Severus, did you take my panties?} 
 
[Of course.  It is my torment for you, to put you in the appropriately foul, frustrated mood.] 
 
{You know, if you keep taking them, at this rate I’m not going to have any knickers left.  And I do 
need them.  Especially for that time of the month, which hopefully should be coming along soon.} 
 
[We’ll negotiate their safe return, later.  Are you still dripping with me?] 
 
She debated; technically the answer was half-yes, half-no; she’d washed herself externally, but 
not douched, magically or otherwise.  Hermione settled on a coy,  {…Maybe.} 
 
[Witch.  Though perhaps I should start pronouncing it with a ‘b’?] 
 
{Well, I’m not about to start calling you ‘wastard’, just yet.} 
 
She felt his laugh before he could contain it.  [—Foul!  Penalty to Slytherin, my dear.  You’re not 
supposed to be making me happy, today.]  He paused, and corrected himself,  [Rather, any further 
happy, today.] 
 
Tugging on her tights with a smile, she buttoned up her shirt, fastened her skirt around her waist, 
and shrugged into her waistcoat.  A bit of fiddling with her red-and-gold school tie knotted it 
neatly at her throat, and a smoothing of her hands tucked it into the uniform vest.  Donning her 
robes, she crossed to the bureau, fetched the stack of embroidered aquamarine, and stuffed it into 
her school bag.  A glance at the clock showed breakfast had only just started; it wasn’t quite as 
late as she’d imagined.  If she hurried—and Floo’d—she could get to her seat at the table without 
either being seen, or late enough in her arrival to elicit comment. 
 
When she got up to the Great Hall and hurried in, taking a seat near the end of the table and 
slipping her book bag next to her feet, she didn’t get commentary, but she did get curious looks.  
Mostly from the Gryffindor girls who had been at the dorm-room party.  And from the Hufflepuff 
girls, and from the Ravenclaws.  A lot of whom were peering at the Slytherin table, some 
discreetly, some not so discreetly, in the effort to uncover which green-tied, black-robed girl was 
the mysterious ‘Kathy’.  And though the conversation did not get aimed at her, specifically, there 
were a lot of questions and teasings from the boys at the table, mainly over all the noise the girls 
had been making up in their dorm-tower last night, shrieking and shouting, giggling and carrying 
on until nearly midnight. 
 
Eating her food quickly, Hermione left before Ron or Harry could corner and question her 
themselves about the mysteries of last night.  Letting Severus in on the secrets of girl’s night was 
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one thing; he could learn them if he wanted to just from her thoughts alone.  Letting the boys in, 
when they weren’t quite mature enough to appreciate the educational value of such things—in 
other words, they’d probably just gape, snicker, and guffaw—was another matter. 
 
She walked to the Defence Against the Dark Arts classroom, rather than Flooing herself there; her 
supply of Floo powder was getting very low, and she didn’t want to waste it on such a simple trip 
until the newest batch was complete.  It wasn’t like she didn’t have half an hour to get ready for 
Potions, anyway.  Opening the door, she stepped inside, orienting on Professor Frejne’s desk off 
to the right, where she hoped to just leave the pajamas in anonymity. 
 
Where Professor Frejne already stood.  Hermione stared at her.  She could’ve sworn the blond 
teacher had still been at the head table in the Great Hall when she’d left breakfast, though the 
woman could be so still and quiet, so self-effacive at times, one simply did not notice either her 
presence or her absence at times.  Hermione had also taken the most direct route she knew of to 
get to the DADA room, which didn’t take all that long to walk.  Either the woman had self-
effaced herself out of breakfast in the middle of it, or the DADA teacher had learned an even 
faster route somewhere in her six months here at the school.  Hermione knew enough of the 
competent professor by now to not put either possibility past her. 
 
“Come in, Hermione.”  The older woman’s voice was dry, bland, but not unfriendly.  And 
American-accented, at the moment, as if she hadn’t gotten her full dose of the local dialect this 
morning.  If a language could be compared to the jolt of caffeine found in a coffee mug.  
Blushing, Hermione closed the door and moved up between the neatly spaced rows of desks.  
Unlike the ones in the Potions lab, these were lightweight affairs that could be and often were 
shifted out of their way for the more practical application aspects of her lessons.  They were often 
stacked out of the way for the Advanced class, as they had been the day Hermione had 
impulsively stolen that hair. 
 
Stopping across from her teacher, Hermione rooted in her bookbag for the pajamas.  She set them 
on the table, and turned to go. 
 
“Not just yet, Miss Granger.” 
 
That turned her around.  Confused, Hermione stared at Kathleen.  The woman almost never called 
her students by their last names, unless they were two students with the same first name.  Or if 
they were in trouble.  “…Professor?” 
 
“I have not yet dismissed you.”  Drawing her lefthand wand, she swished and tapped the pajamas, 
intoning,  “Ng!au tokze!” 
 
The odd, tongue-clicking spell shimmered over the brocaded, embroidered, aquamarine satin in a 
misty white.  Fog rose from the neatly folded tunic and trews.  It hesitated for a moment, then 
formed itself into a figure.  Hermione’s figure, replete with waist-length curls.  The image was 
crafted in shades of white and pale grey, giving Hermione the odd experience of seeing what she 
would look like if she died anytime soon with unresolved issues on her conscience and lingered in 
the realm of the living as a ghost.  Frejne frowned and prodded the pajamas with the tip of her 
wand, but the ghostly mist collapsed and did not reform itself into anything further.  Blue eyes 
lifted to brown for a moment, a blond brow quirked, and the DADA instructor sighed almost 
ruefully. 
 
“…It seems our mystery guest last night took the precaution of cleaning all traces of her DNA 
from these pajamas.  But there are other ways of getting one’s hands on the truth.  Hakana 
akatso!” 

The pajamas shivered and rippled, Transfiguring in the blink of an eye to their original shape.  A 
set of black, neatly folded, satiny pajamas, larger than the aquamarine set.  Both of Frejne’s 
brows rose in surprise as she lifted the tunic-shirt by the collar, reading the label sewn just below 
the neckline. 
 
“…‘50% Silk, 50% Linen, Men’s Medium-Tall.  Flutin’s Tailory, Diagon Alley, London, Est. 
1483.  Gentle Laundering & Ironing Charms Only.’  Very interesting.  Especially as all garments 
are to be labelled with their owners’ names, if they’re to be laundered at the same time as 
everything else.  Either ‘Kathy’ has expensive masculine tastes in her private wardrobe, and is tall 
and skinny and a whiz at scrubbing large pieces of clothing by hand in the school sinks…or she 
was, in actuality, a he, and not adverse to doing his lingerie by hand.” 
 
Hermione collected her scattered wits with a bit of fast, furious thinking.  “—How could it have 
been a ‘he’, Professor?  I referred to her as a ‘she’ under the Truth-Glow Charm,”  she pointed 
out logically, helpfully.  “And she did call herself a lesbian under the same bright blue glow.” 
 
“You could get away with truthfully calling her a ‘she’ because she was physically a female at 
that moment…but I’ll concede the lesbian point.  For now.  My mother was a master of the 
English language,”  Kathleen Frejne added dryly.  “She could say almost anything, and have it 
state truthfully one thing to all and sundry, but in secret also mean something entirely different, 
and yet still be completely honest to both meanings.  This is a puzzle that should be investigated 
more fully.” 
 
“—Please, Professor, can’t you just leave her identity alone?”  Hermione pleaded.  “She didn’t 
mean any harm by it; she just wanted to know what it was like to be in the middle of a girl’s 
night, that’s all.  Not everyone gets to have pajama-parties in their childhood.  I certainly didn’t,”  
Hermione confessed, though that had been out of a secret worry that she’d turn accidentally 
pyromaniac behind her parents’ backs.  They’d been very relieved to know she was merely a 
witch, and not secretly insane.  “And not every Slytherin is evil by nature.  Some ask the Sorting 
Hat to be Slytherin in their first year, without even knowing what they’re getting themselves into 
by doing so.” 
 
That same blond brow quirked again.  “…Well.  What a stirring defense.  Whoever this is, she 
seems to have quite the strong ally in you.  I may not have any vested interest in inter-House 
relationships and rivalries, being an outsider to the English private school system, but if you can 
be friends with this girl…or boy; I’m still not ruling that out…and she with you, then I won’t 
investigate further into the matter.  Unless, of course, I hear anything that indicates a Slytherin 
has been spreading tales about last night.” 
 
“You won’t hear it from her.  From someone else, maybe, but not from her,”  Hermione 
promised.  “I know this person, and when she gives her word, she keeps it.” 
 
“Then I will have to take your word for it, I guess…  Time for me to claim my detention-forfeit.  
Tuan-ge!”  The pajamas re-Transfigured themselves back into a puddle of colorfully embroidered 
aquamarine.  Frejne smiled wryly at her student, hands neatly refolding the tunic.  “Whoever she 
is, she has wonderful taste in clothes.  I looked spectacular in this—on her version of my body—
and I’m really going to enjoy wearing it for the rest of the year. 
 
“You know…if she ever wants to trade sartorial charms with me, let her know I’ll keep her 
identity a secret in exchange for access to her exquisite taste.  You can go, now—oh, wait.  I 
almost forgot!  Twenty points from Gryffindor, for stealing one of my hairs to use in a potion 
without my consent,”  Frejne informed her, and nodded her head with a wry smile.  “Mustn’t 
forget to do my duty as a teacher to maintain discipline…  Now you can go, Hermione.” 
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Hermione had wondered whether or not she’d be punished for that.  In truth, she knew she had no 
right to protest the loss of points.  It had been wrong for her to take her teacher’s hair, after all.  
Dipping her head, she retreated, replying respectfully,  “Yes, Professor.” 
 
LXXXII. 
 
The rest of St. Valentine’s Day wasn’t as bad as it could have been; Potions class was not much 
different from any other Potions class, with Hermione being her usual know-it-all self, Severus 
being Snape-ish and thus sour, sarcastic, and sneering as usual, and Ron screwing up his potion—
which had absolutely nothing to do with love, romance, or anything else of an even remotely 
Valentine’s Day nature—badly enough that Severus got to take ten points off of Gryffindor.  
Later in the day, Hermione even managed to recoup ten points in Runes and Arithmancy, five 
points in each respectively, though her House was still horribly behind all the others.  Not that it 
was an unusual state, for this time of year. 
 
By the time supper was over, however, the sight of all those canoodling students had put both of 
them into a bad mood.  Severus and Hermione both spent a couple hours afterwards in stalking 
through the halls of the school, scowling and snapping and taking off House-points, both 
fervently wishing they could have been elsewhere, doing the exact sort of things the pairings they 
broke up were indulging.  And very carefully choosing paths that kept themselves away from 
each other, so as not to risk temptation. 
 
Monday became Tuesday, which turned into Wednesday.  That evening, late again due to 
homework—patrolling so much on Monday night had put her off her study schedule—Hermione 
visited the dungeons.  She tried several different variations on the origami spell to figure out how 
to make her paper lingam and yoni spells safer and more functional.  Instead of finding success, 
she wound up frustrated several times in a row, despite her logical-seeming modification 
attempts.  Finally, after nearly two hours and a whole pile of disenchanted, mangled paper—he’d 
been so right back at Christmas, claiming that destruction was sometimes the more satisfying 
route to take—Severus peremptorily called a halt to the evening’s official experimentation, 
coaxed her through the next series of implanted memories for Voldemort to peruse, hand-fed her 
another slice of Chocolate Suicide to make her feel better, and made love to her on the sheepskin 
rug. 
 
Thursday, she woke with a dull ache in her gut, and a dragging, familiar lethargy.  Madam 
Pomfrey had a supply of counteragent potions for the girls in the school for such occasions, and 
Hermione slipped into the Infirmary and helped herself to the cupboard where they were stored, 
managing to get in and out without being noticed by anyone.  The posset—which was provided 
without restriction to the post-menarche girls at the school, along with spare feminine supplies 
they could take back to their dorm-rooms—was a combination of non-drowsy pain-reliever and 
vitamin supplement to offset nutritional deficiencies that might arise at this time of the month.  
Hermione knew how to make it, of course, but didn’t bother, since the school supplied it for her 
and the other girls. 
 
It wasn’t in the standard Potions syllabus—she couldn’t imagine Professor Snape teaching it to a 
group of young witches, in spite of his eventual enjoyment of the experience of girl’s night—but 
Madam Pomfrey had taught a class in it, in her very first year at the school.  All of the first-year 
girls were gathered discreetly together each year, and given the lecture that they were becoming 
Young Women as well as Young Witches, and as such, there were certain things adult witches 
needed to know and do, to take care of their health and hygiene.  The boys, being oblivious—and 
not even her friends at the time, since it had been before Halloween—hadn’t even noticed the 
special class, but then they didn’t need that sort of lesson, so it had never occurred to them.  
Typical, but that was how they were. 

Hermione didn’t need the actual feminine supplies until Friday; it was the posset she needed first 
and foremost, to keep her energy levels up and her pain levels down.  Caffeine, she knew, made 
her cramps worse; having the Chocolate Suicide late Wednesday night hadn’t exactly helped the 
matter.  But though it was a painful, messy part of her life, she was deeply relieved to have to go 
through the all-too-familiar process this time.  Pregnancy was not on her list of things to do, this 
year. 
 
It was with equal relief that she could help Ron celebrate the return of every last bit of his injured 
arm, even down to his fingernails, by watching him, Harry, Ginny, and the other members of 
Gryffindor’s team fly in triumphant Quidditch practice on Saturday morning, though she had to 
do so with a hot mug of posset and a warming spell applied to her lower abdomen, sitting in the 
stands and watching the mock-game the teammembers were playing, cheering them on between 
doing snatches of her homework and waves of cramps. 
 
After homework, she helped supervise Harry and Ron in Moaning Myrtle’s bathroom for a little 
while, watching them prepare ingredients for the Polyjuice Potion they were making.  When she 
left them to their task, satisfied with their progress, Myrtle poked herself out of the wall just long 
enough to shake her head, letting Hermione know she hadn’t heard anything juicy.  Giving the 
normally moping ghost a sympathetic shrug and a look to encourage patience, Hermione retreated 
to the Tower to finish her homework for the weekend.  The boys, she knew, would put it off until 
Sunday night, since after nearly seven years they still hadn’t realized that if they did their 
homework as quickly as possible, they would actually have more time to relax and play, because 
they wouldn’t be wasting their time moping and whinging about it, and then staying up all hours 
of the night to get it done, leaving them sleepy and cranky the next day. 
 
By the time she made her way down to the Potions lab, Hermione herself was growing sleepy 
again.  She debated making a detour to the Infirmary for more posset, but figured there was no 
point; she’d just tell Severus it was that time of the month, that she was too tired, and was going 
to go back to bed.  There was a reason, after all, why they met twice a week or more; they could 
afford to skip a night.  This sort of thing usually only lasted four or five days, anyway. 
 
The first thing she saw when she whirled through the flames, however, was Severus standing not 
a bodylength away, waiting with a goblet in one hand and two amber-glass jugs in the other, 
dangling from his strong, callused fingers by their neck-loops.  At her enquiring look, he pressed 
the goblet into her hand first. 
 
“I’ve been hearing your sub-thoughts muttering and complaining all day.  Drink the posset; you’ll 
feel better.  We’ll wait fifteen minutes for that to take hold, then switch genders for tonight.”  His 
cheeks flushed as he added, not quite diffidently,  “The, ah, orgy can wait for next weekend.” 
 
Her fingers brushed his as she took the proffered cup, and Hermione looked up at him, sampling 
his sub-thoughts directly with the contact.  “…You’re disappointed.” 
 
Flushed, he shrugged physically, but didn’t bother to prevaricate mentally.  [Of course, I am.  I’ve 
been hard all week with the thought of making love to you in a trio with another version of 
myself.  But you’re not in a condition at the moment to enjoy something like that.  I’m also not 
about to make an arse of myself asking you to, either.  And I think you would find it more 
comfortable for it to be just the two of us, albeit with transposed genders, tonight.] 
 
{You’ve been eavesdropping on my thoughts, haven’t you?”} 
 
His cheeks reddened further.  [It’s…hard, not doing it.  You’re a fascinating woman.  I’m 
beginning to appreciate how much self-control you have, blocking out my own thoughts so often.] 
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His praise cheered her out of her discomfort at the topic.  Enough to be magnanimous, certainly.  
{It’s alright, Severus; you’ll get the hang of it eventually.  I was awfully tempted early on, myself.  
I still am, to be honest.  I can barely even look at you sometimes during class, for fear I’ll read 
the answers to the questions you ask right out of your mind.  But I won’t, not voluntarily—you 
have my word on that.} 
 
[I know.  I also realize you’re smart enough to already know those answers before you even walk 
into my classroom, so it’s not a particular worry of mine.] 
 
That made her smile.  Drinking the posset, she followed him to the bedroom, then retreated to the 
bathroom to exchange clothes and bodies.  Well, to remove her clothes, and exchange bodies.  At 
a sub-thoughted suggestion from him, she slipped into the shower to do so, taking a dollop of the 
Essence of Severus Snape version into the spray with her, carried in the rinsed-out goblet. 
 
Switching bodies relieved her entire of the ache, the nausea—once the transformation was 
complete—and the mess, though she did take a bit of his soap to herself to make sure.  Shutting 
off the shower, Hermione-as-Severus towelled her now masculine body dry and padded out of the 
bedroom.  Her counterpart wasn’t in the bedroom, however.  {Severus?  Where are you?} 
 
[I’m in the second bedroom.] 
 
{The second…?  Isn’t that where the frame is?}  she asked, feeling her cheeks heat a little. 
 
[I thought you could ‘discipline’ me, and show me what my voice does to your body.  And the 
pleasure to be found in spanking your flesh.  I still think that’s an oxymoron, deriving so much 
pleasure from something that supposed to be painful.  But I thought, if you were still 
feeling…cranky…you could take it out on me, if you like.] 
 
********************** 
 
Utterly unnoticed by Hermione, a pink elephant lounges on the scarlet-covered bed, clad in a 
gauzy purple harem outfit.  (The author is not responsible for any sprained brains that may occur 
from trying to imagine that combination.)  The pachyderm is puffing on a non-tobacco hookah, 
forming misty words with each orange-cinnamon-scented breath: 
 
“More quasi-autoerotic romping ahead…  With touches of BDSM, no less…  You know the drill, 
o ye of squeamish tastes…” 
 
********************** 
 
Hermione’s prick twitched, thickening at the possibilities.  She cast around for the hourglass and 
the jugs, saw they weren’t in the room, and padded out into the cold of the hallway.  The second 
bedroom, when she stepped through the door and closed it behind her, was a mecca of tropical 
warmth.  The most exotic aspect of the room, however, wasn’t the scent of orchids, hibiscus and 
frangipani.  It was the sight of herself kneeling on the carpet in front of the bedchamber’s blazing 
fireplace, bound into a collection of leather straps, curly head tossed back, one hand massaging 
and rolling a leather-supported nipple, the other working magic between those creamy, splayed 
thighs. 
 
Her prick hardened fully, tenting the front of the towel wrapped around her hips.  {God, that is a 
sexy sight, isn’t it?} 
 

Severus, hearing the appreciation in her mind-voice, ripe with sub-thoughted lust, shuddered 
under the questing touch of his own fingers.  His mouth opened soundlessly, his hips—his whole 
body—shaking in the force of his orgasm.  He started to slump as it subsided, and found himself 
stripped of his leather outfit and jerked firmly upright on his knees again, by a masculine hand 
fisting itself in his hair.  An ebony wand flicked through the air, vanishing the leather from his 
body. 
 
“Sartorlagen!  …I did not give you permission to cum, slave,”  Hermione ordered him gruffly as 
the tangle of leather landed on a nearby chair, sent there by her Disrobing Charm. 
 
[Good god, does my voice really sound like that?] 
 
Hermione smiled, the sort of unpleasantly evil smile she knew he’d use.  {Tit for tat, dear.}  A 
jerk on his hair—her hair—fixed his attention on her face.  “You will address me as Master, and 
obey my commands quickly and completely, or suffer the consequences of your insolence, Miss 
Granger,”  she drawled in his deep, quiet voice, trying to master his choice of language, his 
distinctive way of sneering as she spoke.  “Constantly raising your hand in class, believing—
mistakenly—that you know more even than your own teacher.  You will pay for your 
disrespect—won’t you?” 
 
Her fingers tightened in his scalp.  Severus winced…and widened his eyes, as the pain shot odd 
little streamers of…pleasure…down through his nerves, passing through his breasts and tingling 
where they met in his groin.  [That…was odd.] 
 
“Forty demerits for failing to speak out loud!  And ten more for not calling me Master,”  she all 
but hissed, lowering her long-nosed face to within a foot or so of his own altered features.  
Straightening, she pushed his face into her towel-wrapped loins with the hand that clenched his 
hair.  “Kiss my prick in apology, slut.” 
 
“I’m…sorry, Master.”  Lifting his hands to the towel, Severus peeled it back.  As promised by the 
dent in the terrycloth, her penis was quite rampant, red and randy.  He felt his mouth water, and 
couldn’t help thinking,  [How can I be a lesbian in a man’s body, if I want to suck on that thing?] 
 
That made Hermione snort with incompletely suppressed laughter.  {You’re spoiling my 
domineering mood, here!  As for how it’s possible, you’re attracted to me, you dolt!} 
 
[Did you just call me a dolt?]  Severus demanded, frowning up at her. 
 
{Only when you’re being one, which thankfully isn’t all that often.  File it under ‘bastard’, dear, 
as an affectionate insult.}  Clenching her hand a little, tightening her grip on his hair, Hermione 
reinforced her demand,  “Suck on it, slave!” 
 
[Affectionate insult, my arse.  You’re just trying to do it while I’m not in a position to take points 
away from your House,]  Severus dared to tease dryly, even as he complied.  Hermione nearly 
leapt out of her Transfigured skin from the hot, wet heat of that mouth devouring her aching 
flesh.  He sucked her in deeply, then withdrew, swirling his tongue around the delicate skin of her 
glans, only to swallow her again.  Making a ring of his forefinger and thumb, he stroked it along 
her shaft in opposition to his lips, then pulled back his head, groped for his wand—never far from 
his reach, it was underneath the leather outfit on the nearby chair—and used it with a whisper.  
“Oscitrudim.”  [I promised to show you what I myself know of deep-throat techniques, once upon 
a time, and I will keep all of my promises to you…] 
 
And swallowed her so far down, the head of her prick popped past the muscles of his throat. 
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{Oh god, oh dear god—stop!  I’m going to cum!}  Hermione protested as he picked up his 
bobbing, stroking speed, devouring her so deeply, his altered chin brushed against her scrotum 
with each attack. 
 
[Let it happen, love,]  Severus encouraged her, sucking and swirling and massaging even harder.  
[I can feel how badly you’re aching; you need this!  Oh, yes—cum in my mouth—on my face—my 
breasts—everywhere!] 
 
With a stranged grunt, Hermione climaxed.  Severus choked as the flavor burned the back of his 
throat, and quickly pulled her shaft out of his altered mouth.  He’d forgotten for a moment which 
body he was inhabiting, and how his own tasted, in this one.  Still pumping her flesh with his 
fingers, he aimed each jet from her Polyjuiced prick at his chest.  When she was done, sagging on 
her feet, breathing heavily in repletion, he wiped his hand on one breast, then leaned in and 
sucked her clean, trying not to grimace too much, mentally or physically. 
 
Regathering her wits, Hermione rested a moment, enjoying the tongue-bath he was giving her, 
then pulled him away by his curly, Transfigured hair.  “Enough!  Thirty more demerits for 
refusing to stop when I ordered you to.” 
 
Severus, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, protested out loud with her voice,  “—I 
gave you pleasure, and you give me demerits for it?” 
 
“If you hadn’t given me pleasure, slave, it would’ve been fifty—and twenty for not calling me 
Master!  Assume the punishment position!”  she snapped, enjoying the role-reversal.  {God, I’m a 
kinky bastard…} 
 
That made her partner laugh.  [I heard that sub-thought!  You’re thinking like a male, now.] 
 
{Well, technically I am a male, right now.  And no backtalk, or I’ll blister your bottom!} 
 
[Yes, Master.]  The subservient sub-thought was subdued…with suppressed laughter.  He 
positioned himself on all fours as she dropped her knees beside him. 
 
“Now.  Expiate your demerits, with a proper show of remorse,”  Hermione drawled in her best 
Snape-like manner.  Left hand fisted in his hair, keeping his head up, she glided the right one 
down over his shoulderblades, past the dip of his waist, and over the feminine curve of his 
buttocks.  Delving her Transfigured fingers between his thighs, she found his hot, moist center 
and played with it a little, using deft, delicate touches until he shuddered in a minor temblor.  
Cupping his curly-haired mound, Hermione gauged her aim, removed her hand, and smacked him 
on the nether-lips. 
 
“—Ow!  Er…thank you, Master, that was one,”  he managed as her other fingers tightened 
slightly in his hair. 
 
“Good,”  Hermione praised, and very lightly glided her fingertips along the curly-haired seam, 
making him squirm.  She smacked again, hard enough to sting her own fingers. 
 
Severus flinched.  “Thank you, Master, that was two!”  [That one hurt, you know!  When is it 
going to—oh, dear god…] 
 
She’d sliced the edge of her finger through his cunt, rubbing it against his clitoris.  Severus 
twisted his head over his shoulder, staring up at her with shocked, tawny eyes and gaping mouth, 

disbelief stamped across his—her—features.  Hermione let the corner of her mouth curve up, just 
a little.  “…Do you like it, my little pet?” 
 
His eyes closed as a shiver ran through his flesh.  [Sweet Merlin, that voice!  I never understood…  
You seriously think it’s this sexy-sounding, all the bloody time?] 
 
Hermione smiled, spanked him, and lightly caressed his altered flesh again.  “Keep counting, 
slave.  It is important for you to please your Master, for it is from your Master’s hand that all of 
your pleasure will be derived…  I do not hear you counting, slave!” 
 
“Forgive me, Master—thank you, Master, that was three!” 
 
She spanked him again, and he counted again, shuddering with each caress of his tingling, 
stinging flesh.  It was a good thing he’d literally sucked the edge off her own desire; this way, 
Hermione had a mostly clear mind, allowing her to bend her attention almost entirely to the 
pursuit of his stimulation.  Not that she wasn’t getting hard; she just could ignore it for now. 
 
On the other hand, Severus could not ignore his own sexual stimulation.  Yes, the swats to his 
quim were painful; they stung horridly, making his whole body flinch and tense at each blow.  
But the tingling they left in their wake accented and augmented each of her following caresses.  
Every time she slid her fingers between the folds of his cunt, he could feel how wet his body was 
growing, could not help the clenching of his womb, the quivering of his thighs and stomach.  The 
ache in his breasts, where the viscous semen of her prior expression of trans-gendered pleasure 
clung in cool, drying smears. 
 
She was fully hard, by the time they finally reached the count of fifty.  Hermione suspected she 
would’ve been hard even if she hadn’t been listening to the undercurrents of his thoughts, as they 
shifted from surprised and dumbfounded to curious and aroused, then escalated to aching and 
wanton.  Severus squirmed delicously under her hands, practically jumping with each flinch-
inducing blow, and writhing undeniably in pleasure with each stimulating caress.  Deciding to 
reward him for making it to the halfway mark, she released his hair and shifted position a little.  
Bending over, Hermione pried his nether-cheeks apart, and quested her—his—nose between 
those warm, damp, headily scented, spanking-blushed folds. 
 
A cry of pleasure escaped him; if he hadn’t been so wrapped up in his medium-sized climax, 
Severus might have been thoroughly embarrassed.  She hadn’t even licked him, yet!  Just rubbed 
her nose—his nose—along his slit, breathing in warm, hard puffs, until she shifted her position 
just a little bit more, adjusted the grip of her hands on his flesh, and—  [Oh, god, your tongue!] 
 
The sight and feel and taste and smell of him writhing under her mouth, the sounds of his gasps 
and moans, made her chuckle.  Hermione suspected it was a sound of masculine appreciation, 
because she wasn’t laughing at him, and she certainly wasn’t laughing with him…and she’d 
heard him do the exact same thing when their positions had been reversed, before.  Driving him 
through a moderate-sized trio of climaxes, she gauged his sub-thoughts, brought him up to the 
verge of a greater climax—and withdrew, spanking him three times sharply. 
 
The unexpected pain, the mashing of his clitoris, the stinging stimulation, tipped him right over 
the edge with an unbelieving, tight-throated gasp.  Collapsing to the carpet, Severus shuddered 
uncontrollably; he felt her hands pushing him over onto his back, parting his thighs, the burying 
of that nose, that mouth in his crotch once again, lapping and biting and suckling with greedy 
little grunts, multiple orgasms rolling through his flesh like storm-waves.  Augmented every now 
and then by another trio or quartet of smacks on his nether-lips, delivered at her whim.  His hands 
clawed at the carpeting, pushed at the edge of the hearth nearby, clutched at the short, black 
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strands of her hair.  His drawn-up knees probably looked silly, flopping up and down like the 
wings of a butterfly, and yet Severus did not, could not care. 
 
It wasn’t enough—all this pleasure, and it wasn’t enough!  Clutching became impatient tugging.  
[Please please please get up here and fuck me, shag me drive me across the carpet fuck me fuck 
me please!] 
 
A heated, thoroughly amused chuckle escaped her throat, low and sensual.  Severus bit his lower 
lip, trying to keep his voice—her voice—from whinging in need.  She kissed her way up his 
quivering stomach, licked and nipped briefly at the curves of his breasts, and squared herself 
between his hungry thighs.  Where she paused.  He tugged impatiently again on her hair, before 
realizing she was looking around for the hourglass. 
 
{…Mm, at least twenty minutes left.  Plenty of time for a nice, hot shag, if you like.  If you 
ask…nicely.} 
 
[Please please please please—dignity be damned, you bitch—fill me!] 
 
“Your demand is my desire,”  she murmured in his damnably sexy voice. 
 
Oh, yes, heard with her ears, in the midst of all this topsy-turvy, utterly insane pain-pleasure, 
Severus could finally admit he had an actual quotient of sex appeal when he drawled like that.  
Tugging her—his—head down, he licked at her mouth, tasting himself—herself—on those thin 
lips.  A soft laugh as Hermione heard his sub-thoughts, and she sank slowly into him.  Too 
slowly.  Planting his feet, Severus shoved up with his hips, seating her more quickly, though not 
yet completely.  Lifting his thighs, he hooked his calves around her narrow buttocks, and pulled 
her fully into his flesh, eliciting matching groans from both of them. 
 
{Ah, god, Severus—I’m going to cum!} 
 
[Goody!] 
 
That broke her up with a laugh.  {…“Goody?”  Severus Snape does not say “goody”, love!} 
 
[Damn.  I meant to say it out loud, in your voice.  Because Hermione Granger would,]  he 
pointed out distractedly, nipping at her—his—jaw for breaking the mood. 
 
{Over my dead body!}  she mock-protested, nipping back between laughs.  {I will not be that 
undignified, today!} 
 
[That can be arranged, if it’s a ‘little death’…don’t just lie there, woman!  Thrust that penis of 
yours into me!]  he urged, thumping his calves impatiently on her rump.  
 
Hermione lost it.  Howling with laughter, she buried her face in the curve of his neck, snorting in 
the effort to breathe.  Severus tried to glare at her, hoping she caught it from his sub-thoughts, 
since she couldn’t see his actual face.  But he failed.  Her overwhelming amusement seeped into 
him like water seeping through a woven basket, filling and warming every corner of his soul, and 
soon he was chuckling, too—calling her a woman and then demanding practically in the same 
mental breath that she use her penis was unintentionally funny. 
 
Between one snickering breath and the next, they both felt it—the trembling edge of desire.  What 
should have been taken away, or at least diminished by their laughter, had unexpectedly been 
augmented by it.  Lifting her head cautiously, carefully, Hermione stared down at her lover in 

breathless wonder, caught right at that moment where her scrotum was tightening almost 
painfully, seconds from the pressure of ejaculation.  Raising his hand, Severus touched her cheek, 
tracing his fingers along the slight prickle of stubble of her altered jaw. 
 
[Hermione, I love you so much, I—] 
 
{Severus—beloved—ah!}  Jaw clenching, Hermione dug her hips forward.  Pulsing, spilling into 
the heat of his feminized core, she felt him catch fire with a squeezing tremor of pleasure, and 
started thrusting again to further ignite the man-turned-woman under her, bracing her weight on 
her palms and her knees for the fullest strokes possible in that position.  Transferring her pleasure 
to him, his to her, augumenting and magnifying the ecstasy, prolonging her stamina despite the 
ejaculation. 
 
Clinging to her, Severus chanted mentally with each stroke, uncaring if he was literally drooling 
or not.  Probably not, since he was panting with each stroke, drying out his mouth with each 
huffing breath.  [More more more more more more more more!] 
 
Hermione smirked, tossing her altered head slightly to get those black locks out of her way.  
{Greedy little thing, aren’t you?} 
 
He shuddered and came undone in her arms, writhing and scratching his—her—nails down her 
Polyjuiced back.  Hermione wouldn’t have thought it possible, but that simple act sent a frisson of 
desire down her spine, into her legs and arms, and back again.  Where it pooled in her loins, 
tightening the altered organs.  Struggling against the resurging desire in her veins, she glanced 
toward the bureau.  Barely a fingerlength of time remained. 
 
[Unh…do you want another hour’s worth, love?}  she prodded the man-turned-woman under her, 
stilling her movements. 
 
[Wha…oh, god, yes!  I am not giving this body up until you’ve driven me mad with lust!]  he 
asserted firmly, though the look he gave her was rather dazed. 
 
{I wondered as much.  Just lie there, love, while I fetch you another dose,}  she thought with a 
grin. 
 
********************** 
 
On this bed, also unnoticed, resides an ostrich in a leotard.  It has been reading from a pile of 
scrolls.  Flicking the newest one out so that it unravels completely, it continues reading silently.  
The back of the scroll is marked with a simple sentence. 
 
“We now resume your usual mayhem.  ~Lotm” 
 
********************** 
 
Severus bit back a moan of disappointment when she dismounted and pushed to her feet.  She 
came back with both jugs, and they quickly sipped, shuddered, and grimaced near-identically.  
Hermione took the jugs back to the top of the dresser, inverted the hourglass even as the last few 
grains drained away, and turned back to the man-turned-woman on the floor. 
 
[…Just a moment.] 
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She arched a brow in curiosity, watching him right himself.  His legs—her legs—wobbled a 
moment as he stood, wand in hand.  That made Hermione even more curious.  {What?  Would 
you like to be on the bed?  …Or in the bondage frame, over there?} 
 
“Accio dungarees!”  That clearly wasn’t what she’d expected him to say, from the puzzlement on 
her—his—face.  The door to the second bedroom banged open and a pair of black jeans smacked 
into Severus’ outstretched hands.  He—she—smirked, and tossed them at Hermione.  “Another 
promise I intend to see fulfilled, love.  Put them on, and zip them up.  Sans boxers.” 
 
She couldn’t help the laugh that escaped her—his—chest, low and rueful, as she catched the 
black denim pants.  “—You kinky bastard!” 
 
He grinned back, and actually managed to achieve a touch of his usual, silky drawl with her 
voice.  “I do want to keep all of my promises to you.  Now, zip!” 
 
LXXXIII. 
 
Wednesday came around again.  When she arrived in his quarters, Severus greeted her with a 
contraceptive potion.  It was the same kind he was taking, a week-long variety, but he explained 
in a thought that he thought it best if she took it halfway through his own cycle, so there would be 
no accidental gaps in coverage, should one of them miss by a day or two.  Nodding, she downed 
the strawberry-smelling, seaweed-tasting Nihou Dze brew, and headed for the laboratory.  Her 
Floo powder project needed tending, and she was determined to figure out how to fix her 
origami-genitalia spell. 
 
Rather than work with the end-product, to more frustration, Hermione turned to her usual stand-
by:  research.  Lots and lots of research.  While the oil pans burned with bright, golden flames 
overhead, and Severus tended an experiment of his own at one of the tables, she spread out 
literally dozens of books on one of the other tables and scratched notes and thoughts on a pad of 
paper with a quill pen. 
 
It occurred to her, as she finished marking down a page-number and paused to stretch her arms 
and back, that there was something wrong with what she had just written.  Pausing mid-stretch, 
she frowned at the number on her notepad.  Then frowned at The Grimoires of Vatsyanna. 
 
[Something wrong?]  Severus asked, picking up the confusion in her sub-thoughts as he worked 
with his back to her, slaving over a clear, heat-tempered, crystaline cauldron. 
 
She replied out loud, breaking the companionable silence between them.  “I just wrote down page 
4,762.” 
 
“So?”  he challenged lightly.  “What’s remarkable about that?” 
 
“Gauging by the thickness of the Grimoires, there shouldn’t even be two thousand pages in it,”  
she pointed out. 
 
That made him glance over his shoulder for a moment, though he was at a tricky stage in the 
concentrated healing draught he was trying to concoct.  “Perhaps it’s a compressed book.  If it 
is…they’re very rare, and you definitely received more than your money’s worth.” 
 
“I should say so,”  she murmured thoughtfully, studying the Grimoires.  “If it is a compressed 
book, these things usually have a verbal command search structure…”  Setting her notes and quill 

aside, Hermione closed the large tome, lifted it up on its spine, and asserted out loud,  “Table of 
Contents.” 
The book opened under her fingers as she drew her hands apart, splitting near the very front.  She 
hadn’t noticed the Table of Contents before.  Now she perused the list, and saw that it did not 
have page numbers listed, per se, just names of subjects, and sample spells that were arranged by 
those subjects—some of those spells even appeared in different subject-sections.  Closing the 
book, she tried again. 
 
“Index!” 
 
The book parted itself near the back.  Leafing through the large sheets of colorfully illustrated 
parchment, Hermione eyed the small, neat print, listing what looked like thousands of spells.  
Which did have page numbers, accompanying the subjects and spells listed alphabetically in each 
column.  Lots and lots of spells and subjects, and lots and lots of page numbers.  One page 
reference, she noted in astonishment, read 10,644. 
 
She stared at it, dumbfounded.  {Sweet Merlin!  This thing has over ten thousand pages in it!} 
 
[Well, Vatsyanna was the foremost Eromancer of all time,]  Severus pointed out, adjusting the 
blue-white flame under his cauldron with a gentle caress of his wand.  [Both in researching 
others’ works as well as in crafting his own.  And he did live in a culture where one’s sexuality 
was a noble pursuit of the Third Way.  I imagine he collected quite a lot of information on the 
subject, during his lifetime.] 
 
Closing the book, Hermione experimented again.  “Index of spells by country of origin!”  The 
book obligingly parted, letting her peer at the pages displayed, flipping through the section in 
disbelief.  “Good grief, Finnish Eromancy?  I’d almost think it would be too cold for that sort of 
thing…  You know, I think I ripped that poor Muggle off, on E-Bay.” 
 
“Pardon?” 
 
“The value of this tome is at least one hundred times the amount of pounds-sterling I paid for it, if 
not even more,”  Hermione observed wryly, closing and lifting the tome onto its spine again.  
“Let’s try for something a little more specific than simple Index listings, but not too specific, to 
test its spell-search capabilities.”  Balancing the book, she asserted,  “…I am looking for a spell, 
or a class of spells, capable of reproducing feminine sexual organs and/or feminine juices to some 
degree of sensitory accuracy!” 
 
The tome stayed balanced for a moment, making her wonder if she’d taxed its sorting 
capabilities.  It finally drooped open, though.  She perused the pages now revealed, taking in the 
spells and their descriptions for that section as she flipped through the broad vellum sheets. 
 
“Well?”  Severus prompted her.  He couldn’t leave the potion he was working on at this stage, but 
he was equally curious to know if Vatsyanna had ever surmounted that particular problem.  If 
they could replicate her feminine dew… 
 
“Well, I think I just found a way to fix my origami yoni problem…” 
 
“The juices?”  he prodded her, stirring the cauldron before him precisely nine times in a figure-
eight infinity-pattern.  “Can you replicate those?” 
 
“Keep your mind on your own work, there’s a good Potions Master,”  she dismissed, attention 
bent on the paving-slab sized book, hand groping for her quill and notepad. 
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“Don’t tease me, Miss Granger,”  he growled, wishing he didn’t have such a tricky project to 
tend. 
 
“And I thought I told you to stay out of those particular thoughts, Professor,”  she retorted.  “If it 
doesn’t work out, I don’t want you disappointed.” 
 
[Just frustrated,]  he sighed mentally. 
 
{Poor baby.  I’ll make it up to you in about an hour,}  she promised in kind. 
 
[In about an hour, it will be well after midnight, and you’ll need your sleep.  We should’ve made 
love first,]  Severus observed ruefully, running a hand through his dark locks as he carefully 
watched the bluish, bubbling brew in the crystal cauldron; the instant it turned the slightest bit 
lavender, he’d apply the next step.  [Because in about an hour, I’ll still be working on this blasted 
thing.  But I thought I’d figured out what I needed to do to successfully concentrate the potion, 
and wanted to work on it while the idea was hot, and you were busy with your own project…and I 
tend to get overly wrapped up in my own work, sometimes, misjudging time and all.  Not the 
things I teach in class, but my own personal projects.  Which is why I work on most of them in the 
summer, not the school year.] 
 
{I can get a little wrapped-up, too, sometimes.  I can forego a little sleep in the name of research, 
though, Eromantic or otherwise,}  Hermione allowed, still turning pages and marking down 
page-numbers.  {Your work is important, if you can pin down the process precisely enough for 
replication.  Besides, this is beginning to look like more than an hour’s worth of cross-
referencing, here.} 
 
[Well, this should be done within two hours at the latest.  If you need to sleep between now and 
then, you are welcome to my bed.  We can make love in the morning, if need be.] 
 
She smiled at him.  Well, at his back; he was still clad in his usual black frock-coat, protecting 
him from the cool air of his sub-dungeon home, hands deftly shaking out a measurement of 
something flaky and reddish from a jar.  Hermione wasn’t quite sure why she was amused by his 
offer, or so pleased by his presence despite the way they were almost ignoring each other.  It 
finally struck her, as he started grinding the flakes with a silver pestle-and-mortar set.  {You 
know, you make me feel like a cat.} 
 
That made him glance briefly over his shoulder at her, hands still working at reducing the flakes 
to a fine, reddish-orange powder.  [Whatever does that mean?] 
 
{You know my cat, Crookshanks?}  she reminded him as he ground away. 
 
A brow lifted, and he returned his attention to the potion ingredient before him.  [Yes, I know it.  
Or of it—him, sorry.  Argus has complained of your bandy-legged, orange tabby chasing Mrs. 
Norris around the school grounds on more than one occasion.  What about him?] 
 
{Well, whenever I’m working in my room, he’ll often leap up onto the bed beside me and curl up 
nearby.  Not always against me, not necessarily butting his head against my side, looking for a 
pet or a scratch—he’ll do that, yes, but sometimes he’ll just come and be beside me.  And then, 
out of the blue, he’ll start purring,}  Hermione told Severus.  {And I haven’t even petted him or 
anything, when he does it.  I think it’s just because he’s there, near me, and that makes him 
happy.  It’s enough to make him happy.  So here I was sitting, looking at you, knowing we weren’t 
going to be paying any real attention to each other…} 
 

He checked one of the smaller hourglasses he’d set nearby and moved quickly, dumping the 
powder into the cauldron, which had finally evinced a slight purplish tone to it.  The liquid 
promptly fizzled and turned green.  [—Yes!  It’s working, so far!]  He quickly stirred the altered 
liquid in a twelve-pointed star pattern and set the spoon aside, flipping over a small hourglass 
with his other hand at the same moment the spoon left the liquid.  To let her know he was paying 
attention to her as well as his project, he completed her thought for her.  […And you realized you 
felt inexplicably happy just to be sharing the same space with me, correct?] 
 
{Very correct.} 
 
Severus smiled at the cauldron, reaching for the next set of ingredients:  finely sliced aloe leaves, 
spell-frozen so that their valuable juices wouldn’t be wasted.  [Do I make you feel like purring, 
just from my mere presence?] 
 
That made her blush.  {Well, yes.  You do.} 
 
[Good.  You have the same effect on me.  Now, purr quietly, my love; this next step is tricky…] 
 
Smiling, Hermione bent her attention to her research notes.  Though her handwriting was neat 
enough to read at a glance, the notations she was making became increasingly more and more 
cryptic, the more she read in the Grimoires and the other tomes.  Possibilities flowed through her 
brain, met and clashed like the pieces of Ron’s wizard-chess set, wrestled and merged, fought and 
separated, as two different research projects bumped up against each other in her head.  Frankly, 
she was glad Severus was preoccupied with his own ideas; it gave her the room to think of her 
birthday present for him. 
 
According to the category of spells uncovered in the Grimoires, it was possible to duplicate a 
woman’s natural juices.  Not only was it possible to do so, but it was possible to do so through a 
representational object…such as her origami genitalia project.  True, the Tantrists of Vatsyanna’s 
day had used carved wooden yonis, or special kinds of coloured, sculpted clay, or even stitched 
fabric for their base material; because of this, she was fairly sure she could alter the necessary 
linking spell to the paper version she wanted to make.  And with another spell she found, she 
could make the paper quim look and feel and respond to pleasurable touches—and only 
pleasurable ones—exactly like a real one would. 
 
The problem was, any liquids produced by that artificial version would actually come from 
her…and if she enchanted more than one paper-yoni in the interests of speeding up production of 
her natural juices, she’d be drained bone-dry faster than a vampire victim.  Unless she linked in 
one other spell from this section, a spell to literally replicate her natural juices.  A very 
complicated spell, because she had to identify the components underlying her unique dew, and 
recreate them according to their highly complex alchemical signature—magical chemistry was 
even more complicated than Muggle chemistry in some ways, and this spell was no exception.  It 
would definitely be a challenge, even for the greatest potions-maker. 
 
Her gaze, wandering around the laboratory, fell on a box perched high on a shelf.  The 
adimeresphere box, which had grown a little dusty in its high perch since its last use.  Was it 
possible to use that to find out what she needed?  {…Severus?} 
 
[Yes, love?] 
 
{How would I find out everything that an adimeresphere could do?} 
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[Look it up in the Encyclopedia Magica,]  he directed her, working with his potion.  [That’ll give 
you a start.  If you need to know more, I’ve got a manual for the thing around here somewhere, 
but I can’t remember where I last saw it, at the moment.  You’ll need to use a Translation Charm, 
anyway, as it’s written in Italian.  What would you need it for?] 
 
{Just an idea.  Go back to your work, love,}  she directed him.  Then asked hesitantly.  
{Erm…you wouldn’t mind if I needed to borrow it, would you?} 
 
[What is mine, is yours.  Just don’t ask me to open it until this particular stage is through,]  he 
cautioned her, adding yet another tiny scrap of frozen aloe vera to the pot, dissolving the healing 
plant with slow, exacting care. 
 
{Oh, I won’t need it opened, yet.  Not until I know whether it could help me in my research.}  She 
started to get up, then sank back down onto the stool she was using, staring at his back.  {…Did 
you really mean it?} 
 
[Mean what?]  He was a little too distracted at the moment to sample her sub-thoughts more 
directly. 
 
{That…that whatever is yours, is now mine.} 
 
He added another tiny scrap of aloe to the bubbling pot, watching it slowly turn from opaque to 
translucent green with each tiny portion; the moment it turned completely clear, he would have to 
stop, but that would depend entirely on the dissolving process, not just on the amount added.  [Of 
course I meant it.  I wouldn’t have bothered saying it, otherwise.] 
 
{Oh.}  She couldn’t quite feel her knees, at that. 
 
[Hermione, I love you.  I want to share what passes for my life with you…if that’s what you want, 
that is.  Presuming we can survive your graduation, and Voldemort, and god knows what other 
troubles might lurk in our way, and that you can put up with a sour, sarcastic, black-hearted, 
greasy-haired bastard like myself.  And if you don’t mind the fact that most everyone will 
consider me far too old for you, even with the loss of seven apparent years…] 
 
{That’s assuming you can put up with a bossy, opinionated, insufferable know-it-all like myself,}  
she retorted.  {And all your own friends will undoubtedly point out that I’m far too young for you, 
too.  Not to mention, I’m not sure whether I should go into Auror training or Research, once I 
graduate, so I don’t even have a job prospect to help support myself, once I graduate.} 
 
[I’m not entirely poor, Hermione, despite being a teacher…and having a book-fetish that 
occasionally eats away at my stockpile of Sickles.  I do have tenure here, which adds 
considerably to my salary.  I can afford a wife and a few children, if you don’t mind living here at 
the school for most of the year.] 
 
{I’m not saying you can or cannot support me,}  she corrected him quickly.  {I’m just saying I’m 
the sort of woman who wants to pull her own weight, financially, and that I’m not quite sure how 
I’ll do that just yet, once I’m fresh out of school.  It’s a pride-thing.} 
 
[That’s understandable.  I do suffer from an excess of pride, myself.  But you haven’t answered 
my query.] 
 
{What query?} 
 

[ Would you mind living here, for most of the year?] 
 
She snorted and spoke out loud.  “—Hellooo?  Who put her covetous noseprints all over your 
lovely windows, in her very first visit down here?  Who put herself on record in that same first 
visit as stating she wants first dibs at these rooms, should anything ever happen to you?  Who 
thinks those spare bedrooms would be perfect for a couple of children to use?  Presuming we 
could find somewhere else to store the bondage frame, of course.  Honestly, Severus; you really 
need to pay more attention!” 
 
“It isn’t a matter of paying attention, so much as not taking your taste in living quarters for 
granted,”  he replied aloud, adding a tiny bit more of the chopped plant from his collection.  He 
switched back to thoughts, continuing,  [It pleases me to know you like my quarters, but that’s not 
the same as actually wanting to live down here in them with me.  And…sometimes I find it hard to 
believe that you could love me.  I’ve never been very lovable.] 
 
{Bullshite.  It’s the people around you who haven’t been very lovable,}  she told him matter-of-
factly, slipping off the stool to go research adimerespheres in her Christmas present.  {Love is 
given, after all, not earned, and you clearly have a lot of love to give me.  Ergo, you’re very 
lovable.} 
 
[Your logic is…damn.  I’m trying to claim your logic is fallible, but my sense of honesty won’t let 
me.  Mainly because love is not very logical in and of itself,]  he asserted dryly. 
 
{If it was, would you still love me?}  she teased, glancing over her shoulder at him as she left the 
lab. 
 
He gave her a quelling look just before she vanished from sight.  [Of course, I would; don’t be 
ridiculous, woman.  My love for you is eminently logical.] 
 
{You have me curious, now. How so, logically?} 
 
[We have much in common; we’re both highly intelligent, we both love to learn, and we both love 
reading just about everything ever written.  We have little patience for those who refuse to use 
their minds as God granted them, and think that research for the sake of research is actually fun.  
And we’ve spectacular physical alchemy as lovers, which certainly helps.  We’re also both of us 
mature enough to accept the other person as he or she is, without flights of fantasy about 
‘changing’ each other…at least, I presume you don’t have any lingering notions of changing me?  
I seem to remember you scaring me with that possibility, some time back.] 
 
{Only if you want to change some aspect of yourself, and need my help to do so,}  Hermione 
promised him as she exited the left-hand corridor and entered the sitting room.  {It only sounded 
scary because I’m not very good at articulating myself, sometimes.  If you want to change, and 
need help to do so successfully, then I would be honored to watchdog you, and offer helpful 
suggestions; I’ll gladly help and assist in any way the two of us deem feasible. 
 
{But if you don’t want to change—with the exception of better hygiene, once the Basilisk Snogger 
is good and dead—well, I had a crush on the man I thought  you were, but I fell in love with the 
man that you are.  That factor hasn’t changed, and isn’t likely to, unless you change yourself 
radically for the worse.  Which I doubt will ever happen; you’re just not that kind of man.  Ah, 
here we are:  ‘A’, for adimeresphere.}  Plucking the book from the shelf, she cracked it open and 
flipped through the pages, looking for the correct entry.  {Pay attention to your own thoughts for 
a little while, dear; I have a birthday present to dream up, as well as an extra-credit project to 
fix.} 
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[…A birthday present?]  Severus asked, almost forgetting to keep his attention on his cauldron.  
Her comment surprised him.  [Hermione, my birthday isn’t until April.  You’re trying to find 
something for me right now?] 
 
{Yes, I know.  I also know I have less than two months to pull it off, or pick something else to give 
to you.  So kindly stay out of my head while I’m thinking about it, alright?} 
 
[As you wish…  Do I not get a single hint?]  he prodded with a hopeful lilt to his voice, after a 
moment’s thought. 
 
She smiled to herself, reaching the correct page for the entry she wanted.  {Don’t wheedle, 
Severus; it really doesn’t suit you.} 
 
[How about a threat, then?]  he teased.  [A demand?  An order?] 
 
{You’re getting me wet…but you’re not getting anything else out of me.} 
 
[Well, it’s not as if I couldn’t guess—ha!  Perfect!  As clear as the cauldron!  Now I just have to 
simmer it for about an hour, stirring constantly in a star-pattern to keep it evenly concentrated…  
What would you do to me, if I deliberately eavesdropped on your birthday-present thoughts?] 
 
{I’ll buy you a single, solitary toothpick, instead.  I believe that was Harry’s all-time low for a 
Christmas present from his Muggle relatives.} 
 
She felt him wince, even though they weren’t in the same room, let alone touching.  [Bloody 
marvelous; now you’ve made me pity him.  Fine.  I’ll leave your thoughts alone.  For a little 
while,]  Severus warned her.  [But I’ll have to give you an “oral” quiz, as soon as this potion is 
done.] 
 
{What was that you said I would say, this last weekend?  Oh, yes…  Goody!} 
 
LXXXIV. 
 
“Okay, I’m going to need that adimeresphere manual you said you have around here 
somewhere,”  Hermione stated without preliminaries Saturday evening, as she stepped out of the 
whirling fire and headed toward his lab.  “Plus access to the storage cupboards, since I won’t 
know what ingredients I’ll need, exactly, until I…wow.”  She stopped,  dead-stopped, and stared 
at the sight on the couch.  The mind-blowing sight.  The mind-blowing, speech-impairing sight, 
which made her question her senses incoherently.  “Abawa…abawawa?” 
 
Severus Snape, in all his naked glory…making love to Severus Snape, in all his naked glory. 
 
“Haba…wa…”  She lifted her hand, blinked, and shook her stunned mind back into motion.  
Snapping out her wand, she concentrated on a single, coherent thought.  “Sartorlagen!” 
 
Her clothing thumped onto the coffee-table in an untidy mess; neatness was not one of her top 
priorities, at the moment.  Nipples tight, loins aching, Hermione wondered whether she should 
just stand there and drool a little more, or join the twins on the couch.  Even as she watched, the 
two Severuses broke their heated, tonguing kiss, one of them tipping his head back while the 
other nipped his way down to those rosy, flat nipples on that lean, sallow, pleasure-flushed chest.  
The one on top rubbed his turgid penis against the other’s, teasing it, while the one on bottom slid 
his hands up his lover’s arms, up under the strands of black hair to the nape…and the necklace 

untwisted in his fingers, his lover vanishing a second later.  Leaving the real Severus Snape 
reclining on his back, naked, hard, and slanting those dark eyes in her direction. 
[…I thought that would get your attention.] 
 
{It got my attention to the point of incoherency, love,}  she confessed dryly, face still hot from the 
scene he had displayed so enticingly for her. 
 
He smiled slightly as he levered his naked, lean frame carefully off the couch, his manhood so 
hard and jutting,  Severus guessed it looked like he was trying to avoid accidentally breaking 
himself in the cautious way he stood.  Which would have been true, of course.  He clutched the 
necklace tightly in his left hand, determined to reactivate it as quickly as possible.  But first, he 
had to make one thing perfectly clear with his chestnut-haired succubus. 
 
[You’ve been thinking very hard about your experiments all day, Hermione.  I’ve had to keep my 
mental walls high and hard, just to keep from eavesdropping.  In fact, you’ve been thinking so 
hard about your extra-credit project and my birthday-present, I haven’t been able to catch your 
attention once,]  he told her, padding around the coffee table, so stiff his shaft wasn’t even able to 
sway.  Severus was mildly surprised he could think so calmly.  [Of course, even heard in 
snatches, overhearing what you want to do for my birthday present has left me in a state of 
rampancy that has left me confined to my bloody quarters all bloody day long, because Albus 
would personally fling a Killing Curse at me, if he caught me stalking through the halls with my 
prick poking out like a bloody battering ram.  I’d even take House-points off of you for it, if I 
could figure out a way to phrase it delicately enough for the point-recorder.] 
 
{…You mean my birthday present isn’t going to be a surprise?}  Hermione pouted. 
 
[As you so cleverly put it earlier, we’re linked Veritamorialy.  There are no surprises.  Not for 
something you’ve been thinking about all bloody day long.  Bedroom.  Now.] 
 
Lust flared through her veins at that peremptory command.  {Damn, you’re turning me on, 
ordering me about like that.} 
 
[Good.  Now.]  The sub-thought lurking behind his dark eyes was very graphic about what he 
would do to her if she didn’t comply. 
 
It almost rooted her to the spot, save for his undercurrent of concern swirling around the demand, 
that he didn’t want to give either of them a carpet-burn from the level of vigor he had in mind.  
Scooting ahead of him, she hurried down the right-hand corridor, barely making it into the 
bedroom ahead of him.  Severus, well aware of the desire liquefying her sub-thoughts, kicked the 
door shut with his foot and snatched at her naked body with his arms, hauling her back against 
him.  For a moment, he ground his erection against her backside, palming her breasts and 
suckling hungrily on the side of her neck through her curls, then eased his grip a little.  Lifting the 
necklace still clenched in his hand, raising the half-shell into position, he twisted the clasp 
together. 
 
Severus Snape manifested in front of them, making her breath catch. 
 
“Make love to her with me,”  he ordered his counterpart tersely, and bit the side of her neck as his 
doppleshelled self obediently captured her mouth in an open, heated kiss. 
 
{God, that’s weird—he has no flavor to his kiss!} 
 
[It’s a doppleshell, Hermione; they literally have no taste, remember?] 
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{Right, right.  It’s just strange—Merlin, he’s a good kisser!] 
That made him laugh and scrape her hair out of his way so he could nibble on her earlobe, still 
rocking his groin against her backside while his counterpart palmed and stroked her breasts.  He 
slid his own hands around to join the party.  [Are you trying to make me jealous of myself?] 
 
{No, not really; I’m just saying you programmed the thing to be bloody marvelous, as a lover.  
Monkey see, monkey do, and all that—oh dear god, nipples!  Four hands…lips…kisses…Merlin, 
help me!} 
 
The sensations were beginning to swamp her.  Severus scraped his fingernails lightly up her belly 
and laughed softly in her ear in that damnably sexy, dark, triumphant way of his as she squirmed 
and whimpered, while dopple-Severus licked her throat and lightly plucked at the tips of her 
breasts.  The fake-Severus bent his knees a little, so that his erection slipped between her thighs, 
rubbing and teasing and tormenting her dampening curls, making her gasp.  Hermione lifted a 
hand to each of their heads, one over her right shoulder, the other down by her left breast, 
clutching at their identical, black, silky locks.  She tried to anchor herself with the act, but two 
separate, identical sensations under her hands didn’t really help to orient her senses. 
 
[God, yes, I love hearing you moan and whimper helplessly like that—bend over, love, and suck 
his prick!] 
 
A helpless sound of lust escaped her, too feeble to be a moan, too solid to be a sigh.  Gripping the 
hair of the dopple-Snape, Hermione lifted his mouth back into range for a hot, tonguing kiss—it 
was odd, when he had scent yet no flavor, but it was only a mild distraction.  And maybe even a 
helpful point, given her assigned task.  She started kissing and licking her way down that sparsely 
haired chest after a few moments, encouraged by the real Severus’ nipping bites to her neck and 
shoulders. 
 
No, it was more distracting to not get any feedback from dopple-Severus.  In fact, she couldn’t 
even think of him as a dopple-‘Severus’ any longer; he seemed more of a dopple-‘Snape’.  She 
was so used to touching her lover and knowing near-instantly through his sub-thoughts whether 
that touch was pleasurable or not, it was disconcerting to not know instantly if her efforts were 
any good with this doppleganger-version.  Until his hands fisted in her hair, guiding and 
encouraging her lower with a believably real, masculine groan.  Wrapping her fingers around that 
identical shaft, she bent a little lower and sucked it into her mouth, listening to the shell-enspelled 
owner as he moaned with realistic pleasure. 
 
The real Severus clutched at her hips, prodding her dew-slick folds with the tip of his organ.  A 
firm push seated his hot prick in her moist crevasse, even as it forced her to swallow his 
doppleshell a little deeper with the force of his thrust.  The erotic image of his curly-haired lover 
bent over at the hips, swallowing the penis of his mirror-image even as she was impaled on his 
own, nearly drove the real Potions Master mad with lust.  Clutching at her hips, knowing he was 
bruising her a little from the strength of his grip, Severus withdrew and thrust hard into her.  
Driving her onto his counterpart with a bounce.  She choked and pulled back, quickly flicking out 
her wand. 
 
“Oscitrudim!” 
 
[—God, yes!] 
 
The moment she parted her lips for the head of dopple-Snape’s prick, Severus drove into her, 
hard.  Forcing her onto his enspelled-twin’s shaft.  This was a fantasy of his, a secret, perverted, 

contradictory fantasy, of sharing her sexually with another man…yet not having to share her with 
anyone else at all! 
[Yes, yes, suck that prick!  Swallow him down—It’s like having you roasted on a sexual spit 
between the two of us…God and Merlin, what luscious buttocks, such juicy depths—ah, ‘Mione!  
Sweet god—cumming—!] 
 
His pleasure rippled up through her spine through the grip of his hands; she did feel spitted, 
especially when the dopple-version clutched her hair with a growl and thrust into her mouth and 
throat with short, spasming, flavorlessly wet strokes, making her choke and swallow each spurt as 
quickly as she could.  Flavorless, until she realized it still burned the back of her throat 
unpleasantly.  {Well, there goes that theory…} 
 
Severus—the real one—chuckled, pumping into her with slowly calming strokes.  [Sorry, my 
love.  But then, most people do find me a little hard to swallow.] 
 
She nearly choked on her laughter, given her mouth was still filled by his dopple-twin’s flesh.  
Withdrawing from the diminishing organ, she licked it clean.  Mainly she did it for her lover’s 
visual enjoyment, using broad laps of her tongue and hungry, greedy noises she knew would 
drive him mad with lust, making sure to tip her head to the side so that his view wouldn’t be 
overly obstructed.  He rewarded her by grinding his groin into hers, shuddering with a masculine 
aftershock. 
 
Dopple-Snape pulled her upright, tugging her into an embrace, kissing her with a convincing 
show of pleasure and gratitude for her efforts.  Real-Severus muttered something 
uncomplimentary in his sub-thoughts about his copy hogging her upper lips.  She replied in a sub-
thought that her lower ones were untouched, and he quickly crouched, insinuating his head 
between her thighs, even going so far as to drape one of her legs over his shoulder. 
 
Greedily, he sucked at the moisture trickling from her flesh, making her shudder and groan from 
the sensation of two sets of mouths devouring her, above and below, two sets of hands stroking 
and cupping and gripping her in all the places between.  Two lovers, one making her shiver from 
unanticipated touches, the other from desirous sub-thoughts preceding each touch.  It was a good 
thing his doppleshell was supporting a good portion of her weight; the combination of two sets of 
skillful, masculine attention was making her surviving, weight-supporting knee feel decidedly 
weak. 
 
It was distracting, too, being at the mercy of two Severus Snapes; Hermione vaguely heard him—
the real one—mumble something into her cunt several breath-stealing orgasms later, but didn’t 
realize they had lifted her off the floor until both had stopped kissing her.  Nor did she coherently 
realize where they were taking her, until they pressed her onto her side on the scarlet-draped bed.  
There, they kissed and caressed her, one in front, one behind, hands gliding everywhere, lips 
roving and tongues tasting in orgasmic counterpoint across her flesh. 
 
Severus, impatient for more of their combined essence, rolled her to face him, inverting himself 
in relation to her.  She dimly heard his command to the other occupant of the bed, to ‘prepare her 
anally’, and shivered at the feel of fingers questing between her buttocks.  Clutching her real 
lover’s shaft, she suckled and nipped as he echoed her moves. 
 
Hermione grunted slightly a moment later; the doppleshell hadn’t bothered with lubricant.  It was 
intelligent enough to follow directions, and even improvise a little to accommodate changing 
circumstances, but not wise enough to think of her physical comfort over such a seemingly minor 
matter.  The real Severus quickly summoned a jar of lubricant as soon as he felt her discomfort, 
passing it to his partner with the command to use it, before returning to his self-appointed task. 
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She wasn’t sure she would have been able to tolerate the touch of the doppleshell in such a 
sensitive spot, without her Veritamoria-linked partner soothing and caressing and distracting her 
from the foreign invasion.  Even though the fake-Snape used his fingers gently, slicking them 
thoroughly with lubricant and probing delicately, gradually, Hermione just wasn’t used to the 
utter lack of mental and emotional feedback.  Without his presence, she acknowledged silently 
that she probably would have called a halt to the activity out of nervous uncertainty; with him 
there, it was…different.  Nervewracking, and yet titillating. 
 
Quite titillating, as the dopple-version eventually eased all four fingers into her anus, but did 
nothing more than pump those fingers gently into her nether-opening, while her real lover licked 
whatever he could reach without bumping that hand out of place.  The combination distracted her 
from her fellative chores, but Severus didn’t complain; he had what he wanted, the dew from her 
core, flavored with his own seed.  He drove her past her discomfort at her second lover’s touch, 
making her shudder not twice, not thrice, but four times with small and medium temblors of 
pleasure.  He pursued her moisture like it was water in the desert, coaxing it out of her with 
hungry licks and tickling fingers.  He didn’t let her dwell for long on anything other than the ache 
building repeatedly in her loins, stimulated by his knowing touch. 
 
As inclined as he was to spend an hour or three between her thighs, Severus eventually lapped 
one last time and curled around on the bed, righting himself in relation to her.  His other-self was 
kissing the back of her shoulder, one hand still easing in and out of her fundament, the other 
caressing and tweaking her breasts.  Squirming a little to place himself more evenly beside her, 
Severus shifted her hand down to his shaft, silently encouraging her to stroke him.  She did so 
willingly enough, though it wasn’t so much to get him hard—he was quite aroused, mouth and 
nose and jaw smeared in her delicious scent and taste as they were—as to ensure her 
participation, and give her something to help focus her distracted attention.  Hermione showed 
him her eagerness to comply, kissing him heatedly, if dazedly. 
 
Stretching out on his back, Severus urged her up over him.  Hermione straddled his hips, letting 
him position himself so that she could sink down onto his body.  Breaking their kisses for a 
moment, he murmured a command, and dopple-Snape left her alone, withdrawing his pumping 
hand.  For a moment.  At another command, he quickly straddled the real Severus’s thighs; before 
she could react, dopple-Snape fitted himself to her fundament, and pushed inside, filling her. 
 
Hermione’s eyes widened in shock.  She expected the stretching, and a touch of pain; real or 
doppleshelled, Severus was average in length but thick in girth.  She expected to feel…full.  What 
she didn’t anticipate was the bone-numbing, breath-stealing pressure.  Biting her lower lip didn’t 
contain the whining moan that escaped her throat, as dopple-Snape started to move, gripping her 
hips while she straddled Severus on all fours.  And when her real lover palmed her breasts and 
flexed his own hips, adding a little more impetus to each pulling, filling, overflowing thrust of his 
counterpart, she lost control. 
 
It was astounding.  Severus didn’t even really notice his own mounting pleasure, watching 
Hermione come undone over him.  She growled, she grimaced, she shimmied, shook, and even 
squealed.  Her curls flung  all over with each spasming toss of her head, first draping around him 
like a curtain, then whipping around in a sexy, tangled mess.  Throaty cries escaped as she 
writhed over him, ecstasy gushing from her mind into his. 
 
It was almost like watching one of Longbottom’s spectacular cauldron explosions, heart-stopping, 
awe-inducing, as inevitable as an avalanche once it was set into motion…and yet a thousand 
times more enjoyable.  He could almost have been jealous that it took another man to make her 
dissolve into a quivering wreck of passion, save that she was clinging to him with body and mind.  
Sobbing over him, writhing over him, sharing her pleasure with him, mind-to-mind.  Thinking 

only of him as the sole source of her sexual bliss  Dragging him into a muscle-clenching, gut-
spasming orgasm of his own. 
 
She almost passed out.  His pleasure was triggered by hers, yes, but it augmented hers.  Hermione 
thought she’d have an aneurysm, her body was so thoroughly overwhelmed by the sensations of 
two lovers, two organs, two invasions.  And while one of them shuddered and choked on her 
name as he, too, came undone while lying under her, the other one kept going like a bloody 
Muggle machine.  Kept plunging into her.  Kept stimulating all those nerves.  Kept stroking and 
rubbing and fucking all those pleasure-spots.  Kept making her feel like she was having a 
drooling, frothing, full-blown epileptic seizure.  Even if it was one of pleasure. 
 
“S…ss…stop…!” 
 
Dopple-Snape immediately disengaged at her choked command, withdrawing from her body, 
dismounting from his originator’s legs, and kneeling obediently on the bed next to the two of 
them.  He rested his hands on his thighs and waited, impassive-faced, for an order.  Hermione 
slumped limply over Severus’ chest, panting, waiting for her overstressed hormone levels to 
come back down.  Equally wrung-out by the ecstasy shared between them, Severus lifted a 
trembling hand to her head, stroking her curls. 
 
[That…was definitely intense.] 
 
{Oh, yeah.  No argument, here.} 
 
[…I am certifiably insane, you realize,]  he added in an odd aside.  She lifted her head to eye him, 
and he nodded slightly.  [Oh, yes.  Absolutely insane.  I want to swap genders with you, and give 
that a try for myself.  I suggest you knock me out with a spell before I regain enough feeling my 
legs to go looking for some Polyjuice…] 
 
A sound escaped her, a passion-weakened laugh.  Hermione dropped her face to his chest and 
snickered.  {Yes, you are insane.  Honestly, Severus, wanting to walk, when all you have to do is 
wiggle your wand!} 
 
[I can’t even feel my “wand”, you impertinent woman,]  he teased back, pressing a kiss to the 
chestnut locks covering the top of her head.  [At this rate, I estimate you’ll wear what’s left of it 
down to a tiny nubbin about a week or so before your graduation.] 
 
{Well, that’d be a lousy graduation present,}  she muttered.  {I guess I’ll just have to make love 
to your dopple-version more often, then.  Maybe even sneak him into my dorm-room…} 
 
Jealousy surged through him, hot and angry, surprising Severus and disconcerting Hermione.  She 
lifted her head to look at him again, listening to him struggling to control the undercurrents of 
emotion and thought that accompanied his reaction.  Severus flushed under her slightly alarmed 
regard.  […How undignified, to be ragingly jealous of a spell, a construct, a mere thing.  
I’m…I’m sorry, if I alarmed you just now.] 
 
{You’re struggling to hold back your own emotions?}  she mused, studying more than just his 
face as she looked at him.  {…You’re remembering a promise you made to me?  I don’t 
remember a promise involving your emotions.} 
 
[You were sort of out of it, at the time,]  he hedged, uncomfortable.  [I promised myself I 
wouldn’t…that I wouldn’t overwhelm you with the strength of my emotions.  The night I claimed 
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you, on the couch.  The night I lose control of myself, and…I frightened you with the strength of 
my need.  So I told you I would never do that again.] 
 
Hermione frowned softly.  {I don’t remember being frightened.  Overwhelmed, yes, but not 
frightened.} 
 
He shifted his hand from her hair to her cheek, staring into those tawny brown eyes.  [Hermione, 
you cried, that night.  I made you cry.  I may not have admitted how much I loved you at the time, 
nor even realized it consciously, but I knew I never wanted to frighten you like that again.]  He 
looked away.  [I…feel things too intensely, sometimes.] 
 
{Well, I didn’t cry because I was frightened by the strength of your emotions,}  she asserted 
firmly.  {I do remember feeling some very intense emotions at the time; not only yours, but my 
own as well.  If there was any reason for my tears that night, then it was simply out of my 
inexperience in the face of such strong, overwhelming feelings.  On both sides.} 
 
Severus stared her in what could’ve been disbelief, if it hadn’t been for the Veritamoria between 
them, and the press of her naked flesh against his.  [I have to believe you.  We’re touching; the 
bond between us doesn’t permit even the shadow of a lie—] 
 
Scooting up his chest a little, Hermione kissed him gently on the mouth.  {Then accept this along 
with it.  I’m not so inexperienced anymore.  If you ever want to give me the full blast of your 
emotions…all I ask is that you make sure I’m not handling anything breakable, pointy, sharp, 
edged, or am operating heavy machinery at the time.} 
 
Her attempt at levity curled up one side of his thin mouth a little.  [I’ll try to keep all of that in 
mind.  Now, about that accio you promised, since you’re the one with the easily accessible 
wand…?  I think I will ask the Headmaster for a wristwatch with one of those wand-wallet things 
on it, after all—or rather, maybe a ring; my clothing tends to be a bit too long-sleeved to access a 
wristwatch comfortably…] 
 
LXXXV. 
 
The adimeresphere worked.  With the concentrated help of the optimus occuluminos charm, and a 
bit of reading from the translated Italian manual to see how to alter the properties of the crystal 
for a specific type of revelation, Hermione was not only able to get a visual list of all the 
necessary ingredients, but their order of addition, and their proportions.  There was only one snag:  
the adimeresphere didn’t exactly tell her how to combine those ingredients, beyond some general 
images of chopping, cooking, and stirring. 
 
That left her experimenting with tiny portions of test-batch after test-batch, as February morphed 
slowly into March.  She started spending more nights down in the Chamber of Reflection, using 
different cauldrons, different preparatory methods, numbers of time each stage was stirred and in 
what direction, trying to find some logical path towards creating a potion of her own feminine 
essence.  Severus gave her a key to his quarters so that she could come and go as needed without 
being seen constantly Flooing through the Potions classroom; he didn’t always accompany her, 
busy with his own mounting work as the term progressed. 
 
The end of mid-term was scheduled for the middle of March.  The level of homework the 
professors piled on the seventh-year class grew increasingly uncomfortable for Hermione, who 
was forced to stint herself on sleep in order to work on her extra-credit project, and complete her 
homework, and patrol the castle in her Head Girl duties—Harry and Ron, of course, preferred to 
call their increased schoolwork ungodly, but then, it wouldn’t be scads of homework without the 

pair of them whinging about it at least a little.  Hermione also continued to supervise them in the 
concocting of the Polyjuice Potion, which took even more time out of her schedule. 
 
She did, however, learn something that made her want to throttle the two.  Not quite a week after 
her, Severus, and dopple-Snape’s little multi-gendered orgy—she would carry to her grave the 
highly erotic image of Severus-as-Hermione having an onging orgasmic seizure between the two 
of them, sandwiched between Hermione-as-Severus and the ruthlessly machine-like dopple-
Snape—Moaning Myrtle visited her in the girls’ tower bathing room one Friday morning.  Just as 
she turned off the taps. 
 
“Hello, Hermione!” 
 
“—AAIGH!”  Wand protectively snapped into her hand without even realizing it, Hermione 
stared at the ghost squeezing her way out of the still-dripping shower-head.  Dropping the ebony 
shaft so as not to appear threatening, she pressed her hands to her damp chest, trying to calm her 
racing heart and heaving lungs.  “Oh…dear god…  Hello, Myrtle.” 
 
“Ooh, did I scare you?”  the ghost of the basilisk-slain girl asked with an almost ghoulish glee.  “I 
don’t normally get to scare you!  You’re not a very scare-able type, you know.” 
 
Gulping, Hermione nodded and steadied her breathing with some effort.  “Well, I’m not usually 
ambushed by anyone at the end of a shower, either.”  She focused her scattered wits, reaching for 
the towel slung over the curtain rod behind her.  “So…I take it you heard something?” 
 
Myrtle nodded, her eyes gleaming with silver glints behind her glasses.  “Oh, yes.  And it’s juicy.  
Harry and Ron are making the Polyjuice Potion so they can—get this!—so they can steal a bit of 
Professor Snape’s hair, and turn one of themselves into him!”  She shuddered dramatically.  
“What a horrid choice!  They say you’re up to something really secret with him, and they think 
they can trick you into revealing your secrets by engaging you in conversation.” 
 
Hermione, in the middle of wiping her face dry, mumbled into the nubbly white cloth,  “…Oh, 
ruddy brilliant.  I should’ve known those two wouldn’t let the matter drop!” 
 
“So you are involved in some secret project with Professor Snape?”  Myrtle asked her, avidly.  
“I’ve been wondering about that!  We all have; the ghosts, I mean.  And the portraits—the two of 
you have a tendency to just disappear from the Potions Classroom, you know.  And you do so 
like to Floo all over the place.  I’ll admit there are plenty of places to get around to by Floo, 
though a lot of the time, no one knows exactly where it is you’re Flooing to, which is very 
curious!” 
 
Hermione composed her expression into something neutral and hopefully off-hand, lifting her 
head from the towel.  She even threw in a slight grimace; Myrtle might have been dead, but even 
the ghost-girl knew of Professor Snape’s reputation among the student population.  “…Let’s just 
say we’re collaborating on an assignment, by order of Professor Dumbledore.  With any luck, it’ll 
end soon, though I wouldn’t hold my breath.” 
 
“What sort of assignment?”  Moaning Myrtle asked her, curious. 
 
“We’re not supposed to talk about it.  And frankly, I’d rather not even think about it.  Can you 
imagine spending most of your free time with Professor Snape?”  she asked Myrtle rhetorically. 
 
The ghost shivered dramatically.  “I can’t think of anyone worse to spend one’s free time with!” 
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“Well, to be fair, there are a few worse people who comes to my mind,”  Hermione pointed out, 
disgruntled that everyone thought the Potions Master was such a horrid git when he wasn’t, deep 
down inside.  “Lord Voldemort is certainly at the top of that list.” 
 
“—You mean that prat, Tom Riddle!  I should’ve hexed him to hell and back, the moment I heard 
his voice!”  Myrtle snapped, whirling angrily around the shower stall, chilling Hermione as she 
glided across the Head Girl’s damp, naked body.  “Ooh, if I knew where he was today, I’d go and 
haunt him for killing me!  To think of all the years I wasted, trying to haunt Olive Hornby!  
Teasing me about my glasses is nothing compared to what he did!” 
 
Hermione didn’t even bother to try and calm Moaning Myrtle down.  She just hurried to get 
herself dried off and into her nice, warm school uniform, stepping out of the stall and into the 
little dressing cubicle attatched to it.  The mention of Voldemort’s name was enough to send the 
ghost into a right tizzy of indignation, which had thankfully distracted her neatly from the subject 
of Snape-and-Granger collaborations.  By the time Hermione had finished lacing up her shoes 
and settling her robes, the angry ghost had taken herself off again through the pipes, leaving the 
Gryffindor alone with her thoughts.  At least, as alone with her thoughts as she could get, bound 
telepathically to Severus as she was.  The trick was to not think loudly, and to keep her mental 
walls firmly in place.  Though those worked best when they were both actively trying to block 
each other out. 
 
I should’ve known the boys wouldn’t let it go.  They really want to know what I’m up to with 
Severus, and they’re clearly prepared to go to great lengths to figure out what that is.  Merlin, I 
wonder how long I have until their Polyjuice Potion is ready?  She bundled her towels and 
washcloth into the laundry-chute, then gathered her shampoo and other toiletries back into their 
carry-bag.  Let’s see…they started stewing the lacewings on the Wednesday before Valentine’s 
day.  That was back on the 9th.  They’ve got about five more days, then.  I’ve got five more days, 
to get myself ready for them. 
 
She didn’t want Severus dealing with them, that much was certain.  His attitude towards Ron and 
Harry was slowly improving, thankfully, but not enough to deal with such a delicate gaffe as 
daring to imitate the Potions Master solely for the purpose of spying on the man.  She didn’t think 
they’d do anything directly to Severus to get him out of the way long enough for their little 
inquisition, but she couldn’t be absolutely sure, because they’d have to ensure they wouldn’t be 
interrupted by the real Severus Snape coming along while they were still busy questioning her. 
 
Hermione didn’t believe Harry would be so thick-witted as to think a chocolate cream-cake with 
a sleeping draught in it would tempt their Potions Master.  That left some other sort of diversion, 
possibly one of them playing decoy and leading Severus away from the scene of confrontation, or 
keeping him occupied for a while.  The best option, she considered as she exited the stall, was to 
confront the two before it became an issue.  Right before it became an issue, preferrably.  I’ll 
check up on them the day before the potion is due to be finished, and confront the boys then,  she 
decided.  Or even the morning it’s due for completion.  They’ll have the finished potion, but won’t 
have actually used it to imitate Severus, and that way they can get a full grade on it.  Provided 
they don’t flush it down the u-bend in a fit of pique. 
 
On further thought, as she retreated to her dorm-room at the top of the girls’ tower, she decided 
the timing would indeed work better on the 9th; they’d no doubt try to get their hands on a hair of 
his on Wednesday, in Potions Class.  Or maybe today, or the Monday between.  According to 
Myrtle’s words, she didn’t think they’d acquired that particular ingredient just yet.  I’ll have to 
keep a sharper eye on them, then. 
 

Being a Friday, it was double Advanced Potions, today.  Two full hours of striving hard to hide 
any signs of the urge to sigh and drool over her lover, two hours to play the part of a model know-
it-all, two hours of trying really hard to not hear his muttered mental commentaries on the 
abilities of her fellow students.  Two hours of feeling her body ache with need for him as he 
lectured at the podium, stalked around the classroom, sneered at her and her fellow students, and 
in general made her want to curl up in her own cauldron so that she would at least still be in one 
place, if not one piece, when he melted her into a lust-puddle with a well-timed, sardonic drawl. 
 
Toiletry supplies stashed in their usual place under her nightstand, Hermione tripped down to the 
Great Hall with a smile, feeling disgustingly happy for someone who was about to face two hours 
of relentness torment right after breakfast.  The rematch between Gryffindor and Slytherin was 
the big talk of the day, since it was to take place tomorrow, and the shifting staircases were full of 
Gryffindors and Ravenclaws chatting about Gryffindor’s chances, now that Ron the Keeper was 
whole and sound, and mounted on his brand-new Nimbus 2006.  The chatter continued all the 
way into the Great Hall, too, filling the echoing room with a hubbub of voices nattering about 
Bludgers, Snitches, penalties, and Ron’s restored grip. 
 
Seating herself at one of the empty place-settings, Hermione caught sight of Severus entering the 
room from a side-door.  His dark gaze swept the room, met hers for a moment, then moved on 
again, but it was enough of a contact for her to send him a cheery,  {Good morning, Severus!} 
 
[…Good morning, Hermione.  You’re in a cheerful mood.] 
 
{Yes, and I don’t know why.  I’m about to spend two miserable hours playing don’t-look-and-
don’t-touch with you in your classroom, Harry and Ron are plotting something, Slytherin will no 
doubt try to cheat again during the match tomorrow, Professor Frejne said she had a surprise for 
us this afternoon—and her “surprises” are almost inevitably as big, dangerous, and scary as 
anything Hagrid likes to show his students in his Care of Magical Creatures class—and we’ll not 
be able to snog tomorrow night, because of the celebrations and/or commiserations in our 
respective Houses.} 
 
[True,]  he allowed, taking his seat near Dumbledore, smoothing out his dark robes fastidiously 
before reaching for a mug of coffee,  [but we can always snog tonight.  That’s something to look 
forward to, at least.] 
 
{…And people say you’re a pessimist,}  she tsked mentally. 
 
[—Merlin!  Don’t make me choke on my coffee!]  he chided her, scowling at his mug as he 
quickly set it down.  [I hope everyone just thinks this brew is too hot, rather than that I was trying 
not to laugh.] 
 
A hooting noise alerted them to the arrival of the morning owl-post.  Owls of all shapes and sizes 
swept into the Great Hall, dropping off letters here, newspapers there, postcards and parcels 
elsewhere.  Not expecting anything for herself, Hermione was surprised when a brownish-white 
barn owl dropped a letter right onto the bagel she was about to smear with cream cheese. 
 
Plucking the envelope off the halved bagel, she set her foot down and frowned thoughtfully at the 
front.  It was return-addressed from her mother, and bore the postmark of a Muggle-Wizarding 
cross-posting office in London—located not far from the Leaky Cauldron in fact, and one 
commonly used by Muggle relatives when they wanted to contact a student here at Hogwarts.  It 
was also the same service her non-wizarding family had used to contact a wizard or witch who 
could let them into Diagon Alley to go school-supply shopping, whenever that had been needed, 
and was staffed by the Muggle Relations Office of the Ministry of Magic. 
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But the postmark wasn’t what puzzled her, nor was the handwriting, which was her mother’s; 
Hermione sent and received letters at least once a month with her family, though those letters 
were heavily edited these days.  Well, more heavily edited than usual.  It was the stiffness of the 
packet that puzzled her, and the fact that it had arrived not more than a week after her last missive 
from her parents.  Curious, Hermione borrowed a clean table knife from Tia, who was seated next 
to her, and slit the envelope open.  A letter and a second, smaller envelope lay inside.  {Curiouser 
and curiouser…} 
 
[What did you say?] 
 
{It’s a letter from my mum, with another envelope, something that’s stiffer—oh!  Postmarked to 
me at home, from my cousin, Regina!  Good grief, I forgot all about that!}  She flicked the folds 
of her mother’s letter open, and a slip of parchment fluttered out.  She caught it before it, too, 
could land on her bagel. 
 
[Forgot all about what?  And what does your mother’s letter say?]  Severus enquired as he served 
himself second helpings of eggs scrambled with bits of bacon and sausage. 
 
{I completely forgot that I was supposed to go home for the Easter holidays, this year.} 
 
He looked swiftly down at the Gryffindor table, frowning slightly.  [You are?  Whatever for?] 
 
She opened her mental defences to him so that he could hear her, reading silently to him in reply, 
 
{Dearest Daughter, 
 
Enclosed is your round-trip ticket for the Hogwarts’ Express for March 19th, at the start of the 
Easter Holidays.  Your poor cousin, Regina, is in a bit of a flap; it seems her second bridesmaid, 
Jennifer, broke her leg this week in a motoring accident, and won’t be able to participate in the 
wedding party—Regina’s written a letter with her invitation, asking you to fill in for Jennifer, if 
you wouldn’t mind. 
 
I, er, told her that you had a gown that would do nicely, even though I know you don’t have 
anything of the sort.  I was thinking you could, you know, wave your wand and Transfigure 
something appropriate.  The gowns are supposed to be floorlength, but other than that, they can 
be in any flattering shape for the bridesmaid, and in any shade of green that goes well with their 
colouring.  I think she’s rather smart, for doing things this way.  All the bridesmaids will look 
what they think is their loveliest, not how the bride wants them to look, they’ll still fit the 
impending Spring Equinox theme, and yet no one will have to wear a bilious shade and an 
unflattering cut, as the odd-bodyshape-out.  And maybe they’ll even get to use their gowns again 
at some dinner-party in the future, rather than wasting their quids on something they’ll never 
wear again. 
 
Please let her know via the cross-post office as soon as possible, love, if you can join the wedding 
party and fill in the missing spot.  And let me know about it, too, if we have to rush you straight 
from the train to the rehearsal practice & supper.  I know it’s awfully short notice, especially for 
the gown.  If you can’t magic up anything appropriate, send me your measurements and I’ll try to 
find something for you at Marks & Spencer’s; we can always attempt to tailor it late Saturday 
night, if it’s not just right. 
 
Speaking of which, have you grown any further?  Height?  Weight?  Curves?  Any other 
“womanly” changes a mum should be proud of?  For that matter, any other boys that have 
caught your eye, now that you’re no longer dating poor Ron? 

Your Loving, Meddlesome, 
Mum} 
 
Hermione blushed at the chatty intimacies of the letter.  Thankfully, the Potions Master didn’t 
poke fun at her mum’s interest in her growing bits and bobbles. 
 
{Well.  There you have it.  I’m sorry I completely forgot about the wedding, what with all we’ve 
been through.} 
 
[We have been through quite a lot; enough to make anyone forget a distant engagement.  What 
day are you coming back?]  he asked her. 
 
She glanced down at the ticket-stub.  {The 26th.  That’s the next Saturday.} 
 
[That’s too long to be apart.  I’m not sure just how much damage a separation of over seven days 
would cause to our link, given we’ve gone well beyond the initial stages of Veritamoria, but I’m 
not willing to risk the damage being minimal,]  he reminded her, helping himself to a platter of 
sausages as they were passed down the head table from his right. 
 
{Then we’ll just have to arrange to meet at some point during the holiday.} 
 
Opening the second envelope, Hermione extracted her cousin’s letter, and the wedding invitation.  
It was pretty much the same as her mother had explained, save that Regina went into some detail 
about how poor Jennifer had broken her leg, and how if Hermione wouldn’t pretty please with 
plenty of sugar and clotted cream on top take her place, that meant either shorting Jack, her 
groom, by one groomsman, or unbalancing the look of the wedding-party.  The wedding itself, of 
course, was for Sunday the 20th.  It was very close timing, and a lucky thing that she could attend 
at all, thanks to the timing of the holiday break. 
 
Severus, surreptitiously watching that curly-haired figure at the far end of the hall from him 
between bites of sausage-and-egg, asked,  […Any chance of staying here during the holiday?  
That would make things a little simpler, logistics-wise.  Or in cutting your visit short?] 
 
{Not really.  Regina’s one of my favorite cousins.  Mum and Dad know that.  They also like me 
visiting over the Easter holidays, if I didn’t go home for the Christmas ones; I’d have to have a 
very good reason for staying here at Hogwarts, or coming back early, something much more 
important than ‘just because’, or some cobbled-together excuse.}  She eyed the envelope, and 
shrugged.  {I suppose I could always Apparate to the Shrieking Shack, mid-week…} 
 
[The Order might want to keep an eye on you, given how you were kidnapped, and that Albus 
knows what we’re doing, together.  You shouldn’t do any magic that might attract their attention 
to your whereabouts and activities, even if you aren’t an underaged witch anymore.  I’ll have to 
come to you.  We’ll have to find a discreet place to be together in the local area, too.] 
 
{Well, the Headmaster should at least know that you’ll be the one watching me for those hours, 
even if no one else needs to know the reason.  I’ll consult first with him, then.  I mean, it’s not like 
I don’t have a gown.} 
 
[You mean the one I gave you?]  he asked, taking an orange from the fruit basket nearby. 
 
{Yes, I was thinking it would be perfect.  It’s currently red, of course, not green, but that’s easily 
fixable.  The important thing is that it looks fabulous on me, style-wise.  You’ve got great 
sartorial taste, you know.} 
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[Thank you, love.  I’ll pick out the perfect shade of green for you, tonight.] 
 
{Should I share your secret identity with Professor Frejne, this afternoon?}  she dared to tease 
him, and on glancing up at the head table, could see the pinched, pained look on his face. 
 
[—Is she still trying to worm “Kathy’s” identity out of you?]  he demanded silently; it wasn’t 
easy, resisting the irritated sub-thought of tossing some of his orange peels at the blond Defence 
teacher, seated on the other side of the Headmaster.  If Albus leaned back just a little bit more, 
and Finnegan tipped his pointy-hatted head forward just a little bit more over his toast-and-lox, 
he’d have a perfect shot at her braid-coiled head.  A pity he didn’t have any buggane liver… 
 
{You did do a smashing job of designing those pajamas,}  his lover pointed out. 
 
Neither of his colleagues were cooperating, in the clear-shot department.  Not even for a measley 
orange-peel.  Severus sighed and shot the younger woman at the far end of the Hall from him a 
dark look.  [It was a joint effort.  Must I remind you the butterflies and  flowers were your 
addition to the project?] 
 
{Maybe we should go into mercantile together,}  she teased him, smiling as she stuffed the ticket 
and the letters back into the larger envelope, and started smearing cream cheese on her bagel.  
{Who knows?  Maybe one day Snape & Granger will be as big a household name as Marks & 
Spencer!} 
 
[—Merlin, spare me.]  Unfortunately, he couldn’t quite hide the amusement lurking under his 
distaste.  [See you in class, love.  And none of that mercantile nonsense mentally while we’re in 
class together, or I’ll knock so many points off your House, that ruddy good team of yours will 
still have to score with the Quaffle all the way into Sunday to make up for the points lost.] 
 
{Ooh, I’m so scared,}  she quipped mockingly, layering slices of smoked salmon onto the 
cheese-slathered bagel.  {It’s not as if I’m currently in the black, points-wise, in my dealings with 
you.  Why be bothered by something that’s already happening, when I’m still so solidly in the 
red?} 
 
[Bloody woman…when did I ever lose my edge of terror over you?] 
 
{If I had to pick a specific moment, it would be the moment we were joined, Veritamorialy.  Once 
I saw into your mind, and knew your true thoughts, that was pretty much that,}  she sighed.  
Eyeing her breakfast, she layered several more slices of the salty, tasty fish into place.. 
 
[…I thought as much.  That was the same moment I started being terrified of you.] 
 
{Sweet-talker,}  she teased. 
 
[Behave in class anyway, or else.] 
 
It had to be the old Gryffindor courage, for she felt prompted to ask tartly, biting into her lox-
laden bagel,  {Or else, what?} 
 
[Or else I won’t lecture at all, today.] 
 
She hid the urge to grin, chewing her breakfast.  {…Cruel, cruel man.} 
 
[Don’t you forget it.] 

LXXXVI. 
 
Hermione eyed the Leinshu warily.  All of the Advanced Defence students eyed it warily.  The 
thing floated a foot off the floor, its dark robes and dark hair fluttering in an unseen wind, its 
pallid skin and blood-red lips making it look like a disconcertingly Gothic, nearly colourless 
version of their Defence Mistress, who stood a few yards away from it, clad in cheerful shades of 
green, gold and blue today.  Both their hair had been braided into dozens of thin, whip-like cords, 
but where Professor Frejne’s hair lay quiescently, limply over her shoulders and down her back, 
the Leinshu’s braids writhed like medusean serpents, albeit without little hissing snake-heads.  
And where Professor Frejne’s nails were trimmed short and practical, and lacquered a light pink, 
the Leinshu’s were long and pointed, and scarlet-red.  Blood-drawing red. 
 
A bolt of lightning seared the skies beyond the rectangular panes of the windows, illuminating the 
turbulent clouds and pouring rain of a very stormy day.  Thunder followed right on its heels, 
rattling the windows and vibrating through the very stones of the castle.  Indeed, the weather went 
creepily well with the hovering Chinese wraith.  It was so dark in the classroom, scores of candles 
had been lit in their wrought iron stands in the effort to dispel some of the gloom, but their golden 
glow only made the Leinshu seem all the more colourless, save for those blood-red lips, and a 
faint gleam of matching carmine in those dark eyes. 
 
“Looks scary, doesn’t it?”  Professor Frejne drawled, eyes gleaming with humor for a moment.  
“Sort of like I would, if I lost my wits and ever volunteered to act in a horror movie, out in the 
Muggle world.  This creature, ladies and gentleman, is a very serious piece of Dark Magic.  You 
will have noted how I cast a silencing-bubble around my head when I cast the spell, and how I 
turned my back to you so that you couldn’t read my lips, so that you cannot figure out how to 
replicate its creation.  I do not intend to teach you how to create a Leinshu; that is not why I 
summoned it.  Indeed, this is a spell taught only at the Forbidden University to the top-level 
students who are undergoing the training necessary to become the best Defense teachers 
available. 
 
“…And, of course, it’s taught in secret to the Dark Arts practitioners in China,”  she added with 
an off-hand shrug.  “Leinshu are one of the most dangerous spirit-wraiths in existence.  They are 
formed out of the seed of darkness that all of us carry within ourselves; the more darkness that 
controls your soul, the more powerful the Leinshu you can create.  This one obvously isn’t the 
most powerful one in existence, but it is a very formidable foe all the same, simply by its very 
nature.”  Professor Frejne waited as another flash of blue-white rattled the windows.  Her gaze 
roamed around the room, and fell on Harry, seated next to Hermione.  “Harry.  Destroy it with 
that spectacular Patronus of yours.” 
 
“But, Professor, I thought the Patronus is only good against Dementors,”  Harry hedged. 
 
“Patroni are good against all sorts of malevolent spirits, if you know how to use them properly.  
Or even used improperly.  It goes right back to my very first lesson to you, that any weapon is a 
good weapon in a battle, if you can only figure out how to use it.  Go on, stand up, think of a very 
happy thought, and blast my poor little Leinshu,”  the Defence Mistress ordered him.  “Have your 
stag shred it to smithereens.  Try to utterly and permanently destroy my creation.” 
 
Scraping his chair back, Harry stood and picked up his wand from his desk, moving a step to his 
right to stand in the aisle between his desk and Ron’s.  The Leinshu narrowed its dark, reddish 
eyes at him and hissed, displaying disconcertingly pointy teeth.  Not just the canines, like a 
vampire, but all of the incisors, too.  Hermione flinched from the ugly sight, as did several of the 
other students.  Screwing up his face for a moment, Harry summoned up his happiest thought, 
then grinned and thrust out his wand with a powerful, confident swish. 
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“Expecto Patronum!” 
 
A brilliant, silvery stag leapt out of the tip of his wand.  Two bounds, and it slammed into the 
Leinshu, the points of its antlers impaling the spirit-wraith right all the way through to its back, 
making it shriek and scream and bleed in a dark, crimson red; the Leinshu hissed and clawed at 
the shining stag in retaliation, its face a rictus of pointy-toothed fury.  Silver blood flowed from 
the shining stag’s neck, but the stag shook its antlers viciously fast, shredding the spirit impaled 
over its head.  Bits of the wraith scattered across the room, drifting to a stop over the students’ 
heads.  Hermione flinched away as a bit of blood-soaked braid whirled past her ear, feeling a chill 
in the air of its passage even though the thing never actually touched her.  The amount of damage 
Harry’s Patronus could do to the creature was very impressive! 
 
Harry lowered his wand as the Patronus faded out, its task done, smiling in understandable 
triumph at the damage he had wrought. 
 
“Very good, Harry!  Very good!  You’ve obviously had a lot of practice in summoning that one, 
and in learning how to control it,”  Professor Frejne praised him.  She smiled as he sat back down, 
but the smile was a strangely cold one.  “However…you did not destroy it, as you were asked.” 
 
Her left-hand wand flicked, and the shredded bits of Leinshu zoomed back to the head of the 
class.  With a very strange, dark glow—like the negative of a flashbulb—the Leinshu coalesced, 
reforming itself with an angry, red-eyed hiss.  The Defence Mistress watched with satisfaction as 
her students gaped.  Her gaze roamed the room, and fell on one of the other Advanced students.  
“Draco.  Eviscerate it.  I know that’s a particularly good Defense charm of yours.” 
 
Draco, seated on the far side of the room from Harry, Ron and Hermione, stood, aimed his wand, 
and shouted,  “Eviscerta!” 
 
The Leinshu shrieked as the bolt of sickly orange hit it in the stomach, clawed fingers scrabbling 
over its suddenly hollowed stomach.  Frejne flicked her wand again, and the creature stopped 
trying to frantically find the organs Malfoy Junior had vanished, its abdomen under its grey-and-
black robes smoothing out once again.  The Leinshu snickered, then hissed at the pale-haired 
student, curving her clawed fingers in visible threat. 
 
“…Nasty piece of work, isn’t it?”  their teacher asked rhetorically as Draco swallowed and sat 
down again.  “So long as I am conscious, I have complete control of the creature, and make it 
damage anything it can.  Fellow spirits, solid objects…living people.  So long as I can 
concentrate, I can also repair within seconds any damage done to my creation.  That is what 
makes a Leinshu so dangerous.” 
 
Stabbing fire burned into Hermione’s flesh.  She gasped at the unexpected pain, clutching her left 
forearm to her chest.  Harry glanced over her, as did some of the other students.  Professor Frejne 
frowned softly, as the Leinshu hissed and floated midair. 
 
“Hermione, is something wrong?” 
 
“Er…I was wondering, if Harry’s Patronus and Draco’s Eviscerate hex couldn’t destroy it, what 
on earth possibly could?”  she cobbled together quickly, trying not to call too much attention to 
her burning, throbbing forearm.  “Your ability to repair it near-instantly frightens me.”  {—
Severus?  Are you being summoned?} 
 

“As well it should,”  Frejne lectured.  “This is one of the most dangerous creations the Chinese 
Aurors have to face…and yet, perversely, one of the easiest creations to dispel.  If you have the 
courage and fortitude to apply the countercharm.” 
 
His reply came at the same time as Frejne’s lecture, forcing Hermione to split her attention 
between them both.  […Yes, in a personal summoning.  I doubt he’ll expect for me to have you at 
my side, at this hour.  Thank Merlin I have a free hour right now, or I’d have to finish teaching 
class with this bloody pain nagging me every step of the way.  I just have to finish up this 
atrocious essay I’m grading.  It’s another one of Sally Buckram’s.] 
 
Harry caught her eye and looked pointedly at her left arm, mouthing the word,  “—Snape?” 
 
She nodded her head distractedly.  That caused Harry to frown softly in thought as the lecture 
continued.  {Poor thing.  How bad is Sally’s paper this time?} 
 
Frejne looked around the room.  “Now, I’ll give you a clue as to what can destroy it.  The 
Leinshu is very distantly related to the boggart.  Now, what destroys a boggart, class?” 
 
[Trust me, you don’t want to know.] 
 
Hermione raised her right hand in the air, simply because it was expected of her.  Neville was 
called on to answer, however.  His confidence really had blossomed, away from Potions class.  
Next to Herbology, this was now his best subject.  “—Laughter, Professor F., which is provoked 
by the use of the Ridikulus spell.” 
 
Frejne smiled warmly at him, the coldness gone from her expression.  “Exactly!  I would’ve loved 
to have been here for the day Professor Lupin showed you how to defeat a boggart.  I understand 
your grandmother’s dress fit our Potions Master to a disgruntled tee.”  Laughter from most of the 
students greeted her quip.  “Now, can anyone guess what can destroy a Leinshu?  …No?  No 
one?  It’s quite simple, really.  Leinshu are deathly afraid…of baby-talk.” 
 
The class started to snicker at that absurd notion, but the Leinshu shrieked and hissed, slashing 
the air with its talons, baring its needle-sharp teeth, eyes blazing ruby-red with rage. 
 
“Allow me to demonstrate.”  One step at a time, almost one inch at a time, the Defence Mistress 
slowly, carefully approached the Leinshu, crooning,  “Ohh, isn’t dat a cutesty-wootsey liddle 
Leinshu.  Jus’ look at dat darling dwess!  Oh, isn’t it absolutely prescious-wecious?  Such pretty 
widdle hair, so long and shiny-winy…!” 
 
The Leinshu shrieked and hissed much like a teakettle, flinching and visibly shrinking with each 
condescending, sugar-drenched word dribbling from the exchange-teacher’s mouth.  It shrank and 
shrank, shrieked and shrieked, until it was so high-pitched and loud it hurt the ears, and the size 
of the creature was not much bigger than a rag-doll.  She had to hunch over to face it properly. 
 
“I’m going to wuv you, and feed you, and squeeze you and hug you, and take vewy good care of 
you, and we can pway dwess-up evewy day, and have lots of nice, yummy, imaginary teas, with 
lots of dewicious imaginary scones and clotted cweam, wouldn’t that be oh, so yummy?  And 
I’ve got just the perfect liddle ruffly-wuffly dress for you to wear and play dwess-up in; it used to 
belong to my mostest-favorite dolly in the whole wide world, but you’re now my mostest-favorite 
pwecious-wecious widdle Lein—!” 
 
POP! 
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The implosion of the painfully miniaturized, shrieking Leinshu startled everyone else into 
jumping in their chairs.  Frejne chuckled, straightening from her half-crouch.  She turned to face 
her class, one hand absently massaging her back.  “…And there you have it.  All you have to do 
is have the courage and iron-clad constitution to spew sugary verbal vomit on the thing in 
sufficiently disgusting quantities, and it will self-destruct. 
 
“Just to warn the gentlemen in here,”  she added dryly, looking at the boys in the class,  “I’ve 
noticed throughout the years that men have a very hard time defeating Leinshu, for this very 
reason.  Baby-talk is easier for women to produce, because it is encouraged among our gender; 
men, on the other hand, are socially discouraged from saying such things, and admonished to 
always be macho and ‘talk tough’. 
 
“Talking tough to a Leinshu, however, will merely get your chest ripped open and your heart 
eaten, as the Leinshu ecstatically bathes in your spurting blood,”  Professor Frejne warned them 
as graphically as she could.  “So either learn to set aside the macho nonsense on command, men, 
or make sure you have a female friend around who can save you, should you ever encounter one 
outside this classroom.” 
 
[…Done.  I’ll tell Albus where I’m going, then I’ll be off,]  Severus told her, forcing Hermione to 
split her attention once more.  [I don’t know how long he’ll want me there, if you’re not at my 
side, but I doubt it will be for very long.  I’ll try to contact you discreetly, if he’s going to be 
keeping me for long.] 
 
“You will be encountering them within this classroom again, for as you’ve noticed, they do 
provide a very durable, renewable target for actual, practical Defense spell practice.”  Frejne 
paused a moment, then gestured impatiently with her hand.  “—Well?  Write it down!  You’ll 
memorize the proper defensive measure against a Leinshu a lot better if you’ve got it written 
down to study from, later!” 
 
{Be careful, Severus,}  Hermione cautioned him, opening her notebook. 
 
[Always.] 
 
Quills hastily scratched across parchment, dipping quickly into inkwells and scrawling rapid lines 
of notes.  Harry looked as if he would speak to Hermione, but couldn’t find a private moment as 
their professor continued.  Her voice rose over the rustlings of notes being taken, asserting her 
motive for this unusual, fascinating demonstration. 
 
“My reason for showing you this complicated, dangerous piece of foreign Dark Arts is simple:  
From now until the end of the school year, your double-classes on Mondays will consist of each 
and every one of you practicing every last one of your Defense spells against it.  And twenty 
minutes will be devoted of every Wednesday and Friday class to fighting it as well.  Plus,”  she 
warned them, blue eyes piercing the room in stern warning,  “each and every one of you will have 
to banish, by yourself, the Leinshu before you will be dismissed from class for that day, in 
rotation.  Since there are twenty-three of you in my class, and forty-six days left in the school 
year of Advanced Defense Classes before your N.E.W.T.s begin, that conveniently means each of 
you will have to dispell the nasty thing twice. 
 
“Now, we’ll start doing this today, by using up the rest of the class practicing our offensive spells 
against it, once I conjure it again.  Defensive spells are easy to practice, especially against the 
low-level sort of offensive spells we’ve been using, but with a Leinshu, none of us have to pull 
our punches.  I trust you have all realized by now that you are being given collegiate-level 
training, with this unique opportunity,”  Frejne pointed out dryly as she glanced around the room.  

“I would not normally give you or my sixth-year class such an opportunity, if you did not have 
the threat of Voldemort and his Death Eaters hanging over your heads…and if you all hadn’t 
proven yourselves exceptionally gifted at the Art of Defense.  We’ve actually gotten through 
most of my course materials a lot faster than I expected—and for that, all of you get five House-
points apiece!” 
 
That caused a cheer around the room. 
 
“…Now, starting at the back of the classroom, you’ll stand up one at a time, move over to the 
center aisle so you’ll have a clear shot, and give the Leinshu your best offensive spell, as soon as 
I’ve reconjured it.  The rest of you will take notes on what spells each of you uses, and who uses 
it, because I will expect each student to mentor the others in their particular speciality.” 
 
She paused a moment, flicked her wand, and placed a rippling sphere around her head.  Turning 
her back to the class so that no one could read her lips, as she had done at the start of class, Frejne 
summoned the Leinshu again.  It pooled out of a misty darkness, the same as before, a darkness 
that yet another flash of lightning could not quite penetrate.  When it hovered, whole and vicious-
looking, she dispelled the silence-bubble and faced the class again. 
 
“Remember, do not neglect the minor spells in your rush to use the major ones!  Even the 
simplest piece of wandless magic can cause great trouble among the enemy, if used in the right 
way at the right time.  Alright—Cameron!  You’re up first.  Cry havoc,”  Frejne ordered one of 
the boys at the back of the class as she perched herself on the edge of her desk,  “and let loose the 
spells of war!” 
 
The class ended up scooting their desks sideways for safety, creating a broad aisle for each of 
them to fling their best attack spells.  That parted Ron to the right and Harry and Hermione to the 
left.  Under the cover of the other students’ efforts, Harry leaned across the narrow gap between 
their desks, whispering at her. 
 
“—I take it your arm hurt again, just now?  Was it…you know, his scar?” 
 
She nodded.  There really wasn’t a way to hide it from him, especially since she was still 
protectively cradling her sympathetically throbbing forearm to her body.  It would take time for 
Severus to walk all the way down to the back gate, robe and mask himself, and Apparate.  Ron 
might be a little thick at times, but Harry usually wasn’t; he knew she was still hurting. 
 
“Something about that bothers me, Hermione,”  Harry muttered under his breath, frowning at her 
again.  “How can you feel what he’s feeling, if you can only hear what he’s thinking when the 
two of you are touching?” 
 
She had to shrug helplessly, as any answer would’ve had to have been a lie. 
 
Frejne called on her next, rescuing her from further questioning.  Standing and moving around 
Harry, Hermione stopped in the center aisle, thought for a moment, then lifted her hand.  Without 
calling forth her wand.  Ever since the professor had said ‘wandless magic’, she’d wondered if 
she could pull off a particular cross-magic spell that she had in mind, without using her wand to 
do so. 
 
Severus touched her mind, making her hesitate for a moment.  He had finally reached the back 
gate, after skirting a Care of Magical Creatures class being taught by Hagrid.  [Here I go, love.] 
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{Be safe, love.  I hope your visit with Moldie-butt goes even better than my vanquishing of this 
thing.}  Focusing her will, Hermione spread her hand, palm toward the glowering, hovering 
wraith, and—imagining her target was Lord Vomitous’s foetid soul—asserted firmly,  
“Ectoignuu!” 
 
Spirit-fire, ghostly grey and eerily bright, instantly flared up around the Leinshu, consuming its 
hair and robes.  It shrieked and whirled in midair like a black-grey-white whirlwind, trying to put 
out the flames.  Everyone jumped, including Professor Frejne, who actually leapt off her desk 
with a shout, fist raised in the air.  Not in rage, but in triumph. 
 
“—Outstanding!  Ten points to Gryffindor!  Incredible use of wandless magic, Hermione!  Of 
course, your Pyromancy does give you an edge, but what an edge!  I see we’ll have to devote a 
couple classes to wandless magic practice for everyone, since there may indeed come a day when 
your enemies strip you of your weapons, in case they think think you’re helpless in their hands!” 
 
[Indeed,]  Severus praised her in the back of her mind.  [Wonderful work, love.  Maybe we’ll be 
able to use that on the twisted bastard’s soul, someday.]  With his praise warming her from the 
inside out, he touched his scar and Apparated.  For all Hermione was nervous for his safety, she 
was still grinning in triumph as she turned to go back to her seat. 
 
Pain exploded in her face, and the worn stones of the floor leapt up in a bruisingly hard embrace. 
 
LXXXVII. 
 
“—Ennervate!  Ennervate!  C’mon, ‘Mione, wake up!” 
 
Hermione surfaced sluggishly.  She could hear a babble of voices, including what sounded like 
Cho Chang spewing sugary baby-talk in the background, but her head hurt too much to open her 
eyes just yet.  Kathleen Frejne’s voice was ordering everyone back into their seats, while Harry’s 
voice was joined by Ron’s. 
 
“C’mon, wake up, Hermione!  Merlin, please be alright!”  the redhead pleaded.  “Professor, 
what’s wrong with her?” 
 
“We’ll find out faster if you’ll give me some room, Ron!” 
 
Hermione struggled to open her eyes; this felt worse than the Sapper Charm Draco had smashed 
her with; it felt like she couldn’t move her arms or legs, or anything else. 
 
“Dungdei tzusei!” 
 
Magic rippled painfully over her skin, making her gasp, but it did force Hermione’s eyes open.  
Professor Frejne peered down at her with a puzzled frown. 
 
“How odd…  There’s nothing physically wrong with her.  We’ll have to see what Madam 
Pomfrey can discern.” 
 
Hermione tried to open her mouth to speak, to say she wanted to go straight to Dumbledore, but 
no sound came out.  She sought out Harry’s face, meeting his concerned green eyes, and mouthed 
the words,  “Snape—arm—hurt—Headmaster!” 
 
He inhaled sharply, figuring out what she meant.  His jaw firmed as he made up his mind.  “No.  
She has to go to Dumbledore.” 

 
“To Dumbledore?  She’s obviously injured somehow,”  Frejne countered with a frown.  “She has 
to go to the Infirmary, Harry.” 
 
“Dumbledore knows what’s wrong with her!”  Harry countered.  “You said it yourself, she’s not 
physically injured.  Professor Dumbledore will know how to cure her.  C’mon, Ron, help me lift 
her.” 
 
“If you know what’s wrong with her…  Alright, you can take her to Dumbledore, but Ron is 
staying here for the moment.”  Her wand flicked, and Hermione lifted a tiny bit.  “There, you can 
levitate her on that stretcher.”  Hermione saw Frejne lean in close and whisper something in 
Harry’s ear, then pat him on the shoulder and stand up.  “Okay, we’re going right back to 
classwork, people!  And twenty points to Cho, for banishing the Leinshu so I could focus on my 
students.  Ron, you’re up next, as soon as I can reform the Leinshu, since Harry’s already had a 
shot at it.  Give it a good magical jab, and if it’s really good enough, you can race after your 
friends when you’re done.  The rest of you, back to your desks!  Do you think your enemies will 
pause to let you recuperate if they harm one of your companions?—I think not!  Vigilance, 
people!  The world is a nasty, unkind, totally unfair place!” 
 
Hermione, listening to the Defence Mistress’s words, watched the ceiling draw closer as Harry 
lifted her on the conjured stretcher, then closed her eyes against the dizzying sight of seeing it 
slide past as he guided her out of the DADA classroom.  She tried to grope for Severus’ mind, but 
every time she did so, the dizzying, painful darkness that had claimed her before threatened again 
to swallow her whole.  It took her dazed mind a few tries to realize what was wrong, and a little 
longer to focus her thoughts enough to firmly block out as much of her link to him as she could, 
in the attempt to fix her physical dilemma. 
 
By the time they heard Ron’s running footsteps, she felt well enough to try and sit up.  She did so 
with a groan, and Harry quickly stopped the stretcher, not more than five yards from the gargoyle 
guarding the entrance to the Headmaster’s chambers.  “Easy—let me help you,”  her best friend 
urged her, catching her around the shoulders and supporting some of her weight.  “Can you 
speak?” 
 
“I…yes, it’s fading…” 
 
“What the ruddy hell is wrong with you?”  Ron demanded, his muscular Keeper’s frame only 
slightly winded by his run.  “Merlin, you scared me when you collapsed like that!” 
 
“She said it was something to do with Snape,”  Harry told him. 
 
Hermione felt so ill, still, she almost couldn’t mutter,  “Professor Snape…” 
 
“What’s it got to do with Snape?”  Ron asked, frowning at both of them.  Hermione gave up 
trying to correct him, too; it took too much effort to make that much noise. 
 
“She can feel the burning of his Death Mark, remember?”  Harry prompted him, before looking 
down at his friend.  “You said he was hurt?” 
 
She was uncomfortably aware of the vulnerability of their position, still in the main corridors of 
the school.  “We need…to get upstairs.  Can’t talk about it…here…” 
 
“Right, then.  Can you stand?” 
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“…I think so.”  Easing her legs off the levitating stretcher, she slid off the rim, stood—and 
collapsed without warning.  Ron quickly scooped her out of Harry’s fumbling grip. 
 
“I’ll carry her,”  he told Harry, cradling Hermione against his broad chest as the stretcher 
shuddered and vanished, no longer neaded. 
 
They closed the last few yards to the gargoyle statue, and Hermione forced her muzzy mind to 
concentrate.  “The new password…” 
 
“…Is Russian teacakes, yes, I know,”  Harry asserted, as the gargyle sprang to life and moved 
aside.  “Professor Frejne told me, just before we left.  C’mon, Ron.” 
 
They mounted the spiralling steps.  Hermione concentrated on firming her mental walls against 
Severus’ ailment, whatever it was.  At least it cleared her head and brought more strength and 
feeling back to her limbs, by the time they knocked and were bidden to enter Dumbledore’s 
office.  The kindly, dotty old wizard act vanished as soon as he saw the trio of them entering his 
chamber, Hermione cradled in Ron’s arms.  Looking shrewd and powerful, the Headmaster’s 
gaze flicked briefly, warily to her friends, then back to her wan face. 
 
“Hello, Mr. Potter, Mr. Weasley, Miss Granger.  Whatever is wrong?” 
 
“Hermione collapsed in the DADA class, just now,”  Harry told him.  “She says it has to do 
with…with whatever link she has to Professor Snape.” 
 
Dumbledore sighed, giving Hermione a pointed look.  “I thought I told you to keep these things a 
complete secret.” 
 
“Have you ever tried to keep a complete secret from these two?”  she felt well enough to quip.  
“Set me down, Ron; I think I can stand, now.” 
 
He complied, steadying her as her feet touched the carpeted floor—and caught her when her legs 
collapsed again, leaving her clutching weakly at his school robes.  “—Merlin!  What’s wrong 
with you, ‘Mione?  You’re limper than Bill’s cooking!” 
 
“Put her in this chair, Mr. Weasley,”  the Headmaster directed him, waving his wand at the 
straight-backed next to him, turning it into an armchair fat with cushioning.  When Ron had 
complied, he looked at the two males.  “…I’m going to have to ask the two of you to leave, now.” 
 
“We’re not going, Headmaster.”  A glance at Harry’s face showed that same bulldogged 
determination Hermione had last seen the night before New Year’s Eve, when she’d borrowed his 
Invisibility Cloak.  “Whatever’s going on here, we have a right to know.  It’s time you stopped 
leaving us in the dark.” 
 
“Yeah, we’re her friends,”  Ron asserted, lifting his freckled chin in a show of stubborn 
belligerence.  “Whatever’s going on here, we’re going to help her!” 
 
The Headmaster sighed and looked at Hermione.  Leaving the decision up to her.  She still felt 
dizzy, and her head still throbbed, but she knew when her two best friends were dead serious.  
“It’s…it’s alright.  Provided certain subjects are left untouched, they might as well know more of 
it.  You know that Professor Snape left the grounds, summoned to Voldemort’s side?” 
 
“Yes, he came and told me before he left, as he usually does,”  Dumbledore agreed, frowning at 
her.  “But how did you know that?” 

 
“We, er…”  Her glance slid to her two friends, then back to the old, bearded wizard.  “We’ve 
achieved second-stage Veritamoria, that’s how.  Telepathic communication at a distance.  
And…other sensations.  I felt his Dark Mark burning, and he told me he’d been summoned.  
Specifically summoned,”  she clarified,  “not the general-assembly summons, sir.” 
 
“Cor…”  Ron breathed, staring wide-eyed at her.  “You can read his mind at a distance?” 
 
“Only when we deliberately reach out to each other,”  Hermione hedged, uncomfortable with the 
topic.  She focused her attention on Dumbledore.  “I was concerned for him, being called out 
before everyone else’s classes had ended for the day, but thought it would be a routine 
summoning.  I thought maybe Voldemort had something to tell Professor Snape, such as maybe 
when the two of us were to be summoned again for our next…‘performance’.” 
 
Her cheeks heated at the confession.  Dumbledore nodded, even as Ron and Harry eyed her, 
clearly wanting more information on those ‘performances’.  The Headmaster spoke before they 
could, moving the topic briskly along.  “So what went wrong, just now?” 
 
“I felt him Apparate…and in the very next moment, an explosion of pain.  It was like I’d been 
struck with the Sapper Charm all over again, only worse.  Much worse.  When I..when I try to 
reach out to him, I can’t move, or think, or see, and I almost black out.  I think…I think it’s some 
sort of combination of concussion spell and maybe a Petrification charm, and if it is, then I…I 
fear for his life, Professor,”  she confessed quietly.  “There would be no reason for the Basilisk 
Snogger to attack him like that.  Not unless…” 
 
She couldn’t voice it, but Dumbledore could, stroking his beard.  “Unless Voldemort somehow 
learned that Professor Snape has been one of my spies all along.  This is potentially very serious, 
indeed.  I take it you’re still suffering from the side-effects of whatever was used to attack him?” 
 
Hermione nodded, carefully.  Her head still hurt.  Professor Dumbledore hmmed, then drew his 
wand and flicked it at her. 
 
“Sentir separa!” 
 
Silvery light impacted on her forehead, rippling down through her body.  It hurt—it hurt in her 
chest, it hurt her head and in her abdomen—but it faded to a faint, sharp, twisting pain that she 
could ignore a lot better than the lethargy and nausea and dull, wit-stealing headache that had 
plagued her moments before.  Sighing in relief, Hermione shook her head to clear it, then looked 
up again.  “Thank you.  That helped immensely.” 
 
“You’re welcome, but be warned; your current state of relief will only last a few hours at most.  
We have a serious problem on our hands, Miss Granger.  Your quick wits may be needed, and 
they wouldn’t be very quick if they were muffled in an inadvertent sharing of pain.  We need to 
find out if Professor Snape’s cover has been lost,”  Dumbledore asserted.  “If it hasn’t, we might 
not be able to do anything for him without the risk of losing it anyway.  If it has been lost, then 
we’ll need to figure out a way to extract him from Voldemort’s clutches.  Severus has been too 
good a man, and too good an agent, to throw away his life now that it is acutely endangered. 
 
“What we need,”  he continued, looking pointedly at Hermione,  “Is some Polyjuice with his 
essence in it.” 
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“—We’ve got some Polyjuice brewing,”  Ron volunteered.  “But, er…it’s not ready, and it won’t 
be until Wednesday, or thereabouts.”  He grunted as Harry elbowed him in the side.  “…What?  
It’s not like we stole the ingredients, or anything!” 
Even in the midst of the fear clenching her stomach, Hermione couldn’t prevent a snort of 
laughter.  She sobered quickly as Dumbledore looked back at her again.  Giving her the Look.  
“…I’ll go get it, Professor.” 
 
“Bring the whole bottle, Miss Granger,”  he directed her.  “Just in case.” 
 
“’Mione, I told you, it’s not ready, yet!”  Ron protested as she stood, gingerly testing her legs, 
which thankfully appeared to be functional once again. 
 
She gave him a weak smile that had nothing to do with lost or regained strength.  “Not your 
batch, no.  But mine is.  I’ll be right back.”  As her two best friends stared at her, she stepped up 
to the Headmaster’s hearth, took two fistfuls of Floo powder from the Floo pot sitting next to the 
clock on the mantel, and cast one handful into the flames.  “Potions!” 
 
She whirled out of the hearth into the familiar, dark, dungeon-level classroom.  Faint sunlight 
filtered down through the oubliette-like windows placed high on the walls.  She faced the other 
hearth and cast her second fistful into the flames. 
 
“Sanctum hermium!” 
 
Emerging in the familiar, sunlit sitting room, she startled a pair of house-elves in the act of 
magically vacuuming the dust from the burgundy carpet and faded blue upholstry of the sofa.  
They blinked at her, but she ignored the tea-towel clad creatures, striding quickly for the lab.  
Grabbing the amber-glass bottle of Essence of Severus Snape, she dithered a moment, then 
grabbed three of the tiny, clear vials of the faintly blue-tinged, concentrated healing potion 
Severus had made and tested just a little while ago.  Only then did she return to the sitting room 
and reached for the Floo pot.  Stopping herself as her quick mind asserted the practicalities of her 
mission, she turned and headed down the right-hand corridor instead, slipping into his bedroom. 
 
A quick check showed the room and bathroom empty of house-elves.  Closing the door firmly, 
she set the jug down on the bureau and flicked her wand, concentrating.  “Sartorlagen!” 
 
Her clothes landed in a tidy pile on the chair by the bureau.  Popping the cork, she took a swallow 
and quickly set it on the bureau.  A painful, nauseating shudder, and she switched bodies.  Not 
bothering to root through his closet, she picked up her wand and flicked it again, concentrating 
carefully, one layer at a time. 
 
The Disrobing Charm worked equally well as a Robing Charm, and even one layer at a time, was 
much faster than scrambling into his clothing the Muggle way.  Her next trick was to accio a bag 
from his bureau, a couple of silvery domino masks, and from the closet a trio of plain, black, 
ground-length, hooded cloaks, which she stuffed into the bag.  Corking the jug, she eyed the 
amount, gauged it to have about five more swallows available, and tucked it into the sack before 
slinging the lot of it over her shoulder by the bag’s strap.  The healing potions went into a pocket 
on her frock-coat. 
 
Only then did she return to the livingroom, ignoring the wide-eyed, silent house-elves.  
Shouldering the bag, she grabbed two handfuls of Floo powder, and returned to the Potions 
classroom with one of them.  A moment of thought as she stepped in front of the second fireplace, 
remembering the bit about passwords and Gryffindor Tower, and Hermione cast the remaining 
fistful of powder with the command,  “Headmaster’s Office, Russian teacakes!” 

The fire burned a cheery green, spinning and spitting her out on Dumbledore’s hearth just three 
turns after she stepped into it.  Dumbledore broke off whatever he was saying to Harry and Ron, 
and all three of them looked at her.  Ron gaped, rising from the chair he had taken, and Harry 
frowned in confusion.  Dumbledore merely regarded her over the tops of his spectacles. 
 
Hermione pulled on her Snape-persona, giving both boys a stern, disdainful look.  “…What are 
you looking at, Potter, Weasley?” 
 
They stared warily at her, uncertain what was happening. 
 
“Please don’t confuse them any further,”  the Headmaster requested, giving her a pained look. 
 
Hermione grinned.  Ron’s jaw dropped, and Harry stared, wide-eyed.  Clearly neither of them had 
ever seen anything other than a thin-lipped smile from their Potions Master.  Planting her hands 
on her frock-coated hips, she cocked her head in her habitual, bossy-female manner and drawled 
with as much of her usual lilt as she could get Snape’s baritone to muster,  “—Honestly!  You two 
look like you’ve never seen someone using Polyjuice Potion, before!” 
 
“H…H…”  Ron panted, clutching at his chest as he stared at her-as-Severus, in shock. 
 
“—Hermione?”  Harry managed cautiously, dubiously. 
 
LXXXVIII. 
 
She straightened back into Snape-mode and raked her best friend with a contemptuous, pained, 
thoroughly Snape-ish look.  “What do you think, boy?”  That made him blink in confusion, before 
she smiled slightly.  Harry could be so cute when he was confused, sometimes.  Dropping the 
pose, and the playfulness, she faced the Headmaster with a serious look.  “…I take it I’m to play 
Snape, Headmaster?” 
 
“How well can you portray him?”  Dumbledore asked her, while Harry whacked Ron on his back 
to get the redhead breathing normally again. 
 
“I’ve already done so, and safely fooled others,”  she asserted confidently.  “As you well know.” 
 
“I mean, how well could you pretend against something like Voldemort’s Legilimency?”  
Dumbledore clarified. 
 
“…If anyone can, I can,”  Hermione shrugged, spreading her hands slightly and speaking with an 
equally slight but unmistakable touch of arrogance, as she’d seen Severus do any number of 
times.  Harry and Ron both shook their heads to clear them again, staring at her.  The action, the 
tone was Snape; the words were very much Hermione, since he would’ve phrased it differently.  
“I think I could successfully manage it for a short period of time, at least.  Fifteen, twenty seconds 
guaranteed.  Probably longer, but I’m trying to be conservative.” 
 
Dumbledore nodded.  “If he was struck unconscious right after Apparating, then Voldemort 
might have simply attacked him the moment he appeared, and did not bother to check his mind to 
be sure of the validity of his target.  He could be thrown off his guard by the appearance of 
another Severus Snape.  That would give us at least five seconds, possibly longer if you can bluff 
him first with some conversation, before he thinks to use his Legilimency to search for the truth.  
And if we can spin that bluff out long enough to confuse him with the sudden appearance of a 
third Snape, and perhaps a f—” 
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A sharp breath sucked in through her teeth as Hermione clutched at her forearm, feeling another 
burning sensation invading it.  Professor Dumbledore broke off, his blue-grey eyes narrowing 
slightly over the tops of his half-moon spectacles.  Gauging the level of pain through, Hermione 
revealed,  “…It’s the general assembly call.  Professor—he wouldn’t call a general assembly after 
knocking out Severus, unless—” 
 
“—Yes.  His cover must surely be blown, though I cannot imagine how Voldemort knows, after 
all our care to conceal the truth from him.  This does make things easier, though,”  Dumbledore 
mused thoughtfully,  “and yet more difficult at the same time.  I don’t think we will need more of 
the Polyjuice potion, but we will need more bodies,”  the Headmaster mused.  His gaze fell on the 
bag slung over her shoulder.  “What did you bring, there?  …Ah, cloaks and things to be 
Transfigured into masks,”  he murmured as she quickly displayed a couple of the pieces.  
“Excellent.  I was hoping he’d call a general assembly; we’ll be able to face him down more 
directly, this way.  Harry…are you ready?” 
 
“What?”  Harry looked startled, losing the frown of his confusion over their conversation for one 
of puzzlement.  His eyes widened as he saw Dumbledore’s sober expression, and he paled a little, 
swallowing.  His jaw tightened, his stanced firmed, and he nodded.  “…Yes.  Or at least, as ready 
as I’ll ever be.” 
 
“You’ll be more ready than that,”  Professor Dumbledore promised him.  Crossing to one of the 
shelves of his office, he selected a small casket and brought it back to his desk. 
 
Ron, looking back and forth between the other two males, asked,  “Ready for what?” 
 
“—Ron,”  Hermione said, startling him into jumping at the sound of her Snape-altered voice 
aimed at him, now,  “whatever you do, do not try to kill Voldemort yourself.  Only one person 
can safely do that.  Isn’t that right, Harry?” 
 
“How did you find out?”  he asked her tightly, determined but visibly unhappy, while Ron looked 
back and forth between them. 
 
She shrugged her—Severus’—shoulders.  “I figured it out, after your little comment back in 
December, and from something else the Headmaster said to me.” 
 
“What’s he…er, she talking about?”  Ron asked him. 
 
“Prophecy,”  Harry replied shortly.  “It was prophesied that one of us has to kill the other.  Him 
or me.” 
 
“Merlin!”  Ron exclaimed, staring at his friend.  “When did you learn this?” 
 
“At the end of our fifth year.” 
 
“…And it has been in preparation for the day that prophecy comes true that I have had this 
crafted for you, Harry,”  Dumbledore told him, presenting an amulet strung on a thick gold chain. 
 
The three friends stared at it, as Harry took it from the aged wizard.  Strung on the chain from 
holes at the corners was a small shield-shape, lacquered in red and embossed in gold, relentless, 
cheerful Gryffindor colours.  The background of the shield was crimson, the edges rimmed in 
gold, and in the center of the shield was a golden lightning-mark, much like the scar on Harry’s 
forehead.  Harry looked up at him.  “What’s this for?” 
 

“It’ll give you what you need, when you need it.  A knowledge you do not possess, yet have the 
heart and the will to use wisely.  And for you to be able to carry into battle…this.”  Dumbledore 
removed the Sorting Hat from the shelf.  Harry quickly looked around the room as he looped the 
amulet chain around his neck, and the Headmaster smiled.  “Yes, the sword is back inside of it.  
Tuck this into your waistcoat.  It’ll fold nice and flat—well, crumple; it is rather old—and this 
way will be a much less conspicuous weapon than having Godric’s blade strapped to your hip.” 
 
Harry took it, folded it, and tucked it into his school vest, below the chain slung around his neck.  
“Now what?” 
 
“One last item.  Or rather, three items.  Take these stones, and place them in your pockets,”  
Dumbledore directed the three of them.  “When you arrive—hand out those cloaks you brought, 
and Transfigure those Death Eater Masks, will you, Miss Granger?  Thank you—when you 
arrive, try to discreetly space yourselves out in something of a triangle, as far apart as you can yet 
still be centralized to the group.  The stones are enchanted to help the Aurors and the Order 
triangulate on your position, since not even Miss Granger knows where you’ll end up at the end 
of your Apparation.  Cast them discreetly onto the ground as soon as you find a good position and 
keep moving, so that no one will connect the stones to you in case there are any anti-locator 
wards in place, wherever you wind up.  The stones will do the rest of the work for you.  At least 
twelve yards apart from each other would be ideal, but no more than fifty, if you please. 
 
“Your primary objective is to find Severus Snape, and Apparate him out of Death Eater hands,”  
Dumbledore cautioned them, continuing.  “If you can avoid that final confrontation with your 
nemesis, Harry, do try to avoid it.  The longer you delay, the more ready you will be, in the long 
run—the more ready we all will be, in the short run, since it will take time to organize the 
wizarding world to join the fray.  Best for you to get in, and get out, and have done with the 
matter.  But I give you my gift, just in case that moment is now, for all that I hope it will not be.” 
 
“…Thank you, Headmaster.”  Harry hesitated at the sight of the full face mask Hermione held out 
to him, then donned it with a sigh.  He and Ron pulled their hoods over their heads, hiding the 
rest of their identities. 
 
“Miss Granger, if you pull and cast another charmed bead of the same kind that you did last time, 
I’ll know to send in the whole cavalry.  The spell built into it is a lot stronger and less subtle than 
the pebbles, which is why I ask that you use them, first.  It might take a couple minutes for us to 
organize ourselves and arrive, so the longer you can delay, the more time I’ll have to gather and 
ready everyone.  And…do be careful.  Try very hard to come back alive—” 
 
“I already know the price of failure, and I’m willing to pay it if need be, if it ensures my friends 
succeed, Headmaster,”  she reassured him, though it was a grim sort of reassurance.  Ron gulped 
and nodded, looking grim and manly as he stood staunchly at Harry’s side. 
 
“Here—let me get you a Portkey to a spot outside the school grounds; you’ll not want to delay 
any longer than you already have,”  Dumbledore told them, picking up a letter-opener from his 
desk.  It was long, silvery, and had a bulbous handle not unlike a familiar Muggle sporting-gear 
trademark.  Hermione and Harry shared a quick smile, though Harry’s didn’t last long, no doubt 
disconcerted by the sight of Severus Snape smiling.  The Headmaster murmured,  “Portus,”  and 
pressed it into Hermione’s hand as soon as it stopped glowing blue, continuing,  “…It’s set to 
bring you back to the entrance hall of the school on its second use, in case you need a means of 
quick escape, and cannot Apparate.” 
 
“Thank you…Albus,”  Hermione added, trying to get herself into the mindset of her lover as she 
settled her mask a little more comfortably.. 
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“Good luck…Severus.  Masks on, hoods up, cloaks clasped, hands on the Portkey…and off you 
go in three…two…one—” 
 
Magic slammed into them, jerking them out of Dumbledore’s office in the uncomfortable rush of 
Portkey travel.  The trio of friends stumbled to a halt…in the one intact bedchamber of the 
Shrieking Shack.  The sight of the neatly made, dust-free bed brought a hundred shaky memories 
back to Hermione’s mind.  So far, she’d been able to keep her panic at bay, but now the thought 
of not being able to join Severus on those old sheets again made her stomach twist with fear.  
Coupled with the burning of the summoning, it was a definite distraction. 
 
Closing her eyes against a flare of lightning visible through the cracks in the boarded-up, broken-
glazed windows, she forced her mind to be  blank and calm, then began building up the layers and 
sub-layers of falsehoods that would make her mind, and her personality, into Severus’.  Severus-
as-loyal-Death-Eater, that was. 
 
“Someone’s been using this place recently,”  Harry observed from behind the muffling 
concealment of his mask.  Thunder rumbled, and rain spattered, some of it leaking through the 
ramshackle structure. 
 
“—Oy!  Look at th’ bed,”  Ron pointed out, as Hermione did her best to block out their voices, 
and the creaking of the floorboards as they moved about the room.  “Someone’s been using it, I’d 
say.  And only the bed…  Who’d you reckon turned this place into a shag-pad?” 
 
“I don’t know—who knows how to get in here, aside from us and Lupin?”  Harry asked, his voice 
nearer than Ron’s.  “And maybe Pettigrew.” 
 
Severus-persona firmly in place, Hermione lifted her—his—head, opened her eyes, and sneered,  
“I would have thought it obvious by now.  But you two are so thick-headed, I’m surprised they 
didn’t use your skulls for stones when they repaired the North Tower.” 
 
“…Hermione?”  Harry asked her cautiously, eyeing his friend as if the Polyjuice had gone 
horribly astray and she now sported a second head on her altered shoulders. 
 
“—That’s Professor Snape to you, boy!  Weasley, get over here.  You, too, Potter.  And don’t 
dawdle.  Remember that you will be Death Eaters, tonight; when we arrive, keep yourselves 
hidden under your masks and robes, crawl forward, and kiss his hem, then scuttle back behind the 
others.  Potter, take my arm,”  she ordered, pocketing the letter-opener and holding out her left 
hand.  “Weasley, grab his hand—not at my forearm, you imbecile!  I’ll need that free to touch the 
Mark!” 
 
Harry jumped, stared at her, and shifted his touch to her upper arm hesitantly. 
 
“As soon as we Apparate, go up to him right behind me, and then fade into the background.  Use 
my appearance as a distraction to avoid his notice—do try to restrain yourselves from the overly 
dramatic heroics, this time,”  she sneered.  “There are enough Death Eaters at these assemblies, 
you should be able to vanish behind several others, while you look for your Potions Master.  And 
for godsake, Weasley, keep that freckled mug of yours from being seen.  It’s as obvious as a 
flare-charm! 
 
“If you have to cut-and-run, just do it, and Apparate out of there; don’t waste your time worrying 
about each other,”  she ordered them as they glanced warily at each other.  “Rumor has it you 
each have your Apparation license, so you should technically be competent enough to be able to 
escape.  Toss the pebbles the Headmaster gave you, and Apparate back here as soon as we have 

our target, or if you have to run.  Use the passage to get back onto the school grounds as quickly 
as you can; you should be safe once you’re there. 
 
“But do try to follow through on the game plan, gentlemen, if you can wrap your little minds 
around it.  Here—take these vials.  A single sip should be enough to heal most injuries, and half 
the bottle will cure almost anything physical, short of death.  Try not to smash yours, Weasley; 
it’s worth more than your entire family.” 
 
“You’re beginning to creep me out, doing that,”  Ron told her frankly, eyeing her through the 
eyeholes in his silvery mask.  “If I didn’t know who you really were, and that you didn’t really 
mean it, that would’ve been really hurtful, ‘Mione!” 
 
“Yes, you really do imitate Professor Snape spot-on,”  Harry agreed, nodding his own masked 
and hooded head.  He shifted his grip on her black-covered bicep with a touch of unease.  “It’s 
very unsettling.” 
 
She arched a brow behind her mask, but didn’t deign to comment.  Setting her mind more firmly 
into her role, she flicked out her wand and tapped it to her forearm, willing the Apparation of all 
three of them to the necessary location. 
 
They banged into a half-overgrown cemetery, dimly lit by magical torches hovering about twelve 
feet off the ground.  She heard Harry whisper a faint,  “…Shite,”  and knew without him saying 
another word that the location was familiar to him.  The site, most likely, of Cedric Diggory’s 
unexpected death at the end of the Triwizard Tournament, roughly three years ago.  There were 
trees ringing the cemetery, and a hill with the silhouette of a house in the distance, backlit by the 
glow of a village somewhere on the other side, and the barking of a dog far off in the distance.  
Unlike the land around Hogwarts and the Shrieking Shack, out here, wherever they were, it 
wasn’t raining at the moment.  Indeed, the ground was dry, if frost-edged near the various 
headstones. 
 
A subtle tug of her elbow got the three of them into motion, joining the queue of wizards 
crawling up to the pale-faced, red-eyed, slit-nostriled Lord Voldemort, seizing his hem and 
kissing it respectfully before scuttling back out of the way, paying homage in twos and threes 
since there were so many of them.  She wasn’t Hermione Granger anymore; she was Severus 
Snape, loyal Death Eater for roughly twenty years, and not a single thought to the contrary ruffled 
the lies uppermost in her thoughts. 
 
Stooping, the Potions Master lifted an unoccupied section of the robe for a kiss, feeling the brief 
caress of Voldemort’s Legilimency, probing lightly for each servant’s identity.  Voldemort 
stiffened and scowled down, as the hooded figure at his feet started to lower that hem.  On either 
side, Ron and Harry quickly scuttled forward, kissed his hem, and scrambled back subserviently, 
copying the other Death Eaters they had seen. 
 
“—You?!”  Voldemort hissed, as she finished her kowtowing and started to scuffle back from his 
feet.  “It cannot be you!” 
 
Hermione lifted her head, thoughts unruffled, unchanged as Voldemort scowled down at her 
masked face.  “Of course it is me.  I was occupied earlier, so I sent the Mudslut to you, Master, to 
proffer my apologies at the delay in my arrival, and to show you how thoroughly I’ve broken the 
little Mudslut’s spirit by my utter, yet distanced control of her.  Did she fail in the task I set her?” 
 
Confusion creased the Dread Lord’s pallid brow.  “The previous one was the girl?” 
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“Of course, Master.  Where is the filthy little witch, anyway?” 
 
Voldemort reflexively looked off to the right.  Glancing that way showed a half-naked figure, 
stripped to the waist and black-haired head dangling low, obscuring his features as he hung there, 
bound to a large, Celtic-cross gravemarker.  Severus Snape, still unconscious from all 
appearances, and heavily bruised from what must have been a vicious beating while he was out, 
hanging limply in place.  Once again, he looked like a demented messiah, though he was merely 
bound at wrists and waist by silvery ropes, and thankfully not nailed in place. 
 
“Master…if you thought she was me, why is the little slut bound like that?  Have I displeased you 
in some manner?”  the altered Snape kneeling before the Dark Lord carefully asked the staring, 
frowning figure. 
 
Voldemort’s frown increased into a scowl, as he turned back to the hooded and masked figure 
kneeling before him.  The last of the Death Eaters had arrived, sneaking in to kiss his hem and 
quickly retreat to tentative safety around the triple-rowed ring surrounding him.  That left the two 
of them at the center of everyone’s attention.  Those thin, serpentine lips compressed for a 
moment, and that slim wand lifted.  “Legilimens!” 
 
Pressure bore down on the mind of the figure in front of him.  It met the surface layer that waited 
for him, compressed and mangled it, and tore into the sub-surface layers, bowing the back of the 
owner of that ravaged mind with the pain of his brutal invasion.  Ten seconds passed, twenty, 
thirty…forty, a minute, and more.  Something dripped out of the bottom of the mask, a dark 
smear that would have been scarlet, had it landed outside of Voldemort’s shadow. 
 
With a curse, the Dark Lord broke off his mental attack.  Whipping his wand at the cross-bound 
figure, he snapped,  “Ennervate!” 
 
The half-clad version of Snape jerked, then groaned and coughed, rousing from his stupor, while 
the one kneeling on the ground in the cloak and frock-coat shoved off the silvery mask, blotting at 
the blood still oozing from his nostrils. 
 
Voldemort pointed at a hooded, masked figure not far from the groaning Potions Master.  “You!  
Unbind him and bring him here!” 
 
The figure bobbed into a low bow and scuttled over to the cross.  A tap of a wand released the 
ropes, and the half-clad man sagged.  The hooded figure couldn’t quite catch the other man in 
time, and so let him slump awkwardly to the half-frozen ground.  For a moment, the cloak 
obscured the view of the pair as the Death Eater stooped over the dazed prisoner.  Then the figure 
of the Potions Master lifted into the air and floated towards the Dread Lord, briefly parting the 
others as they shifted to let the pair pass into the circle’s center. 
 
Another flick of the Death Eater’s wand, and the second, or perhaps first Potions Master thudded 
to the ground next to the other one, eliciting a groan of pain from the man.  Voldemort flicked his 
own wand again.  “Legilimens!” 
 
Ten seconds passed, twenty, a minute and more.  The bruises on the man’s flesh slowly mottled 
and vanished during the time spent grimacing under the weight of the madman’s powers.  Healing 
subtly quick, though blood from that long, thin, hooked nose dotted the half-frozen grass by the 
time the Dread Lord was finished. 
 
Voldemort’s lips compressed even thinner, as he looked between the two.  “…Astonishing.  
Simply astonishing.  I can discern no difference in the two minds clear enough to make a 

judgement as to which one is which.  But one of you took Polyjuice Potion; that much is clear.  
And I do intend to find out.  Expurgomovere!  Expurgomovere!” 
 
Doubling over as the get of sickly red magic struck her in the stomach, Hermione vomited, 
bracing herself on hands and knees as horrific cramps seized her gut.  So did the man at her side, 
though he only heaved once or twice, pushing up from his stomach to crouch on his hands and 
knees as well.  She kept retching for several seconds after he finished, as her insides attempted to 
crawl up her throat and out her mouth.  When her intenstines couldn’t do that, they knotted her 
arms and legs into a rictus of agony in revenge.  Faintly, through the blood pounding in her ears, 
she heard the riiip of wool, and felt her borrowed trousers giving way at her hips, though they 
didn’t fall down just yet.  Chestnut curls fell out of the folds of her hood, replacing the short black 
strands that had previously been there. 
 
“…Sssso.  The real one was here all along.  The Mudslut’s duplicity was nothing more than a 
ruse, probably in the futile hopes of rescuing her master.  The question is, was it her master…or 
her partner in crime?”  Voldemort drawled coldly, as Hermione kept her head bent, not sure yet if 
she was going to vomit some more.  Not sure if she could calm her racing, fear-riddled heart, 
though she was doing her best to control and keep smooth her Snape-persona’d mind.  “Oh, yes, 
my fellow Death Eaters.  For several yearsss now, I’ve known about the traitor in our midst.  I’ve 
worked around his pitiful plots and schemes, allowing him to think that he’s regained my trust 
after my long absence, that his diversions have worked.  And, I must admit, there were times that 
I doubted the evidence that had been gathered against him. 
 
“Severus Snape…such a loyal Death Eater,”  Voldemort mused, reaching down to cup the real 
Potion Master’s jaw, forcing his head up at a painful angle.  “I wonder what piece of insanity 
could possibly have made you foolish enough to turn from me, and our rightful cause?” 
 
While his attention was distracted to the side, Hermione flicked out her wand and discreetly 
Transfigured her pants before the torn garment could fall down, exposing herself uncomfortably.  
This was no carefully planned, choreographed floor-show; she really did not want to draw 
anyone’s attention to her sexuality, tonight.  More than that, if they had to fight and run, she 
didn’t want to have a pile of wool tangled around her ankles at the time. 
 
“…I have always been loyal to you, Master,”  Severus managed to retort, as the Dark Lord 
gripped his jaw painfully tight.  He wasn’t hurting nearly as badly as he had when he’d woken, 
and he was still a little disoriented, but the pain of Voldemort probing his mind had cleared out 
most of the concussion-induced cobwebs occluding his thoughts. 
 
“Have you?  I once thought so, too.  But my doubts began with Quirrell.  You remember pathetic 
little Professor Quirrell, Ssseverusss?”  Voldemort hissed.  “I remember it so well—you told him 
to think carefully, and desscide where his loyalties should lie.  But you weren’t talking about 
getting Quirrell to cooperate in telling you how to access the Philosopher’s Stone.  At the time, of 
course, I thought you might be wanting to secure it for yourself.  You certainly didn’t secure it for 
my eventual return to power, as a loyal Death Eater should.  You didn’t even try to find me…like 
most of my followers.”  A thrust of that cold, pale hand, and he released Severus’ jaw.  “…No 
doubt just like most of them, you thought me gone, or too weak to return. 
 
“No, I slowly came to realize you had actually meant saving and preserving the Stone for that old 
fool’s use.  Yet it was clear even as I resided in Quirrell’s head that the old fool hadn’t enough 
wit to reserve its properties for himself.  And so, as I brooded later in Albania, I had to ask 
myself, why should you save it for a fool who wouldn’t grasp the power of eternal youth?  
Unless…unless you were now serving him out of some warped sense of loyalty.  Loyalty that 
should have been devoted to me!  Crucio!” 
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Severus gasped and writhed with pain.  Hermione, still on her hands and knees next to him and 
trying very hard to imitate Professor Frejne’s ability to be unnoticed and forgotten in a crowd, 
was very grateful for the Headmaster’s sensation-blocking spell.  It kept her from experiencing 
any of his pain, and left her relatively clear-headed.  Subtly, discreetly, using as much of the 
cloak covering her body as possible, she slipped her hand into her pocket, fetching and dropping 
the small, grey stone Dumbledore had given her onto the ground.  She very carefully kept her 
mind as blank and unruffled as possible, steadfastly ignoring the agony of her lover as he writhed 
and cried out beside her.  The Cruciatus Curse lifted, leaving the Potions Master panting and 
trembling next to her, shivering as much from the aftershocks of the spell as from the cold.  She 
did not do anything to cover him up against the cold night air, though. 
 
“…And then there was your suspicious delay in returning to me when I had regained my body 
and my life.  Yes, you explained it as being unable to Apparate away quickly enough without that 
fool of a Headmaster notissscing,”  Voldemort hissed.  “But by then, I already suspected you 
sstrongly.  You’d forgotten that Pettigrew was there, the night of his revelation, just one year 
before. 
 
“I don’t, of course, refer to your furious little confrontation with that idiot, Sirius Black, in the 
Shrieking Shack.  I refer to what you said when you found him, Potter, and the Mudslut, here, 
lying unconscious on the grass,”  Voldemort referenced, flicking his wand-free hand briefly at 
Hermione, who very carefully did not react in any way.  “Pettigrew had not gone very far in his 
escape attempt;  he had cowered from the approach of the Dementors, and thus was in a position 
to hear you muttering something as you stooped over young Potter’s body.  It was the perfect 
chance to kill him, to kill the Boy Who Dared to Live.  And yet the rat in the grass heard you 
say—what was it you heard, exactly, Pettigrew?” 
 
The silver-masked, stoop-shouldered little man flexed his strange, silver hand and hissed,  “’The 
only reason why you’re not conveniently dead, boy, is because Albus wants you alive.  And I care 
for him far more than I ever will for you.’” 
 
“An odd thing to ssssay for such a loyal Death Eater, wouldn’t you agree?  Crucio!” 
 
Hermione’s hands, hidden under the cover of her cloak as she knelt on the cold, frost-patched 
grass, wormed their way under the now too-long sleeves of Severus’ shirt and frock-coat.  She 
picked carefully through the charms dangling from her bracelet, trying not to think about what 
she was doing, in case Voldemort tried scanning her thoughts again.  Her fingers were sweating, 
despite the frosty chill of the air, and it wasn’t easy, identifying them solely by touch.  But if ever 
there was a time to call in the cavalry, this moment was definitely beginning to look like it.  
Beside her, Severus writhed onto his back, hands clawing at the air, body jerking in a seizure of 
agony.  Voldemort released him abruptly, and levelled his wand at her.  Not to sear her with pain, 
but to bear down on her mind. 
 
“Legilimens!”  He tore through the tissue-like layers of her Snape-persona, bowing her head and 
making her nose bleed once more.  The Dark Lord growled in disgust as he did so, at having been 
duped by her, before.  He encountered underneath the original layer a new, even more carefully 
Occlumencied layer, the subdued, suppressed, quasi-broken thoughts of a Mudslut slave.  And 
nothing more, nothing deeper; this was a layer she had prepared carefully in her spare time, an 
obfuscation he could not penetrate, thanks to Severus’ lessons and her habit of over-achieving 
levels of practice.  Snarling, he released her mind, and jabbed his wand at her again.  “Crucio!” 
 
Agony ripped through her, bringing back memories of the last time she’d been the victim of this 
Curse, the night she’d been captured.  She felt Voldemort sampling what he could touch of her 
memories as the pain faded, and felt his frustration at encountering a blank wall of nothing.  

Especially anything that had taken place while she’d been with the Potions Master privately, past 
the point that Severus had kissed her, his mouth full of the purple-hued, viscous, tasteless, 
Veritamoria.  Snarling again, he released her and aimed his wand at Severus, who had managed 
to push back up onto his knees in the interim. 
 
“—I figured, by the night of my return to flesh and blood, that you had foolishly chosen to 
abandon the true path of a Death Eater.  I knew, then, that you would have to be killed.  But by 
the time you finally deigned to join me, I knew that I should keep you carefully in your place, 
instead.  The spy you know is always more useful than the one you have not found.  It was 
possible there were more spies among our number—the old fool has one annoying trait, and that 
is how he can attract ssso many loyal followersss,”  Voldemort spat, glaring at the man kneeling 
warily under the threat of his levelled wand.  “But I knew that if I kept tabs on you, I would learn 
what the doddering idiot was up to, based on what I let you learn, versus what I told the others. 
 
“And yet there was still some niggling doubt in me, that maybe you hadn’t betrayed me.  That my 
suppositions and mental accusations were all just a fabrication of my mind.  I toyed with you, let 
you think my omnipotence had gone to my head—using the royal ‘We’, and all that rubbish,”  
Voldemort dismissed, finally explaining why he had picked up that assinine habit.  “But then I 
got my hands on one of my more devious Servants.  A subversive, subtle agent of my own, at the 
Ministry of Magic.  Dolores Umbridge—did you think I could not have more than one spy on the 
Minister’s staff?  Fudge is a soddering idiot,”  the Dark Lord dismissed scathingly.  “A bleating 
sheep, willing to not only be fleeced, but led to the slaughter by his own shepherd, and even 
buggered a few times along the way—I might even treat him to my ‘special farewell’, soon!” 
 
That high, thin, madman’s laugh sent shivers down both Hermione and Severus’ spines.  Her 
fingers finally found what they were looking for, but she couldn’t pull it off, just let.  It was like 
watching a Muggle car-wreck; one just couldn’t entirely look away.  There was something about 
Lord Voldemort’s confessions that was as fascinating as watching the swaying of a cobra as it 
geared itself to strike. 
 
“Oh, yes…Dolores was in Slytherin—what, don’t you remember her?  She was only four years 
behind you!  A contemporary of Regulus Black’s, the immature oaf.  Because of his idiocies, I 
didn’t accept her into my service, the first time around.  I even stopped taking in school-aged 
prats who weren’t mature enough to know what was best for the world.  Yes, Regulus Black tried 
to sponsor her, and when I had to kill him for losing his nerve, I didn’t think highly of anyone he 
might’ve recommended.  But then, just a relatively short time ago, I heard something, such 
wonderful news, I had to change my mind about her.  She was the one who ordered the 
Dementors to the Potter prat’s residence, just a few summers ago! 
 
“It was right after my return, too…and our dear, dear friends and allies, the Dementors, they sent 
me a message from her, that same night.  Letting me know that if I wanted assistance from the 
Ministry in freeing so many of my loyal followers…all I had to do was accept her with open 
arms.  She’d been longing to return for a second chance to serve me, you see.”  He smiled coldly, 
with thin, serpentine lips.  “I tested her.  I told her to prove herself.  And she did! 
 
“Oh, she did prove herself…for a little while.  She became the High Inquisitor, and she managed 
to ensure that every Floo-connected hearth in the school was constantly watched.  Save for her 
own, which we used to communicate.  She even became the Headmaster—were it not for the 
fool’s ongoing wards and protections still hanging about the school, preventing me from entering, 
I might’ve considered taking over the place at that point.  But I welcomed her among our number, 
oh, yesss…and then she failed me, when she failed to defeat that boy, and this girl.  Crucio!” 
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Hermione didn’t have enough time to jerk the homing-beacon charm from her bracelet; the Curse 
struck her, stabbing and burning at every nerve in her body.  The agony didn’t last long, though.  
Voldemort released her after only a few moments, leaving her huddled over her knees.  It was 
then that she pulled the charm off of its jump-ring, hiding the jerk and casting away of it in a last 
spasm of her body, as if suffering an aftershock of pain.  He pressed down on her mind, but she 
carefully wasn’t thinking, keeping the surface of her Occlumencied thoughts as blank and 
faceless as could be.  Again, he couldn’t penetrate the full, labyrinthine layers of her mind, and let 
her be after a moment—compared to the need to keep Severus out of her surface thouhts on a 
daily basis, just so she could go through the motions of school life with a clear head, the Dread 
Lord’s attempts at Legilimency simply weren’t up to the task. 
 
“…It was through her that I learned that my loyal Death Eater, Severus Snape, wasn’t nearly as 
helpful as he could’ve been, in helping her take proper control of the school.  I’d carefully 
concealed their true affiliations from each other, in the hopes of setting a trap to reveal Snape’s 
true loyalties.  You played it very cool and remote, though.  Acting merely as if she were a fool, 
beneath your contempt—and I do admit, she was something of an idiot.  No, if it weren’t for my 
other suspicions, I wouldn’t have had enough evidence to believe in your disloyalty.  Dolores 
knew she had failed me, and tried to hide from me, but I finally tracked her down, and took care 
of her.  And then I thought for a while about what had happened, that night at the Ministry. 
 
“Potter, of course, knew where to go.  His snot-nosed friends came with him—but later, after I 
heard from my spies, it was clear that they hadn’t returned to the castle, between their final 
confrontation with Dolores and their encounter with my minions.  There were no teachers 
unaccounted for, as those who could’ve interfered or taken word to that white-bearded fool had 
been neatly swept aside.  No extraneous students missing, either, aside from those that 
accompanied him.  So how had the old fool’s helpers known to come to the Ministry to defend 
the boy and his idiotic friends? 
 
“That one puzzled me,”  Voldemort confessed, shifting to pace in a little circle. 
 
Hermione took the opening of his distracted pacing instinctively to flick out the side of her cloak 
a little, covering Severus’ hand.  She didn’t reach for him yet; her own hand instead went 
stealthily to her pocket, to the Portkey hidden there.  Professor Dumbledore hadn’t kidded when 
he’d said it would take a few minutes to gather the cavalry of Aurors and Order members; she’d 
cast the charm-sphere at least a minute ago, and still nothing had happened, yet. 
 
“When I finally got my hands on Umbridge, she had one curious thing to relate.  In her final 
confrontation with Potter and the Mudslut, the Boy Who Wouldn’t Die shouted out a very odd 
thing, while looking at Snape, here.  ‘They’ve got Padfoot.  They’ve got him at the place where 
it’s hidden,’  or some such rubbish…  It made little sense to me…until I connected the name 
‘Padfoot’ with the Animagus, Sirius Black, just as I call Pettigrew by with his own Animagus 
nickname of Wormtail…and I linked that to the oh-so-convenient arrival of Bumbledore’s Idiot 
Brigade, coming to the rescue of the boy and those meddlesome brats.  The real ‘Padfoot’ 
included. 
 
“Why should he tell his hated Potions Master that I’d tricked him into believing I’d stolen his 
precious godfather…unless he knew that Snape was no longer entirely in my employ?”  
Voldemort asked rhetorically, glaring at the black-haired man shivering from the cold before him.  
“And yet—and yet!—I stayed my hand!  Even when the boy learned to block out my mental 
influence, I stayed my hand! 
 
“I wanted to wait, you sssee,”  he all but purred, baring his delicate, serpentine fangs in an 
unpleasant smile.  “I needed to wait until the moment was right.  Until I had perfected a weapon 

that would destroy the Potter Prat once and for all.  Only then could I act.”  He stopped in front of 
Hermione and grasped her chin in his cold, callused hand, forcing her head up, though she didn’t 
react any more than was necessary to focus on his slit-nostriled face, on those mad, dark red eyes.  
“I mussst say, all the timesss you entertained usss were sssssooo stimulating!  It was worth the 
insult of parading a Mudblooded piece of filth like you in my august presence.  And such a 
delissscious irony, forcing a pureblood like him into congress with an abomination like you.” 
 
He smiled coldly at her, expecting a reaction.  She gave him none.  Disgruntled, he dropped her 
chin, and returned his attention to the man at her side. 
 
“…Broken, as you promised.  A dissssappointment, that I wasn’t the one to make her so.  I shall 
have to resserve my ‘special farewell’ for her as well, as a part of my victory celebrations.  I 
could applaud you for how carefully you have played your part in all of this, Ssseverusss.  A truly 
masterful web of deceit and lies.  Were it not for the boy’s outburst, I would have still harbored 
doubts about your disloyalty to this very hour.” 
 
Hermione, slumped on her knees where he had dumped her, worked her fingers far enough 
through the cloak-covered grass to touch Severus’ fingers.  Passing him part of the letter-opener.  
{It’s a Portkey; we can get out of here practically with a thought.} 
 
[…Not yet.  Weasley’s here, isn’t he?  At least, I think he’s the one who untied me, and gave me a 
touch of my own healing draught.] 
 
{Yes.}  She hadn’t known about the potion, but guessed there had been enough time for him to tip 
a mouthful of the stuff past the Potion Master’s lips, when he’d crouched over the battered figure 
of their half-clad prisoner.  And perhaps time enough to drop a certain triangulation stone, too.  It 
also explained why Severus, too, coughed up a small amount of potion from his stomach, when 
Voldemort had forced the Polyjuice out of her system with that most unpleasant little spell.  
Severus had more to think, however. 
 
[…And where Weasley is, Potter can’t be far behind.]  It was a tired mental sigh.  One she didn’t 
bother to deny. 
 
{They’re smart enough to Apparate out of here, the moment we leave.} 
 
“Yesss, I am very angry with you, Sssnape,”  Voldemort hissed, not hearing a word of the rapid, 
touch-based exchange between the two of them.  Oblivious still to at least some of the truth.  
“You betrayed my trust in you!” 
 
“—Bullshite.” 
 
Voldemort froze, frowning down at the black-haired man kneeling before him.  “…What did you 
say?” 
 
Severus lifted his head, glaring at the snake-faced man, all semblance of submission gone.  
Perhaps it was the knowledge that the Portkey in his hand would rescue him practically at a 
thought, or perhaps it was just the supportive presence of the woman he loved at his side, but he 
had finally had enough of the Basilisk Bastard.  “You betrayed me.  You have always used and 
betrayed your followers!  And I would’ve blindly followed you almost anywhere, imbecile that I 
was, until the night you betrayed everything that still mattered to me.” 
 
A single sub-thought, and Severus and Hermione rose to their feet, moving as one. 
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“You made two fatal mistakes that year, you blowhard.  You lost my loyalty, and you lost your 
powers, when you murdered Angelica Snape…and Lily Potter,”  Severus snarled down at the 
shorter man, as Hermione discreetly switched hands on the Portkey they gripped so she could 
flick out her wand.  She stepped closer to him, her face still carefully blank, as he sneered 
contemptuously.  “Never come between a son and his mother—now!” 
 
“Accio wand!”  Hermione shouted, focusing on acquiring the twin to her own ebony shaft.  It 
whipped out of Voldemort’s robes, smacking into her outstretched hand as she quickly dropped 
her own, even as the figure of the masked and robed Death Eater directly behind them lurched 
forward,  slapping a freckled hand over Hermione’s fingers, and the silvery letter-opener she 
grasped.  Another figure leapt out of the crowd, grabbing the Portkey, too, fingers clenching over 
Severus’. 
 
As if timed by the hand of Providence, bodies popped out of the air all around them, Aurors and 
Order-members, wands leveled and sparks flying, scything down the outermost rings of the Death 
Eaters around them.  Snarling something foreign-sounding, Voldemort slashed his wand through 
the air.  Hermione flicked hers, too, shouting,  “Evanum!”  to counter whatever-it-was, at the 
same time that Ron and Harry shouted their own defensive spells, too, Harry throwing himself 
bravely in front of the defenceless, wandless Potions Master they were rescuing. 
 
But the silvery ribbon that shot out of the Dread Lord’s wand didn’t impact any of them—it 
speared between their shields and struck the letter-opener alone.  Blue-glowing streamers shot out 
as quick as a blink throughout the crowd, tagging most of the Death Eaters from the innermost 
ring.  Before they could yank the Portkey free of that metallic ribbon, before any of the Aurors 
coming to their rescue could grab at it or banish it, the letter-opener activated, jerking a yelling, 
tangling, bashing bobble of startled bodies through the aether. 
 
LXXXIX. 
 
Sixty-plus bodies sprawled onto the worn stone floor of the Hogwarts entrance hall, still 
yelling—and now oofing—as they impacted awkwardly on the floor.  Hermione and the others 
released the letter-opener as the ribbon-thing dissolved, its purpose completed.  She scrabbled at 
her bracelet, found what had to be the last remaining anchor-bead left on the thing, and flung it 
away from her, across the writhing mass of bodies trying to sort themselves out from their 
awkward, sprawling fall.  It was the only thing she could think to do to re-summon the cavalry, 
since most of these bodies were not Aurors, nor members of the Order of the Phoenix. 
 
Splashes of blue-white light flickered in patches across the floor, lightning that was closely 
followed the booming rumble of thunder.  They were back in Scotland, where the storm still 
raged.  A hand on the neck of her borrowed, too-long cloak yanked Hermione onto her feet; it 
belonged to the half-naked Potions Master, who grabbed for the length of ebony she still gripped, 
reclaiming his wand.   She relinquished it readily even as she yanked open the ties of the cloak, 
releasing the choking pressure at her throat; she’d landed on the hem of the ruddy thing, and 
pulled upright as she was by her lover, it was now trying to strangle her. 
 
Hermione quickly snapped her own wand up out of its charm-holder, prepared to defend against 
Voldemort.  The Dread Lord had just regained his feet as well, albeit from a position that had 
sprawled him almost five yards from their own position, scattered in that awkward, Portkey-
jounced landing—but the Dark Lord wasn’t glaring at either of them.  All of his rage and hatred 
was fixed on the scar-bearing face of one Harry James Potter, the Boy Who Lived, as Harry 
discarded his own cloak and mask, freeing himself of burdens for the fight to come. 
 

The other Death Eaters were also regaining their feet, some looking at their surroundings, others 
pointing their wands at the quartet facing off against their master.  Ron, having helped Harry to 
stand, had turned away from the slit-nostriled wizard and yanked off his mask, wand up and ready 
to protect their backs from the robed and masked men and women surrounding them, putting his 
knowledge of chess-borne strategy to good use. 
 
Voldemort raised his wand even as the lightning flared again, his thin lips forming what was 
probably a formidable Curse—and someone shrieked from less than five feet behind him, in that 
particular, shrill, ear-piercing sort of scream only achievable by a girl of second-year age or 
younger.  Making the slit-nostriled wizard jump, literally jump, and ruining his attempt.  The 
girl’s scream ended as thunder crashed through the foyer, drawing attention to the fact that the 
adults weren’t the only ones scattered through the entrance hall.  There were several students 
here, in fact, caught in the act of leaving the last of their classes for the day, transiting the foyer 
with its four towering hourglasses of rubies, sapphires, emeralds, and Galleon-coins in their 
House-point niche, lit as much by the storm outside the castle as by the candles and torches 
within its walls. 
 
Being no fools, those students caught in the hall—who weren’t Harry, Ron, and Hermione—
scattered with shrieking, panicked, quicksilver speed through whatever exit they could reach, 
scampering like scared rabbits at the sight of so many silver-masked predators.  Half of those 
predators snarled and gave chase, causing a doppler-effect of screams and banging, sizzling 
magical attacks to vanish into the halls and corridors of the school, echoing as they went.  There 
was no time to protect those children, though; Severus thrust away from Hermione, putting 
himself on the right flank of their little group. 
 
Harry was the one he had to protect, right now; he might not be able to kill the Basilisk Bastard 
for the boy, but the Potions Master could defend him from the other Death Eaters while the boy 
did his prophesied job—provided he got on with it.  He managed to get into place just in time to 
deflect a purple-lightning spell from one of his ex-colleagues, the insane, dead-eyed Bellatrix.  
[Guard his left!]  he ordered the woman at his back, casting a counter-curse that his one-time 
colleague deflected with a snarl.  [I’ve got this flank!] 
 
{Got it!  Ron’s got our back!}  Hermione promised, deflecting a pair of spells flung 
simultaneously her way.  Ron rebounded two of his own 
 
Voldemort didn’t try to cast a spell against Harry, though.  He faced his young, determined foe 
with a wary wand, but didn’t attack magically.  “Ssso!  You think you can defeat me by bringing 
me to a ssschool?  Do you really think mere children can stand against the might of my Death 
Eaters?” 
 
“Why not?”  Harry retorted, sneering almost worthily of the man guarding his side with wand and 
word.  “We’ve fought your followers, before!  And we’re even better, now, than the last time—
all of us!  You’ll be the laughing stock of the wizarding world!  Marked forever in the history 
books as having been brought down by a bunch of mere students.  Prepare yourself for your 
defeat!” 
 
“Do you think to fight me with your wand, boy?”  Voldemort spat back.  “I’m prepared for Priori 
Incantatem, now!” 
 
“I don’t need a wand to kill you.”  His hand dove into his robes, pulling out a battered, crumpled 
bit of black felt— 
 
“Accio hat!” 
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The shout startled everyone, Death Eaters as well as the quartet in their center, three deflecting 
the spells that came in from their flanks, the fourth gaping in shock at the loss of the aged hat.  
Lightning flared again as the high-pitched laugh echoed unpleasantly off the walls. Voldemort 
clutched the Sorting Hat in his bony hands.  Hermione almost missed deflecting a side-shot from 
someone big and muscular enough to have been either Goyle or Crabbe Senior, under the 
anonymity of the black cloak and mask almost all of their opponents wore.  Thunder rumbled, 
and Voldemort waited with a frightening grin until it passed, before speaking triumphantly. 
 
“—You thought I didn’t know what happened to the diary-memory of myself?  Well, I heard the 
full tale what happened, five years ago, and I came prepared for just such another sword-pulling 
trick!”  Jamming his hand up inside the Sorting Hat, he rooted around, smiling in cold triumph.  
That smile slipped, and slowly faded into a frown as his arm shifted more and more rapidly, 
scrabbling for any proof of a weapon. 
 
“Keep formation!”  a familiar, feminine voice shouted from Severus’ side of the hall, which faced 
the direction of the main stairwell.  It distracted everyone.  “Front line, Dispersing Spell!  Second 
line, fire-in-the-hold!  Leinshu, attack!” 
 
A blast of nearly a dozen different jinxes and hexes, from wands poking out past the first row of 
students in that direction, slammed into the staggered ranks of the remaining Death Eaters.  Most 
were hastily deflected, but a few of them got through, dropping the masked and robed figures.  
Soaring over them was the wraith-form of a hissing, red-clawed, long-haired woman, who dove at 
the nearest masked figure.  A hole was blasted in the wraith’s stomach, who paused, reformed, 
and pounced on the Death-Eater, bringing the man down under those terrible claws and vicious 
teeth.  Cloaked bodies scrambled to solidify their master’s defenses on that side, as Professor 
Frejne marshalled the majority of her seventh-year Advanced Defence students.  Their 
retaliations, while strong, hit the blurring line of the student’s spells, shattered, and were absorbed 
in a vanishing spray of firework-like sparks.  The Leinshu leapt for another victim with a bloody-
mouthed hiss. 
 
Voldemort gaped at the scene to his left, the decimation of his ranks by the grim faces of those 
young women and men.  In that instant of his distraction, Severus attacked.  “—Accio hat!” 
 
It yanked out of the Dark Lord’s slackened grip and smacked into his own.  Shocked out of his 
distraction, Voldemort attacked with poisonously quick wit.  His wand was still holding Harry’s 
at bay, as Harry’s was holding his; rather, it was his words that he chose as his best weapon.  
“Give that hat back to me, Ssseveruss, and all will be forgiven and forgotten!” 
 
{Don’t you dare!}  Hermione snapped, as Severus hesitated.  His mental walls were high at the 
moment, block out most of her awareness of him, though she knew her sendings were getting 
through. 
 
“I know how much you loathe the boy.  How much you long to see him die!” 
 
{Sev, that hat holds Godric’s sword!  Give it to Harry!  He can’t use a wand without invoking 
Priori Incantatem!} 
 
“How very much he is like his father, your worst enemy!” 
 
Severus, who had not hesitated for the reason Hermione feared, toyed deliberately with the 
brim—there were no Death Eaters on his side of their little quartet who had the time to spare for 
attacking him, thankfully; they were all barely holding their own against Kathleen’s school-
uniformed troops.  It was true he had hesitated in trying to choose what to say in reply.  He could 

see the Boy Who Lived straining to look at him out of the corner of his eye, without taking his 
gaze off his mortal enemy.  The longer he delayed, the more Death Eaters Fell, so he drawled 
loudly, over the sounds of battle around them,  “Forgiven and forgotten, you say…?” 
 
“Shite!”  Ron swore, shifting with indecision, whether to ward off the few remaining Death 
Eaters watching their little tableau, or to point his wand now at their Potions Master. 
 
{Severus, I told you that you’d have to let go your hatred of him, or make a mistake even worse 
than joining that blowhard’s cause!  This is that choice!} 
 
“Yesss,”  Voldemort hissed, smiling coldly in triumph. 
 
“Strange, isn’t it…how I owed the boy’s father a life-debt, and how I tried to pay it back to the 
ungrateful brat after you murdered his father…and now I literally hold your greatest foe’s life-or-
death fate in my hands.”  With his flank distracted by the DADA teacher marshalling her grim-
faced and highly effective troops, he slipped his hand past the brim. 
 
{Please, my love!}  Hermione begged, deflecting another spell, though the half-dozen Death 
Eaters still flanking them weren’t nearly as interested in destroying them as in waiting to see what 
Professor Snape, Head of Slytherin, Death Eater, black-hearted bastard of Hogwarts and possible 
traitor to their cause, would do with their Lord’s generous offer. 
 
[I thought you said there was a sword in here,]  he replied to her pleading. 
 
{Yes!  Dumbledore placed it in there!  He said so himself!} 
 
[…Ah.  So there is; I can feel the hilt now.]  Severus eyed Voldemort as lightning flared through 
the windows again, and withdrew his hand.  Clutching, not a sword, but a long, lumpy, black-
knotted staff carved from holly-wood, topped with a chunk of emerald the size of his fist.  The 
staff was carved with a pair of helix-spiraled serpents, marked in rune-like lettering, spelling out a 
name.  A very familiar name. 
 
Voldemort’s eyes widened until the whites could be seen all the way around those blood-red 
irises.  “…The lost Staff of Salazar Slytherin!” 
 
His startled shout distracted half the remaining Death Eaters.  The Defence Mistress shouted a 
command, and a mass volley of  “Stupefy!”  knocked over a good portion of their foes, louder 
even than the thunder that crashed over their heads. 
 
“—Where did you get that?!”  Voldemort snapped, glaring at Severus as he ignored what was 
happening to his followers. 
 
“What, didn’t you feel it, inside the hat?”  Severus mocked in a light, drawling sneer.  The power 
radiating from that staff, tingling his hand, made him feel bold despite his half-naked state.  If 
even a tenth of the legends whispered in his House were true about the staff, it was a very 
formidable artifact, capable of augmenting any wizard or witch’s powers.  “I suspect, like the 
Sword of Godric Gryffindor, it was merely waiting for a true son of its master’s House to extract 
it.  How odd that it did not come to your hand, despite your desperate little search through it for 
anything to aid your quest.” 
 
Ron cried out, clutching at his eyes as he dropped to his knees in pain, distracted by what was 
going on behind him long enough for one of the Death Eaters to slip a Conjunctivitis past his 
defences.  Hermione quickly angled herself to cover the rear and the left flank, wand snapping 
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through the air defensively as the freckled young man fumbled blindly in his pocket for the rest of 
the concentrated healing potion she’d given him to carry. 
 
{Love, please!  Stop teasing us and get on with it, dammit!} 
 
“…Here you go, Harry,”  Severus stated casually, handing the hat to the startled youth.  “Make 
your father proud.” 
 
Harry blinked off his shock, grabbed the hat and plunged his hand inside, drawing out a glittering, 
ruby-studded sword.  Voldemort hissed and slashed his wand through the air.  But not to curse 
Harry out of existence; his wand transformed, expanding into a wickedly serrated blade of some 
dark grey metal.  Sword met sword as Harry twisted and parried, blocking the blow with a two-
handed grip, the Sorting Hat discarded to the floor.  They parted and clashed again, Harry 
parrying as easily the second time as he had the first. 
 
Voldemort feinted and attacked with all the speed of a striking cobra, and found his third true cut 
blocked yet again.  Those crimson eyes widened briefly, then narrowed.  “Give it up, boy!  I 
learned to duel in the fencing-clubs of Germany!” 
 
“Never, you shite-faced snake-kisser!”  Harry retorted as their blades swung and clashed again. 
 
Voldemort smiled coldly, bearing down on the shorter male.  “I like sssnakesss!” 
 
Harry retorted something in Parseltongue that widened Voldemort’s eyes, and made the older 
wizard attack viciously.  Sword clanged on sword, as they fought each other hard and fast. 
 
Hermione, caught up in the drama of their battle, felt something blast her in the ribs.  The shock 
of the spell’s impact numbed her body for a moment, as the room spun and whirled abruptly 
sideways.  She felt the impact of the floor, though; the impact, and the sickening, painful crack of 
her lower arm as it hit the floor all wrong, breaking at least one of her bones. 
 
Severus heard her startled cry of pain, and wanted desperately to look for her, to make sure she 
was alright with his eyes as well as with his mind—but out of the corner of his eye, he saw 
Harry’s gaze jerking her way, and Voldemort whipping one of his hands into his robes.  Using the 
distraction of the boy to fling something at him.  He stretched out the Staff to intercept it, 
whatever it was, hoping to god he wasn’t too late— 
 
Something shiny, silver, and swoosh-shaped got there, first.  The letter-opener.  Along with Ron 
Weasley’s shout of,  “Implera!” 
 
The Portkey, and the whatever-it-was, vanished with a pop!  Probably returning to the Shrieking 
Shack. 
 
“NO!!  That was my weapon!”  shrieked Voldemort, for one vital second his attention distracted 
with the raging need to kill the freckled pureblood.  He raised his wand-turned-sword.  “Avada—
!” 
 
As if he’d been trained to do so by Sir Godric himself, Harry lunged under that uplifted arm, 
thrusting his blade into the older wizard’s unprotected belly.  Voldemort choked on the second 
half of the Killing Curse and staggered back, clutching at the dark liquid staining his black robes 
the moment Harry pulled out the red-streaked sword.  The grey, notched blade clattered to the 
floor and transformed itself back into the Dread Lord’s wand, forgotten for a moment by its 
owner. 

Ron, his well-aimed deed done, crawled across the floor towards his groaning friend, who was 
cradling her arm to her chest.  Severus, whirling again to cover Harry’s back and flanks, deflected 
a spell from someone else with the staff in his hand.  Most of the Death Eaters who had stayed in 
the hall had fallen, yes, but more still had returned from their hunt through the school.  And they 
weren’t alone; some of the students, a handful of the ones who wore the green-and-silver ties of 
Slytherin, were with them, wands out.  The students stumbled to a halt, gaping at the sprawled 
bodies lying defeated on the flagstones of the entry hall.  Among them were two distressingly 
familiar faces:  Malcolm Baddock, the budding young Pyromancer…and Draco Malfoy.  How 
much they had seen of this little drama was unclear, but Draco was frowning, Malcolm was 
staring, and the others were milling in uncertainty near the adults that had gathered them for 
reinforcements.  Thankfully too shocked by the sight of their very first wizarding battle to make 
up their minds whether or not they should join the fray. 
 
Voldemort crouched, scooped up his restored wand, and straightened with a hissing chuckle.  
“…Do you really think, boy, that mere sssteel can kill me?  Already, the wound closes and fades!  
Draco, kill his friends, complete the mighty works of Salazar Slytherin, the founder of your 
House, and join me at your father’s side!” 
 
Severus flinched at the demand.  He watched as the pale-haired boy’s pale grey eyes flicked to 
him, taking in his protective stance at Potter’s back, defending the scarred, dark-haired boy from 
their attackers even as he bore—quite visibly, shirtless as he was—the Dark Mark in stark-
branded lines on the forearm clutching that carved, gem-topped staff.  He watched, sick to his 
stomach with the possibility that he’d have to strike the boy down himself to save Harry, as 
Draco’s mouth firmed.  Making up his mind. 
 
“Sod off, you blowhard!” 
 
Hermione gasped.  Ron, a little wide-eyed himself at that unexpected assertion, took the 
opportunity to tip the last of his concentrated potion past her lips, making her choke a little on the 
burning brew.  Harry didn’t take his eyes off Voldemort for an instant, sword still held at the 
ready.  Severus, vigilant for just such an attack, deflected another spell aimed at the the flanks of 
the Boy Who Still Lived.  Protecting him so he could finish the bastard off, as prophecy 
demanded.  If he could.  There were undoubtedly more tricks up the Snake Snogger’s sleeves. 
 
Draco’s voice rang with scorn through the entrance hall, as Voldemort stared at him, 
disconcerted.  Even the other Death Eaters and students stopped in their attacks and counter-
attacks, as the young man’s voice rang loudly through the chamber. 
 
“All my life, I’ve been told how well you treat those privileged to hold your favor!  How highly 
I’d be rewarded, once I joined your side!  You keep claiming to be the most powerful wizard 
alive…but all I see is a pathetic blowhard demanding others do his dirty work—and when they 
fail, or don’t amuse you enough, you crumple them up and cast them aside!  Well, I’ve had 
enough!”  Draco asserted, jerking a thumb at his chest as some of the Death Eaters drew close to 
their stunned master.  “I’ve looked at the facts of your sorry little organization, and I can’t agree 
to join anything run by such an obvious madman!  I’m sorry I ever let you blind my father and me 
to the real facts of your little loser-group, and your little loser-quest!” 
 
“Avada Ke—!” 
 
A hand snapped up, catching Voldemort’s wrist before he could complete the Curse.  “—You 
will not kill my son!” 
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XC. 
 
And, in the second, or perhaps third shocking turnabout of the hour—if one deigned to count 
Severus’—the still-masked but unhooded, distinctly pale-haired figure of Lucius Malfoy yanked 
his gaping master’s wand from his grasp, and snapped it in half.  Voldemort glared at him, 
glancing in fury at the Death Eaters who had not exactly rushed to interfere as his trusted 
leftenant cast the pieces aside.  “You dare—!” 
 
“Never come between a father and his son, either, you blowhard,”  Severus drawled as Lucius 
stalked away from Voldemort, heading straight for his son.  Turning his back on the man he’d 
followed for all of his adult life.  Most of Severus’ own attention still rested on protecting Harry 
from behind, but he spared a smidgeon for the Dark Lord beyond, and the sight of the man he’d 
once loved, now loathed…and still admired, walked away from Voldemort and towards his 
beloved son.  There was something stronger than ambition in the pale-haired bastard’s life, after 
all, and Severus smirked over it.  “But then, being an orphan, Tom, you never really learned how 
strong the ties of family can be.” 
 
“—Or the bonds of love,”  Harry added roughly, his sword more steady than his voice.  “You 
may have given me some of your powers when you killed my parents, but you never gave me my 
strongest power!  And it’s a power that will defeat you!” 
 
“I don’t need paltry emotions like love, and weaknesses like family,”  Voldemort sneered, slit-
nostrils flaring with each heavy breath as he drew back from the pair of them with careful, wary 
steps.  “And I am the most powerful wizard that ever lived!  I don’t need a wand to have my 
revenge on all of you!  Filthy little traitors!” 
 
Grabbing Pettigrew’s left arm, one of the few Death Eaters still left standing, the only other one 
still nearby, Voldemort ripped the sleeve of his robes away, and clamped his hand over the Dark 
Mark branded into the ratty-faced man’s skin. 
 
“Vocarum altemortum!” 
 
Horrible screams erupted around the hall, as every last Death Eater present clutched immediately 
at his or her left arm.  It wasn’t clear what was happening, until one looked at the Potions Master.  
Something bulged and writhed under the skin of his arm, crawling rapidly up to his shoulder, 
leaving behind a sickly red trail of blistering blood.  The excruciating pain of it drove him 
instantly to his knees with a gasp, almost making him let go of the staff he still clutched, the rune-
carved holly-wood pressed awkwardly over the wound. 
 
Hermione, wide-eyed with a soul-deep fear, flung herself up out of Ron’s arms, Severus’ overly 
long shoes flopping awkwardly on her feet as she tried to run to his side.  That whatever-it-was 
looked like it was aiming straight for his head—she wasn’t going to reach him in time—she 
didn’t know if her share of the potion could stop it, and Harry couldn’t, didn’t, daren’t turn his 
back on Voldemort to help him— 
 
—Grabbing Malfoy Senior by the hand with a flash of inspiration, since he at least was in reach, 
albeit fallen to his knees a few yards short of his son, she jabbed her wand at the pale line of 
throat, where the sickening, bloodying bulge had already reached, and flung every last bit of her 
heart, soul, and magic into the unknown words that formed in desperation on her lips.  “—
MORPHO INCANTE!!” 
 
A thin, red mist of blood exploded in the hall, as ugly black things burst out of the throats of the 
afflicted Death Eaters.  Bodies collapsed, bleeding from the torn-open patches of skin, as those 

black, multi-legged things grew exponentially quick, forming misshapen, black monsters that 
were part multi-legged spider, part skull-like carapace, and part serpent-necked head.  The 
monsters hissed and screeched, and immediately began attacking everything in sight, save for 
their stunned, staring creator. 
 
“No…it’sss not possssible…” 
 
The students—Slytherin and other Houses—quickly fell back-to-back in pairs and clusters, 
throwing every curse and jinx and hex at the tough-bodied creatures in the effort to keep them 
away.  Ron paired with Draco, joining Hermione in dispatching the one that had emerged from 
the side of Malfoy Senior’s throat, Eviscerating it in a three-pronged attack.  Harry whirled, that 
blade of his working with dazzling speed and unbelievable skill, carving up the monster that had 
come from Severus’ neck, not even bothering to go for his wand when the sword certainly 
worked better and faster against the misshapen beast than the others’ spells.  Clearly, the amulet 
Dumbledore had given Harry imparted to him an impressive level of swordsmanship that the 
young man himself had never learned. 
 
Voldemort continued to stare at the curly-haired Mudblood who had undone his efforts with his 
followers.  “…That wasss my mossst powerful ssspell!” 
 
Hermione scrabbled to her feet, sprinting across the distance separating her from her lover and 
her best friend, Ron and Draco hot at her heels.  To her immense relief, Severus managed to 
stagger back to his feet, though blood dripped down the left half of his body, seeping from the 
lingering sores, and the raw, ripped skin at the crook of his shoulder. 
 
“That’sss not posssssible!” 
 
“Of course it is, you blowhard,”  Severus rasped, bracing himself for a moment with the Staff, 
though his left arm trembled with pain, barely able to keep his blood-soaked grip on the black, 
carved shaft.  “Miss Granger—a Muggleborn witch—is far more talented and powerful than 
you’ll ever delude yourself to be!” 
 
He let her catch him around the ribs for balance as he extended the carved holly stave, and 
touched the gemstone to the blade in Harry’s hands.  She wasn’t the only one feeling the pressure 
of words building behind his lips, though this pressure seemed to almost be coming from the 
Staff.  Putting everything he had behind those words that formed, he incanted, 
 
“Finivita!” 
 
The blade blazed white-hot, blinding everyone conscious in the room, making most of them 
flinch away from that fiery-white light.  Until it quenched itself, to the hilt, in whatever passed for 
Lord Voldemort’s cold, scaly heart.  Something emerged from the gape-mouthed body, an odd 
sort of mist, as Harry jerked the sword free.  Lightning from the windows of the entrance hall 
illuminate the mist; Harry whirled—Severus and Hermione reflexively ducked back, though it 
wasn’t necessary, his borrowed skill was too precise—and cleaved that pallid neck from its dark-
robed shoulders.  Cleaving the Voldemort-shaped wraith-mist in twain as he did so.  The sword 
flared one last time, a bright-shining glory, and the mist shrieked faintly and swirled into two tiny 
pinpoints of darkness, before winking out like a very bad dream.  Thunder rumbled in the 
distance, a fanfare to the fall of the Dark Lord. 
 
Every last one of the remaining spider-skull-serpent things instantly collapsed, turning literally to 
a pile of ash.  With their master dead—one prayed—so was the magic that had crafted and 
animated them, altered though they were from the original, lethal design.  Only then did any of 
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them notice the cavalry that had arrived at some point during the struggle with the monsters—
Aurors and Phoenix-members and Professors of This and That, clutching their wands and staring 
wide-eyed at the decapitated, utterly lifeless body of the most feared madman of three 
generations. 
 
Harry lowered his sword, breathing hard.  It was over.  They all hoped.  Behind the young man, 
Severus collapsed, dragging Hermione with him to the floor, weakened from bloodloss.  
Scrambling through her clothes—his clothes—she fumbled out the vial, popped the cork, and 
poured half the contents down his throat.  He choked, coughed…and started healing visibly, 
despite the copious amount of blood that had seeped in a slick torrent down his arm and torso, 
soaking his trousers into a sticky, dark mess. 
 
{Thank god you perfected this batch!}  she breathed, barely able to keep herself from covering 
his face with kisses.  Her relief couldn’t quite make her forget how many watchful, wondering 
eyes were around them, though.  However much she longed to kiss him senseless. 
 
[Yes.  Quite.]  He smiled faintly as she risked the tiniest squeeze; he was healing, yes, but the 
wounds were still painful.  […Consider your sub-thoughts returned a thousandfold, beloved.  If 
we had enough privacy for them, that was.] 
 
“Granger!  Granger—please, my father!” 
 
Hermione looked over at Draco, who was now kneeling in a position very similar to her own, 
though it was his father he cradled, not his godfather.  She looked back at Severus, remembering 
a moment up in the Headmaster’s office from not long ago.  {You wanted to kill him.} 
 
Severus peered down the length of his bloodied body.  [I did…but he’ll pay for his crimes at the 
hands of the Ministry soon enough.  I just want an end to the whole madness.  Anger, grudges, 
thoughts of revenge…all of it, ended.] 
 
{…Consider yourself kissed on the top of the head,}  she told him, releasing his shoulders so he 
could lie back on the floor and rest, waiting for the rest of the healing draught to finish its work.  
Crossing to Draco’s side, she knelt and poured the remains of the vial into his unconscious 
father’s throat, massaging the undamaged side to encourage his body to swallow. 
 
“…Thanks.” 
 
“Consider it payment for following your godfather’s advice.”  Pocketing the empty phial, she 
flicked out her wand and pointed it at him.  The younger Malfoy stiffened warily.  She gave him 
an impatient look.  “Relax, Draco.  I’m just giving you your other reward.  For following my 
advice, too.  Finite Eunuxis.” 
 
Green light washed over his body, ruffling his platinum locks before fading to pale blue and 
vanishing.  He sucked in a sharp breath, hand twitching as if intending to cup his groin.  
Thankfully—for her stomach’s sake—he refrained.  Instead, he fixed her with wide, wondering 
grey eyes  “You…but I thought he was the one who had to…?” 
 
“I was never under his control.  We’ve been partners all along,”  she murmured dryly, enjoying 
his shocked confusion.  Then levelled her wand at his face again in visible warning.  “…And if 
you ever touch me like that again, or mention in any way, shape or form all the things that I’ve 
done, I will make you wish you were still castrated.  I trust I make myself clear?” 
 

He glanced down at the bloodied but healing throat of his father, swallowed visibly at the thought 
of a witch who could alter so drastically one of the Dark Lord’s own spells—and not just the one 
segment of that spell that had affected his father alone, but every single Death Eater in the room, 
and possibly even those beyond it—and nodded his compliance.  “Perfectly.” 
 
“…Good.”  Pushing to her feet, Hermione looked around, and spotted a familiar, wooden-legged, 
blue-eyed figure.  “—Mad-Eye, a word with you!” 
 
His magical eye spun in her direction, he finished whatever he was saying to Dumbledore, and 
stumped in her direction.  Halting in front of her as she met him halfway—his eye whirled off to 
the right and down, probably to look at Severus’ recumbent form—he grunted,  “Yeah?” 
 
She dropped her voice to a bare murmur, addressing him as privately as she could.  “I request, as 
a lady to a gentleman, the same service you performed as before.” 
 
His scarred lip curled up in disgust, his eye whirling in a dizzying, spiraling circle.  “Gods and 
bollox, girl!  There’s well over fifty of ‘em scattered throughout the castle!” 
 
“And I trust you to be a gentleman and a thorough-minded Auror, and make sure all the pertinent 
bits are left out of the record.” 
 
He grunted, his eye whirling back to stare at the resting Potions Master.  “More like impertinent 
bits, if you ask me…” 
 
“Alastor,”  she warned him, lightly but pointedly.  Reminding him that she spoke, not as a 
student, but as a potentially wrathful woman, if he didn’t comply like a good little gentleman. 
 
“—Alright.  But you’ll owe me, girl.  Though I might collect from Albus by having my own 
memories blissfully modified, afterwards.  …Well?  Don’t just stand there!  Get yourself out of 
those clothes before anyone notices what you’re not wearing!” 
 
She blushed, and gave him a firm look.  She hoped he didn’t mean her current lack of a bra.  
“That had better be an inadverent pun.  Or I’ll have to modify your memories myself, the hard 
way.  Not to mention your eyesight!” 
 
A bright flush seamed his face with the suddenly paler marks of his scars.  Muttering under his 
breath, eye whizzing away in its socket, he stumped off again.  Leaving her to face Ron, who 
moved up beside her. 
 
“What was that all about?” 
 
“Some loose ends that needed tidying.  Nothing you need worry yourself about.” 
 
“Hermione…now that Voldemort’s dead…well, I hope he’s dead,”  her best friend added, 
running his hand distractedly through his hair.  “We won’t know until Dumbledore says so, for 
sure—but, assuming he’s finally dead-dead…” 
 
She didn’t have to be able to read his mind to know what he was thinking.  “Ron, if you hadn’t 
noticed, our friendship didn’t change one jot, after we broke up.  Neither of us pined after the 
other, if you’ll be honest with yourself.  That tells me right there that we’re only meant to be best 
friends, and that we’re happiest as best friends.  Besides, you’re dating Luna, now.” 
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He blushed, the pink of his cheeks contrasting with his freckles.  “Yeah, well…that’s actually 
what I wanted to tell you.  I, um…kinda like dating her better.  I mean, she’s a little dotty, but it’s 
kinda like being around Dumbledore in his more benign moments, you know?  And she’s not 
constantly going on about homework this and studying that.  And she’s a big fan of the Chudley 
Cannons, too.  And—” 
 
“—And I’m convinced that you like her more as a girlfriend than me,”  Hermione told him, 
cutting off his praise with a touch of her fingertips to his mouth.  “Which is fine with me, because 
the more I came to know her in Runes-class, the more I liked her, too.  I’m content to be your 
best-friend, right along with Harry.  Trust me, that’ll never change.” 
 
He nodded as she removed her hand.  “Good.  Good.  ‘Cause I can’t imagine not being friends 
with you forever.” 
 
Grinning, Hermione hugged him.  He hugged her back, then they parted, both looking 
instinctively toward Harry.  Who was in a tense-postured consultation with Dumbledore, who had 
crouched over the decapitated body on the entrance hall floor.  Breaking away from Ron, 
Hermione crossed to Severus, who had curled himself off the floor and was now trying to stand 
again.  It wasn’t easy, given that the flagstones of the hallway were slick with slowly drying 
blood, his and others’.  Helping him up, Hermione discreetly flicked her wand at his groin as she 
did so. 
 
“Virilis mundic.”  And, because her body was bloodstained, too, by contamination,  “Muliebris 
mundic.” 
 
[Thanks, love.] 
 
{No problem.  Have your jacket, and some of your dignity, back,}  she added, pulling back so that 
only their hands touched for a moment.  “Sartorlagen.” 
 
The frock-coat straining over her breasts and rumpling at her shoulders and too-short wrists 
vanished, reappearing on his thin frame.  That left her in one of his white, long-sleeved shirts and 
a pair of black, Transfigured pants, but it was less confusing than keeping that too-obviously-
Snape-ish outer garment.  Save that she was also wearing his shoes, which made walking a little 
awkward. 
 
Severus smiled slightly, and aimed his wand at her feet.  [If I’ve told you once, I’ve told you a 
thousand times, Miss Granger—]  “—Pedis comfis!” 
 
{Thanks, love,}  she offered, stepping back to put some visual formality between them, releasing 
the touch of their hands. 
 
He nodded discreetly in return.  [Just return them to me in one piece.  And unTransfigure the 
pants.] 
 
{Only when you return my panties.  And unTransfigure my bra.} 
 
[Ah.  Well.  Goodbye, wardrobe, I guess.] 
 
She choked on a laugh, struggling to hide her amusement from everyone else, since no one else 
had even heard the joke, let alone would get it.  Around them, the Aurors were busy with the 
capture of the various, blood-dazed Death Eaters, and the Order members with the tidying of the 
hall. 

 
“—If I may have everyone’s attention?”  Dumbledore’s voice called out to the bodies milling 
around the entry hall as he rose from his crouched examination.  His voice echoed in the distance, 
apparently projected to all corners of the castle.  “It is my greatest pleasure to announce the most 
solemn and joyous news that Lord Voldemort, plague of the wizarding world for decades…is 
officially, permanently, and quite thoroughly dead!  There will be a formal feast and celebration 
tomorrow night, with as full a disclosure to the school of the events that have happened up to this 
miraculous point as will be tasteful to relate, followed by a ball, all sorts of fireworks, merriment, 
and gentle mayhem as best fits this news. 
 
“But…in the meantime, all students are requested to return immediately to their Houses so that 
heads may be counted, injuries tended, and the younger and more tender-souled members of our 
fine institution can avoid seeing the rather unpleasant sights that would otherwise confront them 
in the entrance hall, which would be on their way to the Great Hall, should they attempt to reach 
the normal location of their supper.  An impromptu feast and celebration will naturally be served 
in your House common rooms until the wee hours of the night, as soon as the house-elves can 
whip up a tasty nosh—crisps and chocolate frogs for all!” 
 
Cheering, ragged and echoing from odd parts of the castle, met that news. 
 
[Shite.  There goes any thought of celebrating in your arms, tonight.  Or tomorrow night, for that 
matter.] 
 
{Sorry, love.  I’ve got my Head Girl duties to attend to, too.  But…Sunday morning, we might be 
able to sneak in a celebratory snog; everyone will still be recovering from two nights of partying, 
and disinclined to rise that early.  Or maybe Sunday evening; I have the bad feeling I’m going to 
be missing out on a lot of homework, tonight and tomorrow.} 
 
[Quick-thinking as always.  Consider yourself kissed on the forehead,]  he quipped in return, 
straightening the cuffs of his frock-coat.  [And thank you for rescuing my wand.] 
 
{They’re such a perfectly matched pair; how could I not?}  she pointed out.  Off to one side, Mrs. 
Weasley was exclaiming over her son, half-lecturing and half-praising him as she kissed his 
blushing cheeks, while his father was shaking his hand and clapping him on the back, over and 
over.  {Finally, Ron’s done something his horde of older brothers haven’t done!  Thank god Mrs. 
Weasley hasn’t gone into hysterics, over her baby boy placing himself in such danger.} 
 
[Yet.  I know Molly; let’s try to escape before she does.] 
 
“—And here they are, the other heroes of the hour!  Professor Snape, Miss Granger, Mr. 
Weasley, and Mr. Malfoy!  Without whom Mr. Potter, here, could not have succeeded!”  
Dumbledore called out, one hand on Harry’s shoulder.  Startling everyone, with that last addition.  
“I always hoped you’d live up to your true potential, Mr. Malfoy,”  he praised as the blond 
Slytherin joined them warily, eyes wide and flicking from face to face as Ron came up beside 
him, trying to gauge if this was a jest.  “And tonight, I find my faith in you blissfully justified. 
 
“If you hadn’t thought for yourself and made up your mind to go your own way in the face of 
everything everyone else was telling you to do, your father wouldn’t have stood up to Lord 
Voldemort to protect you; he wouldn’t have broken his Master’s wand and halved his power, and 
a thoroughly good ending wouldn’t have come to a regrettably very bad man.  Poor-mannered as 
it may be for me to speak ill of the dead,”  Dumbledore added in an almost dotty aside. 
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Draco blinked, met Hermione’s gaze, then his godfather’s and cleared his throat roughly.  “I, 
uh…was given some good advice, that’s all.  Words that finally penetrated my thick skull.” 
 
“You can say that last bit, again.,”  Harry muttered.  Hermione shifted her weight, leaning past 
Severus so she could smack her friend in the ribs with the back of her hand.  He grunted and 
rubbed at the spot, and apologized with a grimace.  “…Sorry, Malfoy.  Old habits die hard.  You, 
er…you did good.  Really good.  I mean it.  Thanks.” 
 
He held out his hand.  Malfoy eyed it warily for a moment, then glanced back at his father, who 
was healthy and awake again, if bloodstained, but who was being firmly shackled with anti-magic 
chains.  His mouth tightened for a moment, then he faced his longtime nemesis, and gripped—
briefly—that outstretched hand.  “…I’m still going to whip your arse in tomorrow’s rematch, 
Potter.” 
 
“My dear boys, the preparations for the big celebration tomorrow have forced me to decree that 
the rematch between your Houses be put off for another month!”  Dumbledore asserted firmly, 
peering over his spectacles at both young men.  “I’m afraid the resumption of your House 
rivalries will simply have to suffer a setback in the interim.  Come along, then!  If you’re not 
injured, it’s off to your Houses with the lot of you—are any of you injured?” 
 
Harry shook his head, and Ron shrugged.  “Hermione…uh…well, what injuries we had have 
been completely healed, by now.  My eyes, Hermione’s arm…  That’s a super-smashing potion, 
Professor,”  he added in an aside, glancing across Hermione’s head at Severus.  “How come 
Madame Pomfrey never uses it?” 
 
“Because it’s an experimental potion.  Do let me know if your freckles start swirling around, Mr. 
Weasley; I’m not sure if I got all the steps in the procedure just right,”  Severus found himself 
quipping dead-pan.  While Hermione bit her lip, Ron gave him a terrified look, and Harry, Draco, 
and Albus disconcerted ones.  Severus flashed the boy a grin—and laughed aloud as the youngest 
male Weasley gaped outright at him.  Bowing to the half-bewildered group, he walked off, 
gesturing for Draco to join him at his side.  “Come along, Mr. Malfoy.  You heard the 
Headmaster.”  […My god, did you see their faces when I laughed?  That was almost better than 
defeating Lord Vomitous!] 
 
{I saw, my love.  I’m practically splitting my lip, here, biting it in trying not to laugh.  See you 
tomorrow, at some point.} 
 
“…Was he joking?  Please tell me he was joking!”  Ron pleaded, looking at the others. 
 
Hermione gave up trying to control her giggles and snickered openly, sagging companionably 
against Harry as he put an arm around her shoulders. 
 
XCI. 
 
The aftermath of such a major event was never simple; three of the students had died at the hands 
of the Death Eaters rampaging through the school, over two score had been seriously injured, and 
many more had been hexed and scratched and harmed, if less direly.  The impromptu parties in 
the Houses were going to be somewhat subdued affairs, because of it.  Severus wasn’t even 
granted enough time to return to his quarters to throw a shirt on underneath the finespun but still 
itchy wool of his frock-coat, and wound up Transfiguring a cotton lining for the coat, and a 
warming-spell for his skin. 
 

One of his first duties was to remind the Aurors that some sort of anti-Potter weapon-thing had 
been Portkeyed into the Shrieking Shack…and describe how to get into the Shack, via the tunnel 
hidden under the Whomping Willow, and the knot to poke with a long stick to still the tree’s 
attacks, so they could neutralize and dispose of that nasty little threat.  He hadn’t stood at the 
boy’s back just to have someone snatch the weapon and hurl it at the boy while everyone’s guard 
was relaxed—and he was gratified to hear later that they’d caught Pettigrew trying to sneak out of 
the school via that very same tunnel, heavily injured but limping along on one bloodied paw and 
one silver one in his Animagus form.  Hermione managed to make enough time for herself to 
change clothes, stashing Severus’ things in her trunk and donning a bra, but that was about all, 
herself; two of those dead students were from Gryffindor, the other from Hufflepuff.  She was in 
great demand as the Head Girl for explaining a highly edited version of what had really 
happened, and soothing shattered nerves. 
 
All the prefects were ordered to round up the students and assist in counting noses and 
cataloguing scrapes.  The worst cases were Floo’d quickly off to St. Mungo’s, the rest assigned a 
place in the line at the Infirmary door.  Seeing so many injured, Hermione—who had slightly 
more leeway in her duties than Severus, whose job was currently to lead the Auror sweeper-
patrols through the dungeon levels to make sure they’d gotten all the bloodied, beaten Death 
Eaters—ducked down into his quarters, filched a handful of the super-healing draughts, and 
dosed the worst of the students still waiting for Madame Pomfrey’s harried care.  It didn’t cure 
the strictly magical things like the bat-bogey hex, but it did cure every single physical injury, 
speeding up the school nurse’s ministrations considerably. 
 
Severus, once he was through showing the Aurors every last nook and cranny he’d learnt of the 
lower levels in the past sixteen years—some of the Death Eaters had managed to escape, though 
every last one of them had been bloodied and attacked by those Dark Mark creatures—gave a 
brief report on the evening’s activities to Albus,  consulting with him before retreating to his 
House.  He still carried the Staff of Slytherin with him as he retreated from the halls.  Not because 
he was reluctant to give it up, though; it was simply decided by mutal agreement between the two 
men that the students of his House would respond more to what Severus had to tell them with the 
visible proof of his authority as Head of Slytherin in hand at the time, than without it. 
 
When he murmured the password and descended the broad steps of the Slytherin common room, 
he decided that this had to be the most subdued House celebration of all the four.  There were far 
more dazed, uncertain, pensive looks than happy ones among the girls and boys gathered in the 
greenish light of the lamps.  At least the number of dazed ones outnumbered the unhappy and the 
angry ones.  But at the appearance of their Head of House, even the most dispirited looking 
Slytherin turned to face him, some even disappearing down the various side-corridors, 
summoning the rest of the students with a shout. 
 
He stopped a couple steps from the bottom and counted noses, waiting for all of them to arrive.  
A trickle of students descended the steps behind him, giving him and the staff in his hand curious 
looks as they joined the others.  A quick, telepathic consultation with Hermione let him know that 
this was, indeed, the last of the students not packed off to St. Mungo’s, since she’d been in charge 
of overseeing that aspect for a while.  When everyone else was now gathered before him, he 
decided to attack their numbed, confused minds with that point right at the start. 
 
“As you may have noticed, Voldemort’s—“  the whole House flinched at the name,  “—Death 
Eaters did not hesitate to attack any number of the students of Slytherin House itself…even 
though it has admittedly been their most fertile recruiting ground for many years, now.  It is only 
by your carefully learned skill and a fortuitous dose of luck that a single Slytherin student was not 
killed, this night…though there are seven of you currently sequestered at St. Mungo’s for very 
serious, and potentially life-threatening, injuries.  Mostly, from what I gather, because they were 
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brave enough to say no to joining the Death Eaters’ mayhem.  This act of brutality against his 
own future, potential recruits is absolute proof that Voldemort—yes, I said Voldemort; stop 
bloody flinching, it’s just a name—never once cared for the welfare and well-being of any of his 
followers. 
 
“Yes, he was charming in his own way,”  Severus drawled as the young men and women before 
him blinked, digesting his words.  “He could spin double-talk faster than a pair of twins under the 
effects of a Babbling Beverage.  And his logic, though utterly fallacious in the end, did indeed 
sound seductive to many of those he bestowed it upon.  Myself included, once upon a young and 
naive time.” 
 
“What do you mean, ‘fallacious’, sir?”  The question came from the frowning face of Blaise 
Zabini.  The seventh-year was standing near Draco, who was not standing near his usual pair of 
cronies, Crabbe and Goyle.  Or rather, it looked like Rufus Crabbe and Herman Goyle were 
carefully not standing near him. 
 
“Who has been acknowledged in this House as the greatest wizard of all, for the past few 
decades, Mr. Zabini?”  Severus asked him.  Forcing the boy to think his way through the 
problem, along with the rest of the puzzled crowd. 
 
“…Well, the Dark Lord, of course!” 
 
“And what line of bullshite did Voldemort espouse?”  Severus asked next.  He waited a few 
seconds as Zabini frowned, not getting what he meant.  The Potions Master sighed, answering his 
own question.  “He touted the so-called ‘purity of blood’.  That only purebloods should be 
allowed to rule the wizarding world.  And, indeed, the Muggle world.  How many of you knew 
that Voldemort himself was not a pureblood?” 
 
Very few hands raised, and even those were tentative. 
 
“Yes, well, if he allowed that little secret to get out into the general knowledge of his followers, it 
would undermine the party-line he spewed.  How could he, a half-born with a pure-Muggle 
father, rule a supposedly pureblooded world?  That was merely the first fallacious piece of shite 
he hid from those he sought to drag under his control.  It was not the last falsehood, I assure you.”  
Severus studied his students, letting his words sink in for a few moments.  “The next thing you 
must consider is, if Voldemort was truly the greatest wizard of the past century, if not of all 
time—as he constantly liked to claim—how was it possible for Miss Granger to not only alter one 
of his most powerful, devious, and lethal spells for one of his Death Eaters…but alter the 
revenge-spell implanted in all of his followers, wherever they happened to be? 
 
“How could it be possible, unless she, a Muggle-born with no pure wizarding blood whatsoever 
anywhere in her lineage…was, in fact, more powerful than he?  The predication of Voldemort’s 
false line of reasoning was based on the supposed strength of pure-blooded wizards and witches.  
Yet, how could that blood be stronger, if he himself, a half-blood, was stronger?  There is no 
denying how much more powerful he was than almost anyone else.  With his Muggle heritage.  
And tonight, it is also impossible to deny how much more powerful yet Miss Granger is, 
completely Muggle-blooded though she may be. 
 
“In truth, the disconcerting reason why both of them have been stronger than purebloods…is 
because we are, one and all, a detrimentally inbred lot.  Even the Muggles themselves know that 
if you keep breeding solely within the same narrow, constricted confines of a limited number of 
families, genetic flaws and weaknesses will become severely emphasized over time.” 
 

“So, what would you have us do?  Marry Muggles?”  Draco asked sarcastically. 
 
“—Certainly not; that would be disgusting!”  Severus retorted with a carefully built scowl.  He’d 
discussed this possibility with Albus.  He’d told the Headmaster he couldn’t take away everything 
that made a Slytherin feel he or she was superior, because then the students in his House wouldn’t 
want to believe anything he said.  “The point is to strengthen the bloodlines, not weaken them 
entirely!  Magical superiority can still be achieved, if you expand your selection of partners to all 
wizards and witches.  Potter, after all,”  he half-sneered the name,  “successfully fought against 
Voldemort for the last seven years, and successfully survived several attempts by Voldemort 
against his life. 
 
“His mother was a witch, after all, for all that she was born entirely to Muggles.  His father was 
as pure-blooded as I myself am.  Together, the combination of refined lineage and fresh new 
blood crafted a child capable of thwarting the ambitions of the mightiest wizard of the last 
century.  As a child.  Had Voldemort put off the culmination of his final attack on the boy in a 
few more years, rather than tonight, it is disconcertingly possible to consider the fact that Mr. 
Potter could actually have proven himself to be even greater than Voldemort, rather than merely 
his equal…and I point out to you that Mr. Longbottom, a wizard even more pure-blooded than 
myself, was until recent years considered a few sparks short of being declared a total Squib. 
 
“If you would strengthen your bloodlines,”  Severus continued,  “then marry whoever you will of 
the wizarding world.  Try not to marry anyone you’re related to by at least four or five 
generations, for that matter, to keep from inbreeding yourselves into imbecility.  But don’t foul 
yourselves by marrying a magicless Muggle.  The chance of their genetics having power to 
contribute to your offspring is exceedingly low.  It would be worse than marrying a wandless 
Squib, who at least carries a much greater potential for magical offspring in their blood, even if 
they have none themselves.” 
 
“—Why should we believe you?”  another voice called out.  To Severus’ surprise, it was an 
actually intelligent grunt issued by Goyle Junior.  “He-Who-Mustn’t-Be-Named was only sayin’ 
what our House founder was sayin’ all along!” 
 
He was ready for that demand, though he hadn’t expected the brutish Herman Goyle to asked it.  
“I am pleased to see you thinking at last, Mr. Goyle.  While you’re doing so, consider this little 
tidbit:  which of the two of us, Voldemort or myself, now holds the long-lost, fabled Staff of 
Slytherin?  A staff that was fetched by my own hand from the Sorting Hat, in which Salazar 
himself secreted his most powerful artifact?  The same Sorting Hat that Voldemort himself 
groped fruitlessly through mere moments before?  Obviously, Salazar wished the staff to come to 
me, not to a madman…and even the most powerful wizard can make a mistake in his line of 
thinking.  Including our House founder. 
 
“I certainly did, when I gullibly fell for the bullshite being espoused by the Death Eaters back in 
my youth, and I am a powerful enough wizard to have slain all of the life-sustaining spells bound 
into the Dark Lord’s existence, permitting the Potter boy to fulfil his destiny.  Voldemort 
certainly made mistakes—he made several errors in his line of thinking as he rose to power.  
Including the mistaken belief that he could use and misuse his followers, and get away with it 
forever.  Why should Salazar Slytherin himself be considered infallible?” 
 
“How long have you been betraying the Dread Lord behind his back?”  someone else demanded, 
a younger, female student. 
 
“You mean, how long ago did Voldemort betray me, Miss Hopkins.  I followed him blindly, as 
close to him as any, as fervently a deluded believer as any…until the day he raped and murdered 
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my own mother right there in front of me.  A pureblooded witch of sixteen wizarding generations, 
whose only flaw was to turn him and his ambitions down out of disinterest in his lies.”  It was 
getting easier to relate that piece of his sordid history.  It certainly made virtually ever student in 
the room flinch, too, save for maybe Draco.  “Yet another proof of how little the madman cared 
for his followers.  I didn’t break faith with him, Miss Gambino.  He broke faith with me.  And in 
the end, he betrayed all of his followers, trying to kill every last Death Eater present in this school 
out of a madman’s fit of pique, and abandoning the rest of them to the fury of the Aurors.” 
 
“You protected Harry Potter!”  someone else accused.  “I saw you!  We all thought you hated 
him!” 
 
“Not nearly as much as I hated Voldemort.  And Potter, for all he is an arrogant little prat that 
I’ve wanted to poison at least five times a term, has never tried to betray his friends and allies.  I 
was safer at his back than I’d ever been at Voldemort’s. 
 
“Perhaps some of you are still interested in following the ravings of a proven lunatic.  For myself, 
I am not so inclined to be that idiotic.  Now, you can either celebrate the end of Voldemort’s 
reign of insanity, or commiserate with each other over the loss of parents or relatives in the 
captures and deaths of so many Death Eaters.  But don’t whinge about the loss of a madman.  The 
world is a better place, because of his death, and there’ll be far more opportunities about, now 
that he’s not trying to muck things up for everyone else.  I’ll have a list for you soon of how many 
of his followers were taken, how many injured or killed, and how many might still be at large.  
Mr. Malfoy, you’re in charge of whatever passes for ‘festivities’ in this House, tonight…and two 
hundred points to Slytherin, for having the good sense to finally think for yourself, and make up 
your own mind, as based on the facts around you.” 
 
A nod of his head to the room, and he turned and mounted the stairs, back stiff and shoulders 
straight to hide the exhaustion that was finally catching up with him.  Though his body thankfully 
didn’t hurt anymore, the rest of him did, from heart to soul and back.  A short walk through the 
dungeon corridors brought him to the carved stone mural of a battlefield overlooked by the 
Hogwarts Four. 
 
He studied the carving of Salazar Slytherin, and the very familiar image of the staff in the long-
dead wizard’s hand, the twin to the one in his own.  He had no idea if the original Slytherin would 
approve of the patchwork logic he had slapped like bandages over the gaping holes left by the 
Basilisk Snogger’s fallacies, or of his claim that even the infamous Salazar was capable of being 
as frail and fallible as anyone else, but the Staff had come to him.  To Severus Snape, and not to a 
fellow Slytherin who had actually been descended from the founder of their House. 
 
“Requiem,”  he murmured, the password that opened the stairwell down to the Chamber of 
Reflection.  The emerald affixed to the top of the Staff glowed faintly as he made the familiar, 
dark descent, illuminating the stone walls with faint reflections of green.  Reaching the bottom, he 
groped in his pocket for the key…and the door opened, revealing a familiar, welcoming figure:  
Hermione. 
 
Blinking, surprised, he let her draw him through the doorway by an elbow.  He recovered his 
scattered wits by the time it clanged shut, but didn’t protest when she removed the Staff from his 
grip and leaned it against the nearest bookcase.  If she couldn’t be trusted with the thing, no one 
could.  She was certainly to be trusted with the secrets of his sanctuary.  Her presence, though, 
puzzled him.  “What are you doing down here?” 
 
“I didn’t want to wait until Sunday.  The party in Gryffindor will go on for hours and hours; I 
won’t be missed if I’m gone for a little while, and I wanted to spend at least one of those hours 

with you.”  Her brown eyes, as warm as a rich, melted milk chocolate, mesmerized him.  Her 
voice wobbled a little as she added, eyes turning liquid-bright with tears.  “…I was so afraid for 
you!” 
 
Severus snatched her against himself with limbs that trembled, as his own self-control dissolved, 
no longer necessary now that the crisis and the war were finished.  [As I was, for you!  God and 
Merlin, ‘Mione, I’ve never been so soul-deep scared, before.  I couldn’t even let myself think for 
much of it, for fear of what might happen to you if Voldemort learned what we were really up 
to—] 
 
His whole body trembled as he crushed her willingly to his chest, buried his face in her sweet-
scented curls as she clung just as fiercely to him, half-stifled sobs choking out of her.  The rush of 
adrenaline that raced through his body as he held her was triggered by the vestiges of that fear, 
but like the thing that had crawled up his arm, it morphed into something larger and fiercer and 
stronger.  The force of his emotions broke free of the chains he had bound them under, surging 
into her with a gasp.  Severus gripped her clothes, yanking and tugging and ripping them from her 
body, even as she did the same to his own, sharing one desperate thought: 
 
[{God, I need you!]} 
 
Lips clinging in a kiss, they roughly shed the last of their garments and dropped to the carpeted 
floor where they had stood, uncaring of any articles caught underneath them.  There were no 
preliminaries; she parted and lifted her thighs, he slotted his naked hips between them, and thrust 
home into her tight, wet, hot depths with unerring accuracy.  It was hot, it was fast, it was hard, 
and it was furiously, perversely tender, for it wasn’t mere, base fucking. 
 
Indeed, something beyond mindless need and pleasure built between them.  Golden light sizzled 
around them, forcing their eyes open as vaguely familiar shivers started rattling down their 
spines.  For one moment, they paused in their copulating, stopping and staring at each other as the 
sparkling balls of light slowed a little with the lack of activity.  In the next moment, minds 
mutually made up down at the wishing-level, they resumed their activities, deliberately pouring 
power into each other, raising it back-and-forth with each rapid, lustful, shuddering thrust. 
 
Their mouths parted with the need to pant, their eyes met and locked—and the ouroboros broke 
with paired, blissful gasps.  The whirling lights spun and counterspun, draining into their ecstasy-
riddled bodies.  Groaning, Severus recaptured his beloved’s lips, pumping his life, his seed into 
her body.  Moaning, Hermione clutched her lover as closely to her as she could, spasming in 
pleasure around his thrusting shaft. 
 
The aftershocks continued for a long time, rippling from one body to the other and back.  Long 
enough for Hermione to distractedly, impatiently pull his shoe out from under the small of his 
back, the lumpiest miscellaneous bit of clothing trapped under her body, and the most annoying at 
the moment.  Long enough for Severus to bite and kiss at her lips, her jaw, her neck, making her 
gasp and arch her head back, baring her throat for more of his hungry touch.  Long enough for 
their energy—magicless, this time—to come back for a less vigorous but no less intense second 
bout. 
 
And a third, even gentler, loving coupling, right there on the floor of his sitting room, in front of 
that heavy, iron-bound door… 
 
XCII. 
 
[Shite.  I’m getting a hard-on again.] 
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Hermione choked on her pumpkin juice.  She grabbed for her napkin, coughing into it as she 
wiped her mouth, earning her odd looks from the other Gryffindors at the breakfast table.  {Good 
god!  How many times is that, this morning?} 
 
[Three, so far.  You’ve bloody created a monster, you sniggering woman.  Or rather, recreated 
one.  I’m going to have to start wearing tight pants and loose robes, all over again.] 
 
That didn’t exactly help her composure, though she managed to confine it to a convincing second 
round of coughing.  Ron thumped her on the back with his restored hand.  “What’d you do, 
‘Mione, swallow it down the wrong pipe?” 
 
“—Something like that,”  she croaked, clearing her throat roughly.  {Perhaps some duct-tape 
might help?} 
 
[What the bloody hell is duct-tape?]  her lover shot back, sending a sub-thoughted frown of 
puzzlement.  She sent back an image of the silvery, broad, cloth-like sticky-tape, and received a 
disgrunted,  [—Er, no, thank you.  Like most Muggle artifacts, it’s probably not as healthy as a 
frigeo spell applied to my boxers.] 
 
She choked a third time.  {Merlin’s arse!  Would you stop making me laugh?  I can’t eat my 
breakfast!} 
 
[Sorry.] 
 
{Your sub-thoughts aren’t the least bit penitent, Severus Sebastian Snape!}  she scolded him, 
carefully clearing her throat with a sip of her juice, though drinking it wasn’t going to do anything 
for the flushed colour of her face. 
 
[Damned Veritamoria.]  There wasn’t any heat in the thought, anymore.  Plenty of amusement, 
though. 
 
The doors to the Great Hall opened, admitting the Potions Master—a little late, thanks to the 
necessity of some in-shower self-ministrations—to breakfast. 
 
Silence, stunned, shocked silence, rippled across the room.  Forks tinkled to plates and tabletops.  
Six or seven goblets clattered and crashed and splashed, depending on whether their owners 
dropped them on the table or the floor, and how full they were at the time.  Eyes widened and 
mouths gaped, as Severus Snape strolled up along one side of the Hall.  It wasn’t the smile 
curving his mouth, though that was probably a decent chunk of what was flummoxing the entire, 
seated student body, plus the the equally gawking staff assembled at the head table ahead of him.  
No, the main cause was the visibly unwrinkled, distinctly youthful lines of his face. 
 
Even Dumbledore stared at him in befuddled incomprehension, goblet frozen halfway to his 
bearded face.  Only those watery blue eyes moved, following Severus’ progress over the tops of 
those half-moon spectacles.  Mounting the steps to the dais bearing the head table, Severus 
enjoyed the way their heads craned as one, almost as if pulled on synchronized strings enspelled 
to follow his approach. 
 
“Ladies, gentlemen…good morning to you all,”  he murmured to his colleagues, letting his smile 
lurk around his mouth with an uncharacteristic display of good humor as he took his seat between 
a dumbstruck Ermengarde and a speechless Finnegan.  It was either smile, or burst out laughing.  
He didn’t want to risk any heart-attacks if he gave in to the latter, though.  He seated himself, 

smoothing the lines of his frock-coat, then turned almost as if struck by a sudden thought, and 
said to the diminutive Charms Master next to him, quite deliberately,  “Oh, and before you ask, I 
have already checked:  I am now physically twenty-eight.” 
 
His voice, quiet though it was, carried in the stunned silence of the Hall at least as far as 
Hermione, who was seated near the middle of the Gryffindor table.  Only by dint of jamming her 
fingernails into her palm and biting her tongue did she avoid bursting out into highly 
inappropriate laughter.  As it was, she caught Harry staring at her undoubtedly beet-red face.  The 
puzzled look in those green eyes was thankfully as effective as a frigeo spell applied to her own 
undergarments, at least; instantly her humor vanished, giving her control of her reactions once 
more.  She sipped again from her goblet as the warmth in her cheeks faded, and almost like it was 
a signal, everyone else started eating and talking, and repairing or cleansing their tableware, as 
appropriate.  Save that the morning’s usual conversations—and even the unusual conversations of 
last night’s final showdown with the Dark Lord—were now cast aside in favor hissings and 
whisperings and mutterings about the bizarre change in the dreaded Potion Master’s appearance. 
 
Finnegan’s mouth was still moving, flapping weakly, though no sound was yet coming out.  
Ermengarde was eyeing him as if he’d grabbed her favorite knitting needles and used them to 
sprout an apple tree or something.  Hyacinth, parked on Ermengarde’s other side, slammed her 
coffee mug down on the table.  Her voice, never the quietest under normal circumstances, 
boomed out over the hall. 
 
“Dammit, man!  If you don’t tell us how you did it, I’m going to ruddy kill you!” 
 
Her harsh demand quieted the hall once again.  Severus, swallowing from his own cup, turned 
and gave her a mild but pointed look, lying calmly through his teeth.  “And I tell you, yet again, 
Madame, I still have no bloody idea how it happened.  I assure you, this current occurrence was 
entirely…spontaneous.” 
 
{—Bastard!}  the Head Girl exclaimed, nearly choking on a mouthful of scrambled eggs, face 
going right back to beet-red in colour. 
 
Severus permitted himself the tiniest of smiles, making sure to keep it chilly and sardonic on the 
outside, though inside he was hard-pressed not to let himself laugh, too.  “…At this current rate, 
if it keeps happening, I will probably end up as a first-year student at the start of the next school 
season, expected to sit behind a desk like some untutored imbecile instead of standing properly at 
my podium.  Believe me, that isn’t something I would look forward to experiencing.” 
 
“But…if it keeps happening, you have to be checked out!”  Ermengarde asserted.  To Severus’ 
surprise, she seemed to have lost almost all her interest in the de-aging process, in favor of a 
return to her bizarre, motherly interest in his well-being.  “My god, Severus!  If this keeps 
happening—by—by this time next year, you’ll be an infant!” 
 
{I am so not snogging any babies!  If I wanted to do that, I’d have a lobotomy and go into 
politics!}  Hermione warned her lover as he took another sip of his coffee.  And was vindicated 
beautifully as he spat into his mug, choking on her comment. 
 
[You ruddy little bitch!] 
 
{Serves you right.} 
 
Wiping his mouth with his napkin, Severus decided enough was enough.  Turning his head, he 
looked at the Head of Hufflepuff and the Quidditch Mistress.  Knowing that the students as well 
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as the other staffmembers were straining to hear his every word, he spoke just loudly enough for 
the two women and Finnegan behind him to hear his acerbic words.  “Has it ever occurred to any 
of you that, A) if I did know how it was done, I might not care to tell you, and B) even if I could 
tell you, the lot of you might not be able to replicate the necessary circumstances?” 
 
Ermengarde’s mouth pinched up in what might have been the start of a lip-wobble, if she hadn’t 
been in her late fifties.  Her dark hazel eyes looked like a wounded pet’s, making Severus feel 
like a complete heel as she tentatively asked,  “Wh-why wouldn’t you want to tell us, Severus?” 
 
For her sake—bizarre though her affection for him was—he tempered his reply.  “Because that’s 
what Voldemort was after.  Eternal youth, and all that rot.  If I knew how to replicate a 
regenerative spell, every remaining Death Eater, and any number of other ambitious, unworthy 
people would be after my hide.  Nevermind the ones, such as my esteemed colleagues here at this 
school, who could actually benefit from such a process without going mad with the lust for 
power.  So it’s just as well I cannot figure out how to deliberately replicate the process, isn’t it?” 
 
Hyacinth’s mouth compressed into a tight line, her yellow, hawk-like eyes narrowed thoughtfully.  
“How fortuitous.” 
 
“Quite.  Pass the stickybuns, will you, Hyacinth?  I’m in the mood for something sweet, this 
morning.  God help me if it happens again, though,”  he muttered deliberately.  “I might wind up 
young enough to try smuggling chocolate frogs into one of my classes, and that would be worse 
than a visit from Mr. Longbottom, if one of them leapt into a cauldron at an inopportune 
moment.” 
 
A strangled, snorting sound floated briefly above the hubbub of conversations down at the 
students’ tables.  {Stop sharing all these bloody jests, you…you wastard!} 
 
He buried his unrepentant grin—and the urge to laugh—in a bite of fresh-baked cinnamon-bread. 
 
XCIII. 
 
Hermione had actually forgotten about the ball scheduled to accompany the post-victory feast.  
She’d been busy dodging questions on where she’d been for two hours last night from the others 
in general, and attempted interrogations in specific from her two best friends, who thought they 
should hear all the ‘sordid details’ of her ‘secret project’ with Professor Snape, as Ron and Harry 
called what little they knew of her experiences with their Potions Master.  The two idiots, of 
course, had no idea how ‘sordid’ those details really were. 
 
Though she wouldn’t have called them sordid.  Maybe the floor-show bits—nightmarish, even, 
for certain parts—but not the vast majority of her experiences in her lover’s arms.  As odd as it 
sounded, given the most nightmarish bits, she wouldn’t have traded a single jot of it.  Especially 
not her initial capture, painful and humiliating and frightening though it had been.  When she 
thought briefly about what it would have been like to have not grown to know and love the 
greasy-haired, sour-faced, black-hearted bastard of Snogwarts…er, Hogwarts, even without the 
capturing bit that had initiated it, her chest tightened in pain at the very idea. 
 
But maudlin thoughts were not the order of the day.  Word came back from St. Mungo’s that all 
of the students rushed to the wizarding hospital as the worst-case victims of hexings and curses 
would recover completely within a week or two at most, and that caused another round of 
impromptu celebrations.  Until Lavender and Parvati grabbed Hermione by the elbows and hauled 
her up the stairs to the girls’ dorms, almost dragging her backwards in their haste to begin 

preparations for the formal celebrations, chattering like magpies about all the preparations they 
needed to do for the coming dance.  Giving in with a wry smile, Hermione joined them. 
 
They giggled and laughed in the bathing room, joined by many of the other girls in Gryffindor 
Tower, casting leg-waxing charms and manicure-spells.  Hermione endured several rounds of 
teasing about ‘Kathy’, the Slytherin girl—Severus in Polyjuiced disguise, of course, which 
would’ve horrified every last girl in the Tower if they ever learned the truth—who had joined 
them for their girls’ night nearly a month ago.  Not to mention ‘that really hot snog’, she’d shared 
with the mysterious ‘Kathy’, as Ginny grinningly put it.  Cheeks flushed, the Head Girl retaliated 
with as good as she got, teasing the youngest Weasley in return with quotations of her first-year 
poetry and most recent poetic composition to the Boy Who Was Finally Victorious, and asking 
Lavender if she really thought icky old Snape was all that ugly, as a twenty-eight year old male. 
 
The concensus that rippled around the steamy, multi-perfumed air of the tower’s bathing chamber 
as that topic took hold of the general conversation gave her mixed feelings.  On the one hand, she 
could be proud that most of the girls, all Gryffindors and therefore brave by nature—or at least 
daring each other to be—were forced to admit that their greasy-haired Potions Master actually 
looked rather more attractive than he ever had previously, thanks to the loss of another six years’ 
worth of age from his body and face, and that ‘creepy and kinda eerie, but really cute smile, this 
morning’.  A few, rare, brave souls even admitted they could almost have crushes on him just for 
his looks alone…if it weren’t for his personality, of course.  On the other hand, she felt a sting of 
jealousy every time one of the other girls sighed over the Potions Master for some reason or 
other. 
 
The hastily exchanged reassurances that they hadn’t lost their wits quite that far didn’t entirely 
mollify the sting of potential jealousy inside her heart, even as she felt conversely pleased that 
they were finally beginning to see his better qualities, as she’d tried to see them all along.  But 
just in case, Hermione resolved to not let Severus de-age himself any further.  No telling how 
cute he could be if he were a smiling twenty-one year old. 
 
But the comment that got to her the most:  the concern the other girls expressed over the old scars 
they’d seen on his shirtless back, last night.  They wondered out loud if those had been given to 
him by Voldemort, or the Death Eaters, or even his parents as a child, given how age-whitened 
they were.  There was genuine concern—if flavored with pity—among the other Gryffindor girls 
for his well-being, behind those musings.  Along with speculation about how seamlessly his body 
had healed from those horrid Dark-Mark things, and wonderings over the power and usefulness 
of that particular healing draught…and the absence of the Dark Mark from his arm, which Ginny 
and Hermione had known about through their time observing the Order back at 12 Grimmauld 
Place. 
 
Hermine hadn’t even realized that the transmogrification of the brand-scar into that killer-thing 
Voldemort had awakened, and which she had morphed even further, had permanently removed 
the Dark Mark from her lover’s arm.  It kind of embarrassed her to recall only now how smooth 
and scarless his forearm had been last night, as they’d made love behind his faded blue settee.   
She’d been ecstatically happy that he’d emerged from that threat without any lingering injury, but 
she just hadn’t noticed its absence in her rush to make love with him.  A woman should notice 
something so radically changed about her lover, Hermione decided, and she resolved to 
compliment him on its absence the next time he bared his left arm around her.  Leaving the 
showers on that note, she gathered up her things and retreated to the topmost chamber. 
 
An unusual sight greeted her, as she entered her dorm-room, hair spell-dried but in need of 
brushing and styling, bathrobe belted around her waist and toiletry bag tucked under her arm.  A 
house-elf was placing a paper-wrapped parcel on her trunk.  A familiar house-elf, clad in a neat 
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little blue skirt and pink blouse.  Turning quickly to face the door, Winky peered at her with wide, 
brown eyes, craned her bald little head to check and make sure no one else was in the dorm-room 
yet.  Blinking with assurance, Winky then beckoned with her long, skinny fingers for Hermione 
to approach. 
 
Curious, she did so, stooping when the house-elf beckoned her down for a discreet whisper. 
 
“Dobby sends me with this package to Miss Granger, with a message.  He says it’s from…from 
someone named ‘Wastard’.  He says it’s very important Miss Granger gets this package now, but 
that no one else knows who it’s from.  Winky brought it promptly, but Winky is not knowing 
herself who this ‘Wastard’ might be!  Winky is terribly worried it might be something unsafe, 
maybe from a lingering, vengeful follower of…of He Who is Finally Gone!” 
 
Hermione smiled and straightened.  “Don’t worry, Winky; ‘Wastard’ is actually a close friend of 
mine.  I know exactly who sent it, and the package should be quite safe for me to open.  Thank 
you for delivering it so promptly, and for being concerned for my welfare.” 
 
The diminutive little house-elf drew herself up as proudly as she could, lifting her chin slightly.  
“Winky is a good house-elf!  Master Dumbledore says, at the start of the new year, Winky can 
indenture herself to Hogwarts permanently, if I likes!” 
 
“Er…that’s wonderful news, Winky, really,”  Hermione managed shakily, retaining her smile 
until the house-elf snapped her spindly fingers, vanishing from the room with a sharp crack!  
Letting the smile slip away, Hermione sighed and rolled her eyes heavenward.  There were some 
days when she still wanted to revive the old Society for the Promotion of Elfish Welfare… 
 
Footsteps pounded up the stairs, accompanied by chattering voices and feminine laughter.  
Lavender and Parvati burst into the room, Ginny at their heels, a bundle hefted in her freckled 
arms and laughing right along with them.  She beamed when she saw her curly-haired friend. 
 
“Oy, ‘Mione!  Parvati thinks she’s got a dress-robe that should look better on me than the old 
ratty one I had that was leftover from the Triwizard Tournament.  But she’s not sure if it’s my 
size, and we all know you’re absolutely smashing at Transfigurations—if nothing else, do you 
think you could wiggle your wand over my old gown, and upgrade it a few sizes, so I can zip it 
up, at least?” 
 
“I’ll give it my best shot,”  Hermione promised, smiling at her freckled friend. 
 
“—Ooh, look!  Prezzie!”  Lavender squealed, spotting the bulky paper package sitting on 
Hermione’s trunk, wrapped up in string.  “Is that yours, Hermione?  Who’s it from?  Come on, 
tell!” 
 
“Well, I don’t know, yet.  It just arrived,”  Hermione retorted, a little flustered.  She hoped to 
Merlin and back that Severus hadn’t put any sort of identity-revealing note inside, though she had 
a very good idea what the contents were.  Urged on by the other three, she untied the twine 
holding the package shut, and unfolded the plain brown paper underneath. 
 
Sure enough, scarlet velvet greeted their eyes, as she tucked the wrapping paper out of the way.  
Scarlet velvet, which was the gown, and scraps of crimson silk, which were the stockings, garter-
belt, and strapless bra, a pair of matching slippers…and on top of it all, a green-tinted, silver-
embossed envelope bearing her name, Hermione Granger, on the front. 
 

Oh, no.  He didn’t.  He did.  Under the urgings of the others, she turned the envelope over, 
extracted the card—again green with silver embossings—and, blushing under the weight of their 
impatient, relentless proddings, read the cover and its contents aloud.  Vowing silently to kill the 
ruddy wastard. 
 
The cover, read simply,  “Thinking of you…” 
 
That wasted several seconds on gigglings and winkings and nudgings, and droll commentary on 
just what sort of thoughts were being thought, with a comment like that.  When she opened the 
cover and read the dark green ink inside, however, the handwriting very carefully textbook 
copperplate—probably from a spell designed to disguise his otherwise distinctive, spider-neat 
sprawl—Hermione decided that killing was simply too good for him. 
 
“Dearest, Beloved Hermione, 
 
I cannot forget what we shared, on Valentine’s Eve.  With the death of He Who Should’ve Been 
Drowned at Birth, should have come the equal death of our various House rivalries, but alas, I 
fear the prejudice that would arise at a public revelation of my love for you, which at this 
juncture would only be met with ridicule, rejection and scorn. 
 
So, as I doubt I will be able to hold you in my arms tonight as I so fervently long to do, I give you 
this gift.  It, at least, will be able to lovingly enfold your luscious body in its sensual, seductive 
embrace.  With velvet touches, with silken kisses…and with sinfully scarlet thoughts of all the 
sapphic pleasures I long with aching abandon to share with you, I remain, 
 
Your ‘Kathy’” 
 
{BASTARD!}  It almost escaped her lips.  Only Ginny’s squeal and the way she snatched it out of 
the older girl’s fingers for a second reading kept her from barking the curse out loud. 
 
She received a sexy-as-scarlet-sin drawl in reply.  […Sorry, my love, but Bastard’s not here right 
now.  I’m his evil twin, Wastard.  How may I pleasure you, tonight?] 
 
With it came a projected image of what Severus was doing at that moment.  In the shower, 
lathering his body with a sudsy, subtly fragrant unguent tipped from a potions-bottle.  Not the 
usual, plain bar of soap.  Deliberately, he slipped his hand down to his loins, rampant and ready, 
and carefully, thoroughly lathered himself.  Sharing each heated undercurrent he could with her, 
as he fondled his scrotum, teased a fingernail across the sensitive skin of the glans, and stroked up 
either side of the ridge running the underside of his prick with a hard-pressed forefinger and 
thumb, before wrapping his long fingers around his shaft and stroking his slippery palm along his 
flesh until he whipped up a lather.  Severus climaxed within moments of doing so, her name a 
verbal exclamation to match his ejaculation that he also shared mentally with her. 
 
She whimpered, helplessly caught up in his deliberately disclosed ecstasy, the sound thankfully 
lost in the laughter and chatter of the other three girls.  {…Lust-puddle!} 
 
His answer to that was a rough, surging aftershock of pleasure, accompanied by a sexy chuckle.  
Her knees shuddered, threatening to buckle.  Hermione quickly sagged onto the trunk next to the 
package, crinkling a corner of paper that got caught under her hip.  Parvati, her attention drawn 
by the noise, noticed her flushed cheeks and dazed eyes, and gave her a concerned look.  
“‘Mione?  Are you alright?  You look a little…” 
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Lavender peered at her as well, as did Ginny.  The older Gryffindor spoke bluntly after only a 
moment’s evaluation.  “You look a little smitten with lust, actually.” 
 
“—Oh my god!”  Ginny exclaimed.  “Hermione’s got the hots for a girl!” 
 
All three seventh-years shot her a frown of censure.  Parvati, cheeks blushing almost as rosily as 
Hermione’s, flipped a hand and demanded impatiently,  “And what’s wrong with liking a girl?” 
 
“No, no, it’s not that—it’s that Hermione’s got the hots for a girl!”  Ginny giggled, unrepentant as 
she clarified herself.  “Or do you want to go back to dating my brother, now that Moldie-butt’s 
been defeated for well and good?” 
 
That snapped Hermione out of her embarrassed, lustful haze.  “—No thank you!  I’ve come to 
realize I love him a lot more like a brother, actually.  We’ve now agreed we’re happiest as best 
friends.  Besides, you should’ve heard him raving about Luna,”  she teased his little sister.  
Slanting a glance at Lavender, she added,  “…Who knows?  Maybe that rubbish prediction I 
made at girls’ night will come true, at least in part.” 
 
“Leave the predictions to Professor Trelawney, Hermione,”  Lavender retorted.  She flipped her 
hand at the pile of fabric.  “Well?  Go on!  Put it on!” 
 
Hermione blushed.  “…No, I couldn’t.” 
 
“—Oy!  Of course you can!”  Ginny told her firmly. 
 
“But you read the note!  How can I wear that, knowing  that the moment ‘Kathy’ sees me in it, 
she’ll be imagining all sorts of kinky, sexual things about it, and me!”  Hermione protested, 
blushing harder, though it was partially from the need to suppress her laughter.  “It’ll…it’ll be 
touching all my naked bits!” 
 
“But, Hermy, that’s the point,”  Parvati drawled, and burst into giggles with Lavender. 
 
Ginny rolled her hazel brown eyes expressively.  “Honestly, you’d think all the word was filled 
with lesbians, around those two.  C’mon, Hermione; it would be churlish to not try it on, at least 
in the privacy of your own dorm-room.  We won’t tease you…much!” 
 
The other two laughed again, Ginny joining them with a grin and a chuckle.  Giving in with a 
grumble or two, Hermione shed her dressing gown and started pulling on the stockings, checking 
to make sure the seams were straight.  The youngest Weasley frowned as Hermione plucked the 
garter-belt next from the pile, and the redhead rooted through the pile of cloth, checking its now 
sparse contents several times with increasing disbelief. 
 
“—Oy!  That Kathy’s one kinky witch!”  the redhead exclaimed, looking up at the others.  “She’s 
gone and left the knickers out!” 
 
That caused an even greater howl of laughter, and a lot of naughty teasing.  Hermione tried to put 
on a pair of her own, plain white panties, but the trio wouldn’t let her, going so far as to threaten 
to toss the lot of them out one of the dorm-room windows until she complied with the dressing 
scheme her ‘secret’ admirer had sent.  Embarrassed at how turned-on she was becoming, 
Hermione grumbled over that, too, but let herself be persuaded into donning the dress sans any 
knickers, crimson or otherwise, feigning embarrassed reluctance. 
 

When Ginny finished zipping up the back for her and Hermione turned around, holding her spell-
dried hair piled untidily on her head, she was met with a trio of gaping, blinking, stunned faces. 
 
“…Wotcher!”  Ginny breathed, echoing their friend Tonks’ favourite exclamation as she let out 
the breath she was holding.  “You’re friggin’ beautiful!” 
 
Hermione blushed with pleasure this time, rather than teasing.  She tried to diffuse the moment by 
offering tartly,  “Watch it, Ginny, or I might think you’ve got the hots for me, now.” 
 
“—As if!”  the redhead snorted, folding her arms across her chest.  “But I’ll tell you this—I’ll hex 
you into the next three years, if you don’t do your best to make me look as beautiful as you.  I 
intend to snag Harry tonight, and stake my claim for the whole school to see, and you’d better 
help me!” 
 
“Deal.  Now, kindly hand me my knickers back?”  Hermione asked, holding out her hand.  And 
was forced, after another round of keep-away with the trio, to concede going down to the feast 
and the ball sans panties.  Not to please ‘Kathy’, but rather to tease the mysterious Slytherin, 
should she try to ask the Head Girl if she was wearing just her gifts tonight, and only those gifts. 
 
XCIV. 
 
Tight trousers, loose robes; that was definitely going to be the way to go, with this younger, 
randier body.  Until Hyacinth patted him on a tightly-clad buttock as she passed, leaving the dais 
as Dumbledore waved all the tables out of the chamber, including theirs.  Shocking him 
distastefully with the intimacy.  Okay, tight trousers, loose robes, and a fifty-foot restraining 
order.  Or a couple inches of protective padding.  He supposed it was better than being beaten to 
death by a pair of wonky Bludgers, but if the harridan ever learned she’d managed to terrify him 
in that one, singular moment, he sincerely doubted even an abrupt, unnanounced relocation to 
Nepal would dissuade the woman from torturing the secrets of the de-aging spell out of him. 
 
It didn’t help that the Hall was a tad too warm for loose overrobes tonight, leaving him clad only 
in his usual black frock-coat—velvet this time, at least—and matching black trousers, which 
wouldn’t exactly leave him a lot of protective coverage, should he experience another lustful 
thought, spontaneous or otherwise…and should the front edges of his coat decide to gap open at 
an inopportune moment. That possibility forced him to not look at his beloved for more than a 
few snatched glances here and there throughout the meal, however much he wanted to drink in 
her beauty tonight.  However much he also longed to glare at all the dunderheaded young males 
drooling over her ruby-clad perfection.  Sod them all. 
 
He’d debated long and hard about what to wear, actually, debating whether or not to alter his 
usual basic black into something velvety red, feeling the unaccustomed urge to wear his-and-hers 
robes, tonight.  But for all that Voldemort was finally dead—thank Merlin!—there were still too 
many secrets in the air that needed careful, watchful keeping.  If it got out that he, the Potions 
Master, was snogging her, one of his students, there’d still be a certain amount of hell to pay, 
even if the repercussions might not be quite so lethal as it would’ve been during Voldemort’s 
reign.  That is, if one didn’t count her friends and family trying to kill him for it, of course. 
 
Abandoning the stage for the musicians, he tucked his hands behind his back and strolled around 
the fringes of the Hall.  Severus tried to take comfort in the fact that his mere presence did tend to 
tone down the wilder students, making them behave with a bit of carefully timed looming and the 
arching of a supercilious brow.  What he really, uncharacteristically wanted to do was blow off 
his responsibilities as an intimidating professor and an effective chaperone, and have fun.  
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Obviously, the hormones of this younger body were affecting his brain.  That was the most 
logical explanation, after all. 
 
He endured several songs, doing his best to be Severus Snape, the water tossed on the more 
overly enthusiastic fireworks of the night.  He tried not to stare as Hermione danced with the 
Head Boy, the handsome, tall Dean Thomas, then with Harry, then with Ron, and some of the 
other boys.  Including her Potions class lab-partner, Adam Cyder, a Ravenclaw.  Severus decided 
impulsively to rearrange the students’ lab partners again, as soon as the new term began.  No 
sense in letting the boy, who was eyeing his woman with too much teenaged interest, get any 
ideas about chatting her up over a bubbling cauldron or two. 
 
By mutual consent, Severus and Hermione were carefully not communicating with each other; the 
high spirits of this party might excuse some reactions, but eventually someone might realize the 
two of them were laughing at the same time.  Or laughing completely out of context, from some 
secret, telepathic aside.  Especially if some of that laughter came from a teacher not known for his 
sense of humor.  Breakfast had been bad enough, this morning. 
 
Spotting Ermengarde, dressed in a reasonably flattering, if somewhat ruffled grey gown that 
shimmered with subtle pewter highlights, matching the glints of silver in her grey curls, he found 
himself approaching her on impulse, and dipped his head in cordial greeting to the seated 
Herbology Mistress.  “Ermengarde.” 
 
“Severus.  You’re looking very…er…”  Her voice trailed off, as did the patterned, expert twitches 
of the needles and yarn in her hands, and he knew she was censoring the word ‘young’, or some 
variant of it.  Finally, she picked the word she wanted, knitting needles picking up their rhythmic 
clicking again.  “…Relaxed.” 
 
“Since I trust Albus’s word that the madman is finally, permanently dead, I do find myself with 
far fewer concerns to stress over, tonight,”  he agreed dryly.  “You’re looking as hale and healthy 
as your charges, yourself.” 
 
“Yes, well, my Hufflepuffs are usually a sturdy, happy lot,”  she asserted, glancing around the 
room as she sat in her chair on the fringe of all the activity, and knitted. 
 
“I meant your beautifully tended plants, though your students will do in a pinch,”  he corrected 
mildly, and found himself enjoying the slight blush in her cheeks.  Holding out his hand, he 
offered,  “Care for a spin around the floor?” 
 
She slipped three stitches out of shock at the invitation, or whatever a gaffe like that was called.  
Frankly, though she’d nattered on about the terminology over the decade and a half he’d taught 
here, most of it had mercifully escaped his attention span, until tonight.  Blushing a little harder, 
she opened her mouth, closed it, opened it again, then let him pull her up, saving her seat with the 
wicked-looking needles she was using, and the start of what looked like one of Luna Lovegood’s 
enspelled mufflers.  “—I would be delighted!” 
 
“Good.”  He led her to the edge of the dance floor, and took her into the classic dancing stance he 
had once learned down in the Slytherin common room, many years ago.  He rarely asked anyone 
to dance at these sort of things, but he’d learnt his youthful lessons well, and guided her expertly 
out onto the floor. 
 
The band was playing the sort of music that the younger students could sort of dance in their own 
style to, yet sedate enough for the older crowd of teachers and staff to move around the Hall with 
a little more refinement.  Every sixth song or so was one that was rather old-fashioned in its 

rhythm and melody, while the song opposing it, roughly three tunes later, was usually rather 
modern; it was a good compromise for both the students and the staff alike, and the gradual 
pacing of slower tunes between more energetic ones gave even the older teachers plenty of 
choices, and chances to rest. 
 
As they began a slow, easy fox trot, he again gave in to the impulse within him, and spoke what 
was on his mind.  “I must confess, now that I am more or less free to do so, that your almost 
motherly concern and fussing over me has greatly puzzled me over the years.  I haven’t in any 
way deserved it.  Yet I wish to thank you for it.” 
 
The stout woman blushed again, but merely muttered something nonesensical that she’d do it for 
anyone.  Severus shook his head, guiding her around the other dancers. 
 
“No, seriously.  I have not had very many friends in my life, and I would be honored to count you 
among their number.” 
 
“Oh, well, of course we’re friends!”  she blushed and smiled, showing what charm and beauty she 
must have had, long before Severus had joined the staff.  “We’ve been friends for a long time, 
Severus, even if you weren’t free because of your circumstances to acknowledge it.  I’d like to 
think we’ll always be friends.  Save for whenever there’s a Quidditch match on, of course.  Our 
Beaters are the best in the school, whatever Minerva says.” 
 
He smiled slightly.  “Perhaps.  Perhaps not.  But I wanted you to know I did, and do, appreciate 
the friendship you’ve offered me.” 
 
“Well, thank god the Dark Lord is dead, then.  I was afraid you’d stress yourself into an ulcer 
before you turned forty-five.”  she told him.  Then eyed him speculatively.  “Though at this 
current rate, you could have an ulcer by the time you turned fifteen!” 
 
The chuckle escaped him before he could sensor it, as was his usual impulse.   From the way 
Ermengarde beamed up at him happily, Severus decided he was glad he had laughed.  Until he 
walked with her back to her seat at the end of the song, and found the Quidditch Coach standing 
there, hands on her plum-covered     hips, eyeing him with her sharp, hawk-gold eyes.  The 
tailored gown may have looked feminine on her hourglass figure, but her stance was a bit more 
vigorous than necessary. 
 
“Well, you’ve had him for a turn, Ermie; my turn to torture the young man!”  And without further 
ado, she caught his hand and dragged him onto the dance floor.  Severus found his feet stepped on 
twice, before he rolled his eyes, gave in gracefully, and let her lead them around the room.  
Addressing her comment. 
 
“…You know, I’m only two years younger than you.  Not to insult a woman’s age, but that’s not 
very young, Hyacinth.  Nor enough of a difference to matter, at our age.” 
 
“Chronologically, yes, Severus.  Physically no!  Is there anything I can do to worm the secrets of 
your de-aging out of you, that doesn’t involve, blood, violence, or wonky Bludgers?”  she asked 
him bluntly. 
 
“No.  And blood and violence will only get those wonky Bludgers shoved up your fundament,”  
he warned her, just as bluntly. 
 
She laughed at that. 
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In this strange mood of semi-relaxed freedom, Severus let himself smile a little, and confessed,  
“You what I like most about you, Hyacinth?  Your utter, unflinching willingness to say whatever 
you mean.  Somehow it suits you.” 
 
“Well, when you grow up the last and least in a family of ten children, eight wizardlings and two 
Squibs, you learn to speak up and speak out, or get lost in the shuffle.  Now, what I’ve always 
admired about you is your well-timed, and well-delivered, scathing remarks.  Me, I’m just blunt,”  
she confessed as they passed Dumbledore, who smiled benignly at the sight of his Potions Master 
dancing with his Quidditch Mistress.  “I say what I think, and damned to perdition with anyone 
else’s opinion.  But you, you’re like a medi-wizard’s scalpel to my construction-witch’s lump-
hammer.  I’d love it, if you’d ever care to give me lessons in the fine art of shredding overblown 
egos.” 
 
“Lessons in ego-shredding, maybe we can arrange something.  Lessons in de-aging, no.  Get used 
to it, woman,”  he stated as she narrowed her eyes, ready to argue.  “That is my final answer on 
that particular matter.” 
 
“I could always slip you another Canary Cream,”  she threatened. 
 
“Do it, and they’ll never find your body.”  At her skeptical look, he reminded her,  “There was a 
very good reason why I was considered perfect recruitment fodder for the Death Eaters’ cause.  
And why I am considered one of the foremost potion-crafters in all of Europe…including the 
creation of certain fast-acting corrosives.  I am not a nice man, Hyacinth; do try to remember 
that.” 
 
“Well!  I see I’ll just have to keep my Bludgers on standby, then.” 
 
“Please do.  I’m sure all the school brooms will still fit up your fundament after them.” 
 
Her laughter, as blunt as the rest of her, rang out even more heartily than before over the heads of 
their fellow dancers.  Earning him wary looks from the students for making their Coach laugh so 
hard.  Several of the nearest ones stumbled, catching the smile Severus deigned to flash his 
chortling partner.  Freed by the end of the song—blunt though she was, the woman did have some 
decent manners off the Quidditch pitch, and thankfully didn’t commandeer him for another 
dance—he circled the room, 
 
offered a dance to Magdalene Mistral, who debated the offer somewhat uneasily, then turned him 
down.  Severus made his way to the next woman on his list of dancers.  Sibyll, he stalked right 
past with only the slightest of courteous nods, and she was wise enough to know what the future 
held for her, if she dared to try and coax him out onto the dance floor.  There were some 
predictions that were a sure bet, after all. 
 
He reached his goal and bowed his head politely.  “Minerva.” 
 
“Severus,”  the Head of Gryffindor acknowledged, dipping her aging head.  “Are you here to ask 
me out onto the dance floor?” 
 
“If you’re so inclined.” 
 
She debated more seriously than Magdalene had, he granted her that.  Finally, she sighed and 
shook her head.  “…As much as I am surprised to find I wouldn’t mind a turn or two with you, 
Severus, my right knee isn’t feeling very well.  I bruised it, you know, on a toss down the stairs 
during the fighting, yesterday.  I managed to get a Cushioning Charm mostly in place, but missed 

covering my dratted knee.  Poppy’s seen to it, of course, but there comes an age in a woman’s life 
when healing draughts just aren’t as effective as they used to be.” 
 
“Then I will take the opportunity tell you here that I have always admired your outstanding 
abilities as the best teacher in this entire school.  And, now that I am free to do so…I hope to be 
able to emulate your strict but very fair standards, soon.  Assuming I can overcome more than 
sixteen years’ worth of bad habits.” 
 
“Yes.  Well, I wish you good luck.  I may be the best teacher, but you certainly have been the 
educator with the toughest standards.  Tougher even than my own.  Save toward your own House, 
of course.  I trust that will change, soon?”  she enquired, peering at him over the tops of her 
spectacles. 
 
“I think my fellow Slytherins will be in for a bit of a shock, come Monday morning,”  he 
muttered, eyeing the rest of the dance floor.  “I won’t put up with any nonsense from any of them, 
anymore.” 
 
She smiled at him then, her blue eyes twinkling merrily.  “I think, after the fifty-five points you 
took off of them back at the start of the new year, they just might toe the line all the more quickly, 
now.  They’ve had a taste of…what was it Kathleen called you, back then?  Ah, yes.  They’ve 
‘had a taste of pissed-off Severus, and didn’t like it one bit’.  A peculiar expression, since she 
meant angry, not drunk, but then she is an American…  Speaking of which, why don’t you go and 
dance with her?  Or are you only dancing with longtime colleagues, tonight?” 
 
He didn’t really want to dance with the other woman, but not because she was still a one-year 
DADA teacher, which hadn’t held the best track record for multiple-year employment, so far.  He 
didn’t want to do or say anything that might give away his secret identity as ‘Kathy’, for a start.  
But Minerva was expecting an answer, so he shrugged.  “…Why not?  The only one I won’t 
dance with is Sibyll, mainly because she’s smart enough to predict what I would do to her if she 
tried to pull one of her ‘divinations’ on me.” 
 
“Quite.”  Of a type to say nothing when there was nothing nice to say at the moment, Minvera 
pressed her lips together, giving him a cordial nod. 
 
Bowing to the Transfigurations Mistress, Severus circled the room again.  At the moment, 
Kathleen Frejne was dancing with Dean Thomas, who was taking his duties as Head Boy 
seriously enough to ask all the female teachers onto the dance-floor.  Hermione, he noted, was 
also taking her own duties as Head Girl seriously.  She was dancing, sort of, with Rubeus; the 
half-giant was holding her hands gingerly and taking relatively tiny steps, and though he was 
smiling, there was a certain wistfulness about him that made the Potions Master think he was 
longing to be dancing with the equally half-giant Olympe Maxime of the distant Beauxbatons 
wizarding school, out on the Continent somewhere.  Severus certainly knew the feeling of 
holding the wrong woman in his arms, and knew the longing of wanting to hold the right one, 
right now. 
 
Turning firmly away, Severus asked one of the other female professors for a spin while he waited, 
danced again with yet another one, then found himself close enough to snag the Defence 
Mistress.  “—Kathleen, would you care for a turn around the floor?” 
 
“Why not?”  Stepping into his arms, she proved herself a more than adequate dancer.  Her long 
blond hair had been artfully piled on her head, with long, spell-smoothed ringlets curling like 
broad ribbons from the braid-wrapped crown down to about mid-thigh length in the back, with 
relatively short wisps in front that formed smaller ringlets to her ribs.  She was clad in another 
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sleeveless, asian-cut gown of a rich, dark blue brocade, her usual theme for apparel, save that this 
one had a flared hemline that swirled with a soft rustle around her ankles, floating silkily over the 
floor.  The carefully hidden part of him that was inclined toward fashion had to admire the cut of 
the gown…and the ‘lesbian in a man’s body’ part wondered briefly what the gown would feel 
like, on himself.  Disconcerting him for a moment. 
 
Severus suspected one of the reasons why they could dance so well together was because he’d 
been her for a few hours, and knew how her body could move.  And, he realized with a sudden 
surge of embarrassed heat in his cheeks, he knew how her body could experience pleasure, too.  
He had gone straight to bed on the night before St. Valentine’s Day, after all, and frigged himself 
with thoughts of his beloved until his own body parts had come back and he could masturbate 
himself to sleep. 
 
It was an uncomfortable realization, so he turned his face away as they danced…and caught sight 
of Hermione, dancing with Richard Vector, chatting animatedly with him.  Her brown eyes 
sparkled, her face radiated happiness, and her scarlet-clad body was the picture of beauty and 
health.  Jealousy clenched his stomach muscles, though he knew from that animated-student way 
she was holding herself, their conversation was entirely about Arithmancy, and he knew from all 
too many moments spent submerged in her sub-thoughts that she only cared for the Arithmancy 
Master as a pupil for a teacher of a favourite subject… 
 
“So…rumor has it you’ve been complimenting all the ladies that you’ve danced with, so far.” 
 
Looking down at the woman in his arms, Severus arched a brow.  She was, he realized, only an 
inch or so taller than the woman he wanted to hold in his arms.  “Yes, I have been.  I wanted to 
compliment you on your incredible choice of tactics, yesterday.  That organized shield-wall-and-
attackers brigade was quite impressive to watch in action.  It was also something I assure you 
Lord Voldemort would never have considered his opponents smart enough to try.  Not since the 
Great War have wizards and witches formed ranks and fought side-by-side in combat.  Nowadays 
it’s all one-on-one combat, or guerilla warfare, or barely managed chaos.  Whatever gave you the 
idea to try it that way?” 
 
“That is what I do for a living, Severus,”  she chided him lightly.  “I teach the Defensive Arts, 
which naturally includes large-scale combat, as well as smaller-scale confrontations.  When one 
of the other students came hurtling into the classroom, where I’d detained the class for a few extra 
minutes of practice, and the girl gasped out that there was a huge invasion of Death Eaters down 
in the main hall, I knew one-on-one tactics would simply be too chaotic to ensure our side’s 
success.  So I immediately organized my students into an attack force, and spearheaded a 
cleansing of the corridors and stairwell as we made our way down to greet the invaders.  
Actually, I’m deeply pleased with how well my students formed up their ranks and worked 
together.  I look forward to seeing how well they do on their N.E.W.T.s at the end of the school-
year.” 
 
“Well, provided nothing happens to damage, injure, thwart or scare you between now and the 
start of the next year…I look forward to your return to Hogwarts, next year.” 
 
She nodded graciously at the implied compliment, and they danced for a little bit in silent.  Until 
she looked up at him sharply, suddenly.  “—How did you know I’m planning on coming back?  I 
haven’t really discussed the possibility with anyone but the Headmaster, so far.” 
 
“...I know who ‘Kathy’ is,”  he cobbled together smoothly, saving his skin.  Sort of.  “I caught her 
out in the corridors after curfew, and given she still looked like you, demanded to know what she 
was up to.  She gave me a few facts of this…girls’ night thing you ladies had, and what she 

imparted didn’t make much sense to me, so I threatened to take off House-points.  She gave me a 
few more details, reluctantly, and at that point, I decided I didn’t really want to know anything 
further.  But one of the things she mentioned that stuck out in my mind was that you’d claimed 
you were going to be coming back, next year.  Something about some ruddy foolishness over a 
bunch of tarot cards, and a retort you made during the middle of it.  I’m afraid she wasn’t too 
terribly clear.” 
 
“Oh, right.  I’d forgotten about that,”  she muttered.  At the enquiring arch of her brow, she 
shrugged.  “There were other things going on at that moment that gripped more of my attention at 
the time.” 
 
“I’m sure,”  he murmured dryly, remembering all the teasing that had gone on at his expense.  
“But as I said, I look forward to your return, next fall.  You’ve proven yourself a beyond-
competent teacher in the Defensive Arts, and a beyond-competent tactician in their practical 
application, better than I myself could have done.  Had I the time, I think I would enjoy very 
much the chance to sit in on one of your classes.” 
 
“Why thank you, Severus.  That’s very sweet!  Depending on what I’ll be doing this summer, I 
might consider giving refresher Defense classes to all of the staff, for a couple of weeks,”  she 
offered. 
 
“Then I will look forward to perusing your proposed syllabus.”  The song ended.  They were next 
to the edge of the dance-floor, so he bowed to her, and turned to see if he needed to stalk around 
the perimeter of the Hall some more.  The only drawback to allowing himself the pleasure of a 
dance was that it seemed to have lessened some of the normally palpable aura of fear that often 
trailed in his wake at these things.  A trio of Hufflepuffs laughing and talking nearby glanced his 
way, noticed his stare, and subdued their chatter a little…but not as much as they normally 
would.  Severus debated caring about that, but decided that, for tonight, it simply wouldn’t 
matter. 
 
Turning the other way, Severus was surprised to find himself next to the group containing 
Hermione and her friends.  The musicians paused for a moment between sets, then began playing 
the strains of a familiar piece of music.  The Labyrinth Waltz.  A wary glance over at the dais 
showed the Headmaster lurking suspiciously nearby.  How the bearded old bastard knew that was 
a special song for the two of them, Severus didn’t know.  He didn’t want to know.  All he knew 
was that, when he turned back to the knot of Gryffindors nearby, the lovely, red-clad vision of 
femininity had turned as well, searching the room at the sound of those familiar strains.  
Searching for him. 
 
Her eyes met his, her red-tinted lips parting softly in surprise that he was so close.  Stepping 
closer still, closing the yard or two between them, he nodded his head politely to her, and offered 
his hand.  “If I am to dance with all the female professors, I suppose I must take a spin on the 
floor with the Head Girl as well.” 
 
“Er…quite.  I suppose one dance couldn’t hurt,”  she managed.  He hoped, as she placed her hand 
lightly over his, that her flustered state could be taken by anyone else for nervousness at being 
asked to dance by the dreaded Potions Master, and not the dazed lust that it actually was, which 
he could feel surging through her veins the moment their fingers touched. 
 
Indeed, the moment their fingers touched, he knew she could feel his desire for her, too;  that was 
a special moment for both of them.  Though they moved formally out onto the dance-floor 
together, it was more like floating than walking.  Until he turned her into his arms—at the precise, 

 44



careful distance required by two near-strangers sharing a waltz—and discovered that dancing 
with her was more like flying, tonight. 
 
If Hyacinth had been an aggressive dancer, and Kathleen a competent partner, Hermione Granger 
was as much a part of him in his arms as his shadow.  Or perhaps he was hers, given that he was 
the one in black; which was which, it didn’t really matter who led, for they both led and followed.  
Thoughts meshed, breathing matched, they spun and quick-stepped around the Great Hall almost 
mindlessly, and certainly effortlessly, weaving among the other dancers without a misstep. 
 
He spun her under his arm and caught her hand gracefully again when she completed the turn, 
skirts flaring elegantly with the maneuver.  She dipped smoothly over the arm supporting her 
back when they reached a corner of the area designated as the dancing floor as they reversed 
direction, straightening with the supple strength of a willow branch as he guided her back into the 
heart of the whirling, colourfully robed bodies around them.  Together, they twisted and turned 
with deftly placed feet, his in his polished, patented shoes, hers in her sueded slippers. 
 
It was as effortless as making love, and it was a version of making love, for all that their bodies 
only met at their hands, at his shoulder, and the side and back of her torso, his hand turning her 
with a gentle touch this way and that, using those velvet-clad ribs.  Carefully placed, they kept 
their hands within socially acceptable zones.  The only thing that insisted on entwining besides 
their fingers were the folds of her skirt, which caressed and teased sensually around his lower 
legs. 
 
When the music finally ended, they were only a short distance from her friends, who were staring 
at them.  Severus, hoping to god and back his erection wasn’t showing between any gap in the 
folds of his velvet overcoat, escorted Hermione back to them, still barely touching anything but 
the warm skin of her fingers, the barest, ephemeral clasp of that one, delicate hand.  Removing 
his fingertips from under hers, he gave her a bow.  “…Thank you for the dance, Miss Granger.” 
 
“You’re welcome, Professor.  I, er, didn’t know that you could dance so well,”  she added, 
glancing briefly at the others.  Harry, Ron, Ginny, Luna, and a couple others from Gryffindor and 
Ravenclaw at that end of the room were all staring at the pair of them.  Not quite gaping, but 
close to it. 
 
“Slytherins always learn the classic ballroom techniques.”  Movement out of the corner of his 
eye, the bobble of one student trodding on the feet of another, made him glance briefly that way.  
A pained look pinched his brow as he recognized the fumble-footed soul, and he muttered,  “Or at 
least they did, in my day.” 
 
“Where did you learn to dance like that?”  Ron asked Hermione. 
 
“Er—summer lessons.  Same as my judo and yoga classes.  Well, first my Dad and Mum taught 
me, but then I got professional lessons, so I learnt to dance very well.” 
 
“You didn’t dance that well with me!”  the redhead snorted. 
 
“Well…frankly, you dance like you’ve never had formal lessons, Ron,”  she admitted, with a 
belated wince for the bluntness of her words.  “You’ve got rhythm and some natural talent, but 
you really need to have actual lessons, if you ever want to shine on a dance-floor.” 
 
“—Splendid dancing, there!  Professor Snape, Miss Granger,”  the Headmaster asserted, clapping 
his hand on Severus’ shoulder as he came up behind the Potions Master without warning.  “I’m 
beginning to think we should hire a Dance professor, now that the worst of all our worries and 

troubles are behind us.  After all, we’ll soon be having plenty of good reasons to throw balls on a 
more regular schedule.  Of course, this one was a rare exception, but then that’s the way it’s been 
for some time, now,”  Albus continued, squeezing Severus’ shoulder as he smiled benignly at 
their students.  “Alas, when tomorrow comes…well, technically Monday, I suppose…everything 
will be back to the way it was, before any of this mess ever happened.  And a splendid thing that 
would be, wouldn’t you all agree?  Simply splendid, to get everying back to normal!” 
 
Severus frowned slightly, thoughtfully, as the young men and women around them nodded 
vaguely.  That was a particularly dotty speech of the old fool’s.  A fool who was no fool, as 
Severus well knew.  He watched the Headmaster depart, mulling it over.  [Hermione…] 
 
{Yes, love?} 
 
[I think he was trying to…how did you put it?  Give us “the Look”, with that little speech.  To tell 
us our carnal association is now supposed to be over.] 
 
{…I think you’re right.  But I still have the rest of my extra-credit project to complete,}  she 
asserted, meeting his gaze as he looked back at her.  Her sub-thoughts were entirely on the 
academic aspect…for the first few seconds, before she blushed.  {Anyway, it’s possible he’s 
forgotten about it,}  she dismissed, glancing at the others, who were standing there in something 
of an uncomfortable silence, not quite sure what to say with the Potions Master lingering at the 
edge of their little group.  {I’ve never quit an assignment before—save for maybe Divinations 
Class—and I’m not inclined to so do now.  If you don’t mind continuing to supervise me, that is.} 
 
[Personal feelings aside, I find I must applaud and approve your academic fervor…but your 
friends are staring at me like I’m a social pariah.  Better to change the subject I think—and give 
them something to really gossip about,]  he concluded with dry, sardonic humor, and switched to 
speaking out loud.  “Miss Weasley.” 
 
Ginny Weasley jumped, flushing to find herself singled out like that.  “Er…yes, Professor?” 
 
“I heard that you singlehandedly took out Joseph McQuentin, yesterday.” 
 
“Er, yes, I suppose so…if that was the name of the big redhead that tried to crush me and a bunch 
of first-years under a heavy chandeliere,”  she agreed hesitantly. 
 
“Excellent Charmwork, pinning him under the same chandeliere instead.  He was a very 
dangerous Death Eater, and you acquitted yourself well.  Twenty points to Gryffindor.” 
 
Her mouth fell open.  So did several others.  Severus glanced around the group, and nodded to 
Cho Chang, the Ravenclaw Seeker.  “Miss Chang, you and your fellow Advanced students were 
outstanding in that battle formation of Professor Frejne’s.  Ten points to each participant—I 
realize you’ve already been commended in House-points by others, but you saved my life, and 
the lives of your friends, here, and deserve the additional praise. 
 
“Miss Lovegood…though I shudder at the thought of what you did to the Gramercy twins, with 
those murderous scarves of yours, I must acknowledge your newfound knitting-magic is an 
excellent display of the Defensive Arts,”  he admitted truthfully, eyeing the blond, blue-eyed 
Ravenclaw with just a touch of wariness.  He really didn’t want to wind up—pun unintended—
like the twin Death Eaters had, some day.  “I recommend that you arrange to have advanced 
lessons in knitting with Professor Sprout; I have always admired her way with a needle at staff 
meetings, and I think she would enjoy sharing her years of expertise with you, in exchange for 
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information on your own experimental techinques.  Fifteen points to Gryffindor for your 
innovativeness in magical apparel. 
 
“Mr. Weasley,”  he continued.  Ron shut his mouth hastily, swallowing.  No doubt wondering 
what the Potions Master intended to say to him.  Severus didn’t leave him dangling for long.  
“That was an outstanding piece of quick-thinking, flinging the Portkey at the Dark Lord’s 
weapon.  The Aurors who recovered and destroyed it told me it was a particularly nasty, Curse-
bound object set to be triggered the moment it touched Mr. Potter’s flesh. 
 
“I will not frighten you with the details on what is supposed to be a celebratory occasion…but the 
end result is that you quite literally saved your friend’s life.  Had the Cursed amulet touched him, 
it would have done him far more damage than an entire roomful of salamander-fire.  Which 
actually makes up for the fiasco of your heroic rescue of Professor Trelawney.  And it was an 
outstanding piece of accuracy; I see your excellent aim as a Quidditch Keeper extends to letter-
openers, as well as Quaffles.  One hundred fifty points to Gryffindor for your marksmanship and 
strategy.” 
 
Ron choked, his face draining of all colour, save for the cinnamon-sprinkles of his freckles.  He 
wasn’t the only one staring aghast at Severus Snape—the Severus Snape, black-hearted, greasy-
haired, sour-pussed, and generally loathed bastard of Hogwarts—willingly giving a Gryffindor so 
many points.  Taking them away was understandable, given his reputation and the long-standing 
inter-House rivalry, but adding to them?  Adding so many to his rival House? 
 
Severus really wanted to smile, since their stunned expressions, even Hermione’s, was simply too 
funny.  But he refrained carefully from doing so.  Instead, he made his expression a little colder 
than the mild neutrality of before, and chided the boy, just in case he was getting any ideas that 
his Potions Master had gone completely mad.  Or soft-hearted. 
 
“But screw up in my class again like you did back on Valentine’s Day, and you’ll lose those 
points, plus twice as many more, faster than you can say ‘Longbottom’…  Speaking of which, I 
do want to have a word or two with Mr. Longbottom, here,”  he continued, and now permitted 
himself a hint of smile, as Neville Longbottom, half hidden behind Ron Weasley’s taller frame, 
swallowed nervously, all but shrinking back from the Potion Master’s direct attention.  “Fifty  
points to Gryffindor, for casting the Corpovicia spell that took down Mrs. Lestrange.  Not only 
was that an extremely difficult piece of magic you performed so excellently, I do know that no 
one else has praised you for that capture.  She’s the first on the docket for her outstanding crimes 
against your family, I trust you realize.” 
 
He blinked at Severus.  “I…I…  That was her?” 
 
“Yes, well, the masks and cloaks did serve their purpose in disguising features and identities, but 
I knew and recognized her voice all too well.  Your parents would be very proud of you.  Aside 
from your dismal ability in Potions, it seems you have the makings of a fine Auror in you…  Miss 
Granger,”  he stated next, turning slightly to face her as Neville blinked at him, stunned by his 
praise.  “House-points are ephemeral at best, so I won’t even bother to award them to you for 
what you did, morphing Voldemort’s last and most lethal Curse, and directly saving my life by it.  
But as you are the most exceptional student I have ever taught, I would like to give you 
something I think someone of your intellect would actually find useful.  Certainly you’ll get more 
use out of it than mere points, once you’re beyond these hallowed walls.  It will be delivered to 
your dorm-room tomorrow. 
 
“And, finally, Mr. Potter.”  The Boy Who Won eyed him warily, waiting with visible discomfort 
for the uncharacteristic praise to come.  Severus paused a beat, then said coolly,  “…Five points 

to Gryffindor, for being forgiving enough to shake my godson’s hand, yesterday.  I won’t give 
you anything else, because it would only go to that swollen head of yours…but I will tell you, 
without equivocation, that your father would be very proud of you, today, had he survived. 
 
“We were never friends—near-mortal enemies would be more like it—but I did know James well 
enough to know this would have been a fact.  And…I’m sorry for his death, and the death of your 
mother.”  He knew his cheeks had reddened from the heat tingling his skin, but ploughed on 
through the things he needed to say to the boy.  Knowing that his beloved was watching, and 
listening.  “I may have disliked both of them, growing up, but I never wished them dead.  Nor 
would I wish you dead…though I do wish you’d pay more care and attention to your Potions 
assignments, if you ever expect to pass your N.E.W.T.s.  Now, stay out of trouble for the rest of 
the night, all of you.  I can go back to being nasty in an eyeblink, if you’d rather.” 
 
A nod of his head, and he left the little group speechless and staring as he resumed his prowling 
through the Great Hall. 
 
{Well.  That was the proverbial bomb-blast,}  she murmured in his head.  She paused a few 
moments, then added, humor lilting her mind-voice,  {…They’re still struck dumb, I hope you 
realize.} 
 
He permitted himself a small smile, hands clasped behind his back.  The sight of Professor Snape 
smiling unnerved a quartet of fifth-year Hufflepuffs clustered near the punch table, making them 
give ground before him with satisfactorily pale faces.  [Good.  I love having the last word.] 
 
{Stop it; you’re going to make me laugh!  We promised the minimum of interaction tonight, to 
prevent that sort of thing.} 
 
[Then I’ll see you tomorrow.  I need to stalk through the outer halls and strip House-points from 
all the overly hormonal little snoggers I can find, anyway…  Goodnight, Hermione.] 
 
{Goodnight, Severus.} 
 
XCV. 
 
She tried not to watch him leave.  It helped that Draco Malfoy caught her eye, stopping a few 
yards away. 
 
“Hey, Granger.  I want a word with you!” 
 
She arched an eyebrow brow at him, and he had the grace to…well, he actually scowled first, a 
little petulantly.  Then he had the grace to blush, realizing how peremptory and rude his demand 
had been.  With a pained look heaven-ward, he amended, 
 
“…Could I please have a word with you, Granger?” 
 
“What do you want with her?”  Ron asked him belligerently, frowning at the Slytherin. 
 
Hermione quickly raised her hand, forestalling a verbal fight.  “—It’s alright, Ron.  I can handle 
him.”  Moving away from the others, she joined Draco as he backed up a little, giving them a 
little more privacy from her watching friends.  “What did you want, Malfoy?” 
 
He hesitated, looking uncomfortable.  Finally, he gestured at the dance-floor.  “…May we 
dance?”  At the second arching of her brow, he flushed a little.  “Look, it’s just a dance, and I 
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want to say a couple things to you where no one could overhear it, but I know you’d never agree 
to go anywhere private with me, and this is the only way I can think of managing it.” 
 
“You’ve got that right,”  she agreed dryly, but held out her hands in formation. 
 
He stepped up into place, and spun her out onto the dance floor with a reasonable fraction of his 
godfather’s skill.  It was true; they did teach most Slytherins how to dance well, in that House.  
As they vanished into the throng of dancers, she caught sight of Ron’s livid face, Harry’s puzzled 
frown, and the concerned, confused looks of the others. 
 
Returning her attention to the platinum-haired young man, she stated firmly,  “Kindly understand 
that this is the only physical interaction with me that will follow in the same lines as anything of 
your godfather’s experience.” 
 
“…Yeah, about that,”  he agreed dismissively.  “I, ah…Merlin, this is hard…  I want to 
apologize.  Really.  Let’s…let’s just call it a surplus of teenaged hormones, an excess of stupidity, 
too much arrogance, and too many nights back home of listening to the assinine belief systems of 
my parents.  And, erm…”  He grimaced, then started over again.  “Let’s just cut to the chase, 
alright?  I can’t stand Potter, and Weasley’s hardly any better, but you…  You’re friends with 
Chang, right?” 
 
That raised both of her brows.  He was clearly having a hard time saying whatever it was he 
wanted to say.  “You want me to, what, put in a good word with her for you?” 
 
“Well…Parkinson’s a bitch, Bulstrode’s a toad, Kasey’s a basket-case, and the rest of the girls in 
Slytherin are all either total slags, spreading their thighs for anyone who asks, or galleon-hunters, 
looking for a big, fat diamond ring and a lot of house-elves to order around.  And the male half is 
hardly any better, when it comes to singling them out for friendships—platonic,”  he quickly 
asserted, his pale, high cheekbones tinged pink.  “I’m not a raving poufter, so don’t you dare go 
shouting that sort of rumor around, got it?” 
 
“I never once considered you the type,”  Hermione assured him.  Lying slightly, of course; it had 
been a topic of speculation bandied about by Gryffindor.  She hadn’t held an opinion either way, 
having no interest in exploring those rumors of his love-life, though she had considered it as an 
actual possibility.  Stretching the spirit of her answer, if not the letter, she supposed it would pass 
for honesty in a pinch. 
 
He took her at her word with a sharp little nod of his head.  “Good.  If I’m going to start my 
bloody life over, I really need to meet new people.  Half the House won’t even talk to me, 
anymore.  Professor Snape did give us a speech last night that made a lot of sense.  Well, it made 
sense to me, at least, but then I’ve been giving it a lot of thought since you…since I was given a 
break from all those hormones, so to speak,”  he grumbled, his pale cheeks blushing.  He quickly 
moved of that topic and back to the original, rambling one.  “There’s still a few nutters running 
around the place, too, which hasn’t helped me approach anyone new within my own House, since 
they’d just start ranting and raving at me, about how I’ve gone and lost my wits.  Even though it 
feels like I’ve found my wits for the first time in my life…  Crabbe and Goyle are too stupid to 
change their own minds any sooner than by the time they’re thirty, unless I ordered them to 
change, which is just exchanging one mindless slavery to an overgrown bully for another, and so 
I don’t have any real friends, otherwise.  Maybe Zabini, but that’s only because we share a love 
of Quidditch. 
 
“I’ve finally realized the only person I’ve ever had a decent, salvageable relationship with is my 
godfather, and the only non-Slytherin I’ve ever interacted with for anything more than trading 

insults and jinxes…has pretty much been you, and that mostly only as a fellow prefect, and most 
recently over the Baddock boy.  Which is a pretty piss-poor situation to be in for someone in as 
desperate straits as me, if I really want to change my life around,”  Draco told her bluntly. 
 
Hermione blinked at him as he guided her around a knot of younger, less graceful students.  Of all 
the possible post-Voldemort conversations she could’ve imagined having with the Slytherin 
seventh-year prefect, this wasn’t it.  “…Merlin, you’ve been doing a lot of thinking in a very 
short time, haven’t you?” 
 
“I didn’t sleep a single wink, last night.  I’m running on a concentrated-caffeine potion and the 
horror of knowing that my father’s going to get the Dementor’s Kiss for what he did.  Or be 
beheaded, or whatever they’re planning on doing to the losers in this little war.  And I can’t sleep 
for not knowing if my mother suffered from V-Voldemort’s betrayal-spell along with all the other 
Death Eaters here,”  he continued, stammering a little over the Dread Lord’s name,  “or if she 
survived the attack of the spider-thing afterwards, hopefully if your own little counter-spell 
reached her in time.  I haven’t heard anything from the house-elves, yet, which unnerves me, and 
I know I won’t be able to sleep on my own until I do.  If I can get to sleep anytime soon..  And 
there’s the fact that I’m technically an accomplice to a lot of this shite, thanks to my father’s 
influence on my life, and the stupid decisions I was making up until now, ”  he muttered.  “So I 
need friends, real friends, and fast…and all I know is, whatever I was doing before, the people I 
knew before, didn’t leave me with shite.” 
 
“So…you’re basically asking me for my help,”  Hermione translated slowly, wanting 
confirmation. 
 
He gave her a wry, pained grimace.  “Yeah.  It’s bad enough I’ve discovered my whole life sucks, 
only to find I also have to swallow my pride.  You may be a Mu…uggle-born,”  he amended with 
another wince,  “but you’re the smartest witch I know.  And…the kindest.  And I think there’s 
some law or something that says a Gryffindor has to help anyone if they ask for it, even if they’re 
a piss-poor excuse for a human being like me…right?” 
 
She shook her head slowly, unable to help the smile curving her mouth.  “You are a piss-poor 
excuse for a human being, Draco.  And there’s no such law for Gryffindors…because it’s a law 
that applies to everyone.  Gryffindor and Slytherin and Muggle alike.  If anyone asks you for your 
help—that is, to help them in a good cause, not an evil one—you’re supposed to give it, 
regardless of who you or they may be. 
 
“I’ll see what I can do, but you’ve got a long, hard slog ahead of you, if you really want to be 
liked for yourself, and not for your father, your family, your money, your magic, or your so-
called purity of blood.  Tell you what; I’ll give you a list of books to read,”  Hermione offered,  
“and you can either look them up in the school library, or order them by owl-mail from 
Hogsmeade or something.  That’ll get you started.” 
 
“—Piss off, Granger!  I’m asking for help here, not homework!”  he retorted with a frown, 
spinning her with a deft touch of expertise past a rather disconcerted Professor Vector dancing 
with a very dreamy-eyed Professor Trelawney. 
 
“Trust me, Draco, this isn’t schoolwork.  This is something to help you change your life.  I 
promise you, the first one on your list will be a book you’ll want to keep close at hand and read 
three or four times a year for the rest of your life,”  she asserted seriously.  “In fact, I’d say it’s 
even more important than preparing for your N.E.W.T.s…and coming from me, that should tell 
you just how important the bloody volume is.  I’d also recommend at least a chapter a day, if not 
more, and reading and re-reading it all the way to the end of this term, until it’s all been set firmly 
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in your head.  The book’s called How to Win Friends and Influence People.  I think it’s already in 
the school library, though I’d have to double-check.” 
 
“Never heard of it…but I do like the sound of the title.  Who wrote it?”  he asked her, curious. 
 
“A Muggle by the name of Dale Carnegie—don’t piss it off, Draco; that book contains exactly 
what you need to know to change your life around and make real, honest friends, right off the bat.  
And don’t piss off its contents, either, because I can tell you right now that you’ll probably 
disagree with over half of the things it says, because of the way you’ve led your life up until 
now,”  she warned him.  “You know you want a new life, and that means trying something totally 
new.  Willingly trying something totally new, even if it goes contrary to everything you’ve 
probably been taught.  If you really want to make an honest change, you’ll have to put in the 
effort.” 
 
“But…a Muggle book?”  he protested, wincing at the very thought. 
 
“I’m pretty sure I saw a well-thumbed copy of it up in the Headmaster’s study, the other day,”  
she offered with a shrug.  “Dumbledore’s one of the most brilliant, powerful wizards I know, and 
he’s got tons of friends, doesn’t he?  So obviously the book works, if you follow and practice 
what it teaches.” 
 
“—He’s a doddering old fool!”  Draco dismissed.  Then checked himself, and had the grace to 
blush, glancing around covertly to make sure his insult hadn’t been heard by its subject.  “Sorry.” 
 
Hermione took pity on him.  “Well, he does have that dotty old geezer act down pat, doesn’t he?  
But I’ve found he mostly uses it to put people at ease, to relax them…and to thereby keep them 
off their guard.  It may appear foolish, but it’s a very sound strategy.” 
 
“If you say so…  Alright.  I’ll read the bloody book.  But I want you to spread the word among 
your friends about my…my change of heart, too.  I really do want to change my life around.”  
Draco grimaced, his grey eyes focusing past her shoulder on nothing in particular, save for the 
things that tormented his thoughts.  They came out, too, after a few more moments.  “I…I keep 
picturing those women, and thinking it’s me chained to the bench, and that it’s a Dementor trying 
to give me a slap-and-tickle, every time I try to close my eyes.  Every time I start to doze off, I 
feel like there’s something hideous trying to scrabble its way up to my brain, just beneath my 
skin.  I keep seeing my father covered in blood, saved literally a second or two from what 
would’ve been a very nasty death, and thinking it could so easily have been me covered in all that 
blood, last night. 
 
“I can’t sleep anymore.  I haven’t been able to sleep well for weeks, because of…that night, the 
last time at the Manor.  I’m almost to the point where I’ll have to admit my weakness and beg 
Pomfrey for a Dreamless Draught.  Or more likely my godfather—he wouldn’t gossip, at least.  I 
can’t trust the School Nurse.” 
 
The pinched look of his face, the way he didn’t, couldn’t meet her eyes, told Hermione how 
seriously he meant it.  And the fact that he was confessing something he didn’t want gossiped 
about, and confessing it to her, told her how much he clearly felt he needed to put some of his 
trust in her.  That, above anything else, convinced her to help him a little more.  Pity could be a 
powerful motivator. 
 
“Then I would also recommend talking about what you’ve gone through with the Headmaster, 
too.  He’s a very compassionate, worldly man, and I know he won’t flinch from most of the 
things you may end up telling him.  He probably won’t flinch from the rest of it, either, if you 

truly want to change your ways…and yes, I’ll talk to Cho about you and your change of heart,”  
she promised, rolling her eyes as the song came to an end.  “But I wouldn’t count on getting a 
date out of her until a lot closer to year’s end.  You’ll have to work hard to prove to her and the 
others that you’re a changing man, you know.” 
 
“I’m not asking for miracles, Granger,”  he told her with an impatient look.  Then wrinkled his 
nose with a rueful smile, one that didn’t at all make him look like a prat, just a young man aware 
of how stupid he could be, sometimes.  It was an unfamiliar look for the Slytherin, but not an 
unpleasant one.  “…Alright, maybe I am.  But it’s either cut a deal with an angel, or cut a deal 
with the devil, and since I’m very glad the devil’s now dead, all I can do is try to look up, and try 
to find a way out of the deep pit I’ve dug.” 
 
The music ended.  Escorting her out of the area designated for dancing, he walked her back to her 
friends.  For a moment, his pale gaze swept the group of wary, mistrustful sixth- and seventh-
years, then he walked off without a word.  Not a single insult, affront, or attack, just the slightest 
nod of his head to the group in general, and a slightly deeper one to Hermione in specific. 
 
Harry eyed his retreating back, then looked quizzically at Hermione.  “…What was that all about?  
He looked like he was talking nonstop, for the entire dance!” 
 
“—Did he insult you?”  Ron asked her protectively. 
 
“No, not a single insult.  He just told me he was serious about yesterday.  About not following his 
father down the same path that led Malfoy Senior into becoming a Death Eater.  That he’s cutting 
most of his ties in Slytherin, and that he wanted my advice as, and I quote, ‘the smartest witch I 
know’, on how to turn over the proverbial new leaf, and how to make himself some real friends 
this time around.” 
 
“—He did?”  Cho asked, arching one of her thin, dark brows.  Hermione watched as she craned 
her dark, sleekly styled head, staring speculatively as the—former—Platinum Prat, who had 
wandered over to the punch table for a solitary drink of something reddish-pink.  It was a subtle 
girl-thing, but that one act of hers told Hermione Draco’s interest in Cho  just might eventually be 
reciprocated.  If he could get his act together.  Cho looked back at her again.  “So, what did you 
tell him?” 
 
“I told him to read some books.”  That caused a spate of snickering among her friends.  Hermione 
levelled them back into sobriety with a hard look.  “I’m serious, guys.  I told him which book to 
start with, and to talk with the Headmaster about what he’s done, and what he would rather be 
doing with his life, to get some serious counselling…god knows how badly his family’s messed 
up his head, all these years…and I sort of promised I’d help him learn how to be friends with you.  
Well, maybe not Ron and Harry,”  she amended with a slight, wry smile as they exchanged 
dubious looks,  “but I honestly believe he can learn to tolerate you two, and behave with some 
civility around you.  If you’ll note, he didn’t sneer a single insult, before walking off just now.  I 
really think his request is one hundred percent genuine.” 
 
“Well, for a Malfoy, not insulting anyone is a major first step in the right direction,”  Ginny 
offered, breaking some of the tension, and the disbelieving silence.  “I’m not sure I could trust 
him too soon after this ‘turning over a new leaf’ crud, but if he’s actually willing to give 
politeness to non-Slytherins an honest try…I suppose I’m willing to be civil to him, too.  Mum’s 
always talking about how we should be nice to others, and Dad says you have to be willing and 
ready to meet a person at least halfway at the start, if you want them to come all the way over to 
your way of thinking in the end.” 
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“Well, that’s because your Mum and Dad are so smart,”  Hermione allowed, smiling at her. 
 
“Yeah, well that may explain me,”  Ginny told her, and poked her thumb over her sapphire-clad 
shoulder,  “but that doesn’t explain my brother’s lack of wits!” 
 
“—Oy!  And to think I convinced Harry, here, to come to this ruddy dance with you!  If I’m 
stupid, what does that make the pairing up of the two of you?”  the youngest male Weasley mock-
protested.  Making Harry and Ginny blush. 
 
XCVI. 
 
Sunday, aside from waking up to a long, large, familiar, rectangular package on the foot of her 
trunk—as she’d already suspected, it was her Christmas present of the Encyclopedia Magica, 
delivered by the house-elves while she slept—Hermione didn’t have much to do, beyond the 
usual scads homework.  A backlog of homework, actually, given that most of Friday evening and 
a good portion of Saturday, too, had been occupied quite thoroughly with other things. 
 
But there was one thing she wanted to do, before they got themselves into trouble, and so when 
she saw Harry and Ron sneak out of the common room not long before lunch, looking a little 
furtive as they glanced back at her and the the books and scrolls piled around her at one of the 
tables, she abandoned her treatise on the post-war state of the wizarding world in the early 
1950’s, and followed after them.  Guessing with fair accuracy where they were headed.  It was a 
bit earlier than she’d planned, but she really wanted to nip this Polyjuice nonsense of theirs in the 
bud.  Following them out into the rest of the school at a discreet distance, she waited out of sight 
on one of the landings, as soon as she confirmed them getting off the shifting staircases at the 
second floor. 
 
She had to wait a few minutes more as the staircases rearranged themselves, capricious objects 
that they were, but when she reached the second-floor girls’ lavatory and eased quietly, cautiously 
inside, sure enough, there were two sets of trainers poking out from under the stall door, and the 
occasional bob of a headful of short, red hair at the top of the high, wooden divider walls. 
 
Moaning Myrtle wasn’t around, thankfully; when the ghost-girl had heard that Tom “Voldemort” 
Riddle had been on the school grounds and that she, who had been sulking at the time down in 
her usual u-bend, had missed out on her chance to haunt him thoroughly before his death, she’d 
thrown a huge fit.  She’d made all the toilets across the whole school regurgitate their noxious 
contents left and right, even the ones in the teachers’ suites and the one up in the Headmaster’s 
office.  Dumbledore had caught what she was up to within moments of it happening, thankfully. 
 
Using Professor Frejne’s skills in the Art of Ectomancy, he had quickly banished Myrtle to the 
spell-cleansed septic tanks buried at the base of the school’s cliffs, where she would have to stay 
until such time that she promised to behave more sanitarily than that.  Last anyone had heard, the 
bespeckled ghost was still sulking angrily, frothing the muck down there in her fury.  Hermione 
was just glad the initial mess had been relatively quick and easy to clean up, after Myrtle’s 
banishment; Harry and Ron had been glad the Polyjuice had been at the cover-and-simmer stage 
of production, leaving the potion blissfully unaltered. 
 
Easing the door silently shut behind her, Hermione leaned against the wall next to it, folding her 
arms across her chest.  Resting there, she listened to the mutterings of her two best friends.  Most 
of it was about ingredients and instructions, as copied from Moste Potente Potiones.  Basic and 
boring.  She debated when it would be best to interrupt their little plans, but not interrupt their 
potion-making.  She didn’t want them to chuck the potion down the toilet, after all; not when 
Severus had promised to secretly consider it as a part of their overall Potions grade. 

 
“…Okay, that should be enough dried gartersnake gut—urgh!  Four days from completion, and 
already it smells as bad as I remember it did, back when we had to drink the final product,”  
Harry muttered from somewhere behind the ageworn panels, as Hermione stifled a yawn, bored 
with watching nothing more than shuffling feet and bobbing red hair.  He was too short by 
comparison for anything but his worn athletic shoes to be seen, and the way how Ron’s head 
appeared and disappeared almost randomly, it wasn’t easy to tell which set of feet belonged to 
whom.  Unless she cared to try and gauge their shoe sizes.  But that made her think of girls’ night, 
and the banter over the supposed correlation between the sizes of noses, hands and feet to the 
sizes of male genitalia…and she really didn’t want to think about her two best friends’ 
bits’n’bobbles… 
 
“Do y’think we’re doing the right thing, still?”  Ron asked, piquing Hermione’s interest.  “I mean, 
she did say they could now read each other’s thoughts at a distance…  Cor, the very thought of it 
creeps me completely out and back!” 
 
Harry’s voice chuckled softly.  “—Nice pun, Ron.  ‘The very thought of it’, indeed.  You know, 
for the longest time I never put much store in Muggle tales of telepathy, not even for a couple 
years after I became a wizard.  But I’ve been inside Snape’s mind, since then.  It’s a pretty 
pathetic, sour, unpleasant place.  Or at least it was, while I was taking Occlumency lessons.  I 
doubt it’s changed all that much.” 
 
“D’you really think he meant all those…all those nice things he said, last night?” 
 
She heard Harry sigh roughly.  “…God, I don’t know.  The man’s an utter mental mess, in my 
opinion.  I hope whatever’s linking them has already been broken, for Hermione’s sake, or will 
be, soon—how she’s remained sane when tied to those thoughts, I’ll never know.” 
 
Hermione very carefully kept her mental walls up, and her mental reactions calm.  Or at least 
low-key.  She didn’t want Severus accidentally hearing the unkind things they were saying about 
him.  They weren’t giving her lover much in the way of benefit of doubt, and it didn’t make her 
think all that well of them, despite the fact that they were her two closest friends.  Then again, she 
conceded, they simply didn’t know the Potions Master like she now did, and had no reason to 
know him any better than they currently did. 
 
“I hope it’ll be broken, too,”  Ron agreed, head briefly bobbing into view, like a glimpse of a 
robin-redbreast at the advent of spring.  “I mean, with Voldemort gone, there’s no need for any 
further collaboration between the two of ‘em, right?” 
 
“Well, that’s what we’ll find out.  And what they’re up to.  And if nothing else, we’ll have at least 
a couple bottles of this stuff, undifferentiated, ready for use at a moment’s notice.  It might come 
in handy, in the future.” 
 
“Yeah.  Oy—what do Hermione’s notes say about how long you can keep the stuff?  Anything?”  
Ron asked. 
 
There was a rustle of parchment before Harry answered.  “…Unrefridgerated, up to five months, 
maybe longer if it’s tightly corked.  Refridgerated, two months, tops.  But it extends the potion’s 
duration by almost a whole extra hour per swallow, to drink it chilled to near-freezing…and it 
also increases the awfulness of the taste proportionately.” 
 
“—Urgh!  I can see why ol’ Barty Junior drank it lukewarm from a plain old hip-flask, even if he 
had to do it by the hour.  Say—d’you reckon, if Hermione had a bottle of Snape’s 
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essence…d’you think he ever made a bottle of her essence?”  Ron asked from somewhere beyond 
the panel, making Hermione arch her brow at the perceptive question. 
 
“Merlin!  Don’t disgust me like that!”  Harry shot back.  “God, can you even imagine it?  Severus 
Snape, dressing up in drag?” 
 
“Or, better yet,”  Ron laughed scoffingly,  “what if he’d used it to change his ugly face, snuck 
into that girls’ night thing pretending to be Hermione, and spent a couple hours giggling and leg-
waxing, and god alone knows what other girly things they were doing?” 
 
Harry didn’t laugh.  Instead, his voice was thoughtful.  “I did hear there was a Slytherin girl who 
attended in Polyjuiced disguise, only nobody has said who she really was, not even from within 
Slytherin from what I’ve heard, because nobody seems to know…except for Hermione.” 
 
There was a hushed, pregnant pause, then Ron asked faintly,  “You don’t think…?—No.  No, no, 
no!” His voice rose a little as he made his denials, the back of his head bobbing into view.  He 
was standing on the left, she was pretty sure.  “Alright, there were some rumors about him being 
gay that were going around right after the start of mid-term, but no way is Professor Snape a 
raving, cross-dressing poufter!  I mean—no way!  I’d be far more likely to be gay than he would.  
It’s one thing to just joke about it, but…no!  Absolutely not.” 
 
Hermione smiled faintly.  Ron was dead-wrong in one regard; a man as secure in his masculinity 
as Severus was could cross-dress and cross-gender himself, and having a roaring good time as a 
female, without losing one whit of that masculinity when he changed back, either sartorially or 
physically.  But it was nice to know that her best friend had such absolute faith in the Potion 
Master’s heterosexuality.  Sometimes Ron could be a bit thick, yes, but his instincts were usually 
spot-on.  It was one of the things that made him a good strategist and tactician—it was how he’d 
known to throw that letter-opener Portkey at just the right moment, and that his place was to 
guard their backs for as long as he could while Hermione and Severus had taken the flanks, and 
Harry had faced down their long-time adversary, safe in the knowledge that his back was 
covered.  It was, she conceded, how the youngest male Weasley had known to be initially 
suspicious of the nature of her relationship with their Potions Master…yet still be thick enough to 
be oblivious on several other, more conscious levels. 
 
God help her, she loved him.  And Harry, too. 
 
“Well, we’re going to have to steal the hair tomorrow, or Wednesday,”  Harry told Ron as they 
shuffled about behind the door.  Not that they could step very far, because the stall was only so 
large, and they’d grown quite a bit since the days when the three of them had fit into the cubicle 
together.  “You remember what Dumbledore said last night?  While Snape was standing there 
next to Hermione?  How he wants everything to go back to normal, tomorrow?  I think he was 
doing it like he does the Look, secretly trying to tell the two of them to break their link.  
Dumbledore’s right; there’s no more purpose for them to continue reading each other’s minds.  
Since we know there’s no way the two would want to stay linked together—” 
 
“—Yeah, it’s Snape,”  Ron scoffed.  Hermione narrowed her eyes in irritation at the stall door.  
The redhead really had no clue, sometimes. 
 
“—Right, well, then they’ll have to get together today, since there probably wasn’t any time to do 
so yesterday or Friday night, and break the link.  However it’s supposed to be broken.  Which 
means by tomorrow, they shouldn’t know what each other is thinking anymore.  Which means by 
Wednesday, we can draw straws as to who has to go distract the greasy git, while the other one 
drinks a bit of Polyjuice, and interrogates her about what they were doing.” 

 
“God, I don’t know which one would be worse, having to talk to the git and distract him long 
enough to keep him away from her, or actually being him.  I mean, I could just vomit at the mere 
thought of it!” 
 
“So could I,”  Harry agreed with a snort. 
 
Hermione narrowed her eyes even further, this time thoughtfully, not irritably.  Quietly, making 
virtually no sound, she slipped back out of the bathroom, shutting the door as gently behind her as 
she could.  {Severus, love?  Got a moment?} 
 
[…I’m in the middle of preparing test questions for the end-of-term.  Is it important?] 
 
{What was that word Voldemort used to make us vomit up the potions we’d taken?  Was 
it…expurgomovere?} 
 
[Yes, that was it.  I’ve heard him use it a time or two, before.  A nasty but effective piece of 
advanced mediwitchery, mostly used in accidental poisonings.  You have something in mind?] 
 
{The boys think we’ll break our telepathic link tonight, so they’re going through with their little 
Polyjuice experiment after all…oh, bugger,}  she sighed as that piqued his interest, and surged his 
mind closer to hers to hunt down her sub-thoughts on the matter.  Hermione quickly filled him in 
on the details.  {I didn’t want to tell you they still had a purpose for the potion, because I knew 
you’d get angry at them, but basically they want one of them to distract you, and the other to take 
Polyjuice with a bit of your hair in it, and interrogate me on all the things I wasn’t telling them 
about our collaboration.} 
 
[I see…  Just out of curiosity, which one is going to be playing me?  Or have they drawn straws 
for that, yet?] 
 
{Well, it seems there’s a bit of a debate going on as to which, being you or distracting you, would 
be the short-straw loss.}  She sent it with a subcurrent of droll amusement, inviting him to see the 
humor in the situation.  Hoping he’d take it that way. 
 
Thankfully, he reciprocated, his mind-voice drawling in amusement,  […Yes, well, it is a difficult 
choice, to either be me, or suffer my company.  I take it you wanted to know about the Expurging 
Hex so you could force the Polyjuice out of whoever faces off against you, didn’t you?] 
 
{I think it would teach at least one of the boys a marvelous lesson about not meddling in my 
affairs again.  So to speak,}  she added with a blush, reaching the stairwell to return to Gryffindor 
Tower.  {It certainly was unpleasant for me to experience.} 
 
[It’s an advanced hex; you’ll need to practice that one before you can get it in one go.  Tell you 
what…if you’ll permit me to play a nasty little joke on whoever draws the semi-short straw of 
diverting me while the other attempts to interrogate you, I’ll play guinea-pig for you, tonight, so 
you can practice the spell.  Something mild and stomach-settling, of course, like an Antacid brew.  
That, I could take several times, and not harm myself.] 
 
This time it was Hermione who quested for his underlying thoughts.  {…You want to trick the 
other boy into drinking Essence of Severus Snape, too?  I think that’s a great idea, actu—oh, 
bugger.  I left the bloody bottle of your essence up in the Headmaster’s office Friday night, 
tucked into a bag of yours.  Which reminds me—did you get your cloaks back?] 
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{I did, though one was burnt in too many places to salvage.  Albus offered to replace it, seeing as 
how it was a ‘victim of the war’.  Hermione…if Albus really wants us to end this link, if either of 
us encounter him in the privacy of his office, he’ll probably say so outright,]  he cautioned her.  
[I’d rather not get into an argument with him about your extra-credit project; setting the pleasure 
aside, I think it’s too rarely explored a subject, academically, to not be given its due.  Your choice 
of experiments have been turning out to be rather intriguing.] 
 
{You mean, rather frustrating.  I’m still not getting anywhere with the juices-potion.} 
 
[Yes, well, that one’s a tricky thing to replicate.  Though well worth the effort.  I, er, think we 
should take a page out of your friends’ book, and wait until one of us can keep an eye on him, and 
the other can slip into his office and retrieve it.  By preference, you for the latter chore, since you 
know which bag you took, and where it might’ve been left.] 
 
Her stomach rumbled, giving Hermione an idea.  {Alright.  Let’s do it at lunch.  I can remain up 
in the Tower, slogging through my homework, until you tell me that he’s at the head table down 
in the Great Hall, then I can Floo straight across to his office and back, and come down to lunch 
the regular way with no one the wiser.  Anyone who asks can be told I was working on my 
homework, and no one will be the wiser for it, since it will have technically been true, and utterly 
believable.} 
 
[Good plan.  Now, stay out of my thoughts.  These may not be the test questions for your own 
class, but you’re supposed to learn and know these things on your own cognizance.] 
 
{Yes, Professor.} 
 
He groaned ruefully in the back of her mind, humor lacing his sub-thoughts.  [Bloody hell.  That 
makes erection number four this morning, thanks to your Pavlovian training of me with those two 
little words….  Must think bad thoughts to make it go away…must picture something nasty, to kill 
the lust…must imagine something abhorrently disgusting…Albus Dumbledore in a see-through 
negligee—ow, that’s worse than Castratus—I should’ve just frozen my undershorts…] 
 
Hermione’s laughter rang down the length of the staircase, as she mounted the last few steps to 
the Fat Lady’s portrait.  The Fat Lady gave her a quizzical look, but accepted her assertion of,  
“Protea cynaroides,”  even though the password-of-the-month—yet another Latin plant-name, for 
Neville’s sake—wasn’t the easiest password to pronounce while attacked by a fit of the giggles.  
Still chuckling to herself, Hermione stepped inside, returning to the piles of homework awaiting 
her on one of the tables. 
 
XCVII. 
 
The ‘heist’ pulled itself off smoothly, about an hour later.  Two fistfuls of Floo powder, and 
Hermione had the bag and the bottle stuffed into her trunk to await being returned later, along 
with his borrowed, Transfigured clothes.  She skipped down to lunch and enjoyed the meal, then 
trudged back up to the common room and slogged through the rest of her homework, occasionally 
admonishing the others to get to work, too, since they only had three and a half months at best 
until their N.E.W.T.s and O.W.L.s and final exams were upon them.  And pointing out that, just 
because Voldemort was dead, it didn’t mean that exams and tests and quizzes would be cancelled 
for the rest of the year. 
 
Not many of her fellow students were in a mood to work, but those in the fifth-year and seventh-
year finally buckled down, even Harry and Ron.  Every once in a while, they’d break off and 
discuss the battle—which Gryffindor Tower had heard in semi-edited but otherwise full detail 

Friday night during the preliminary celebrations—or to discuss the bizarre ‘kinder, gentler’ Snape 
that had surfaced last night at the ball.  Or ponder what the few Death Eaters who had escaped the 
Aurors might do, now that they no longer had a madman for a leader.  The concensus was that the 
more fervent followers would try to kill Harry, and the rest would try to hide any scars they 
might’ve picked up from Hermione’s transmogrification of their Dark Marks, and slink back into 
the shadows and under the rocks from whence they came. 
 
It was especially nice to sit at the same table as her two best friends, because the other students 
kept coming over and slipping The Boy Who Triumphed—and with a touch of lesser but no less 
honest admiration, Ron and her—boxes of sugar mice, packets of chocolate frogs, and bags of 
Bertie Bott’s Every Flavor Beans, not to mention sacks of crisps in flavors like Barbecued 
Boggart and Sour Cream Scream.  The latter, for all they were flavorful, were a bit annoying to 
try and eat, since the fried potato slices squealed every time someone grabbed one to pop in their 
mouth; a whole handful of the things sounded something like a box of sugar-mice would, if 
someone sat on it.  The Barbecued Boggart ones only tried to assume the outline of a scary form 
of food, such as brussle sprouts, or liver-and-onions; Hermione didn’t mind noshing on those 
ones as much. 
 
With lots of concentration and determination—and by skimping on half the usual number of 
extra-inches she normally gave to her assignments—Hermione got her chance to slip free a little 
early.  By eight-thirtyish she was down in the Potions classroom, Severus’ bag full of belongings 
on one shoulder and her bookbag on the other.  The door to his office was closed, the golden 
glow of candlelight seeping under the bottom of the panel.  She could hear the murmur of voices, 
one his and one a student’s.  A conference, then, and no telling with who or for how long. 
 
Sighing, she retreated to his quarters.  She didn’t want anyone else to come along and catch her 
lingering down here, or for the conference to end and whoever-it-was to see her in the classroom.  
Only when the greenish flames finished roaring and resuming their cheerful yellow glow did she 
tentatively tap on the walls of his mind.  {…Going to be long, love?} 
 
[I’m in conference with Draco.  We’ve gotten past the, “Why didn’t you ever tell me you were a 
spy?”  stage—which he’s agreed would’ve probably had him turning me in to his father’s mercy, 
which would’ve meant Voldemort’s lack thereof, earlier on in his life—and even the,  “I can’t 
believe you’ve been lying to me all along!”  accusations.  Plus the follow-up pouts of,  “How can 
I ever trust you, again?”  Which means, though I suspect I’ll be in here for another two hours, 
since this started right after supper, we’re now making quite a bit of progress in advancing our 
friendship with full-blow honesty, and encouraging the improvement of his character.] 
 
{Ah.  Well, I’ll leave you two alone, then, so you can get on with it.} 
 
[Hermione…did you really mean it, when you said you’d help him change his ways?] 
 
{Of course I did!  I’m still a little flabbergasted that he’d ask me, a ruddy Mudblood for 
help…but I meant every word.  For your sake, and maybe even a little bit for his.  We’ll see how 
much honest effort he puts into it.  He does seem to be trying, at the moment.  And you can tell 
him I told you so.} 
 
[Thank you, love.]  His gratitude warmed her, then retreated with the touch of his mind.  Leaving 
her alone in his sitting room. 
 
Well, she had lots of work to do.  Taking his clothes to his bedroom, she restored and tossed them 
in the hamper, stuffed the bag back into the drawer and his shoes in the closet, then took the 
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bottle of Polyjuice and her homework out to the lab.  Storing the amber jug on the ‘P’ shelf by the 
others, she debated what process to try next with her batch of feminine essence. 
 
Her gaze fell on the Grimoires, as she pondered.  Idly, she left the table she’d been using for her 
experiments and strolled over to the book.  It was a fact that the Wizard Vatsyanna had done quite 
a lot of research into the Eromantic arts, Tantric and otherwise.  It was also a fact that she and 
Severus were mostly operating on family rumors and speculations about what Veritamoria could 
do, and how the connection between them could be broken.  But they didn’t know, for absolute 
sure, how serious even the merest, fleeting sexual contact with another person might be. 
 
So far, hugs weren’t a factor; she’d hugged Ron and Harry, Cho and Ginny, and several other 
people any number of times since this whole, slightly bizarre adventure had begun, back in 
December.  Still, it would be useful to know if something just a tiny bit more serious than a 
friendly, platonic hug was all it would take to sever their connection, or if it would take some 
serious snogging, or even some actual shagging.  Lifting the heavy, large tome onto its faded 
spine, she held it in place, and stated firmly aloud,  “Show me everything you know about 
Veritamoria.” 
 
The book parted, revealing the start of what looked like an entire chapter, entitled,  The Ancient 
Tantric Rite of Veritamoria, or, How To Find Out If It’s True Love, Or True Disgust, 
Eromantically. 
 
It was true that Wizard Amalgo had the best translation books out there.  He’d been a veritable 
genius at multi-cultural communications, and Madame Pince, the school librarian, insisted on 
acquiring his versions of foreign texts whenever possible, despite their invariably higher price.  It 
was also thankfully true that the man had a sense of humor, as evidenced by the section’s title.  
Pulling a stool over, she fetched a quill, inkjar and notepad, smoothing the hem of her knee-
length denim skirt under her tight-covered thighs to prevent drafts as she settled down to skim the 
volume’s pages and take notes. 
 
Lots and lots of notes.  Much of it, she already knew, or at least realized she’d known it 
subconsciously, upon reflection.  For instance, she remembered that the amulet-phial had 
remained empty after they’d drunk from it; Hermione remembered lifting it in her hand to admire 
the sculpted gold and crystal vial, flat and round and somewhat swirled in its decorative style.  
And she knew that Severus had said that he’d told Voldemort that he had only one dose of 
Veritamoria, and yet he’d told her this in a way that suggested by emphasis that he knew there 
was a way to acquire more of the potion.  But she hadn’t known, until reading the book, that its 
apparent availability or unavailability was an actual property of the amulet itself. 
 
Veritamoria, once drunken and activated in the ritual-bonding they had undergone, would not 
reappear in that amulet when it was held in either her or his hand again, unless and until the bond 
between them was broken.  Thus, when Hermione was wearing the necklace right after the ritual, 
Voldemort would have seen an empty container, and presumed that Severus’ assertion was 
correct, that there was only the one dose.  But if the Basilisk Snogger had picked it up in his own 
hand, it would’ve refilled itself for him.  That was a horrible thought, to contemplate the dead 
madman forcing his thoughts and body so intimately upon another… 
 
As for breaking the bond between them, which would cause the potion to reappear at the touch of 
either of their hands, despite the way neither would be able to repartner each other nor take on 
another partner for an entire month…well, that was a matter of variable degree, she discovered.  
Literally.  It depended on which stage a couple was at, in their bonding. 
 

Veritamoria came in three stages, the basic one of Flesh-Bound, the intermediate one of Heart-
Bound, and the advanced one of Mind-Bound.  Technically there were four, but the odds of a 
couple being Soul-Bound, or the ‘eternal-stage’—a condition apparently arranged by Fate, and 
not by a wizard or witch’s determination and effort, unlike the other three stages—were listed as 
approximately one in a hundred thousand of that actually happening between any particular 
couple who passed through the Veritamoria ritual.  A rare number, indeed. 
 
Hermione set that possibility aside out of the sheer impracticality of it, though she did read the 
descriptions for Soul-Bound couples along with the rest of the text out of idle curiosity.  The meat 
of the matter was to look up things that would explain her bonding with Severus, after all.  Not 
flights of fantasy that were highly improbable, if fascinating to read. 
 
Marshalling her thoughts, Hermione focused on the important bits of the text.  Any of the three 
levels could be broken by full sexual intercourse and/or climactic masturbation with someone 
else, of course, but the thougth of doing that appealed to her as much as did thinking of Harry’s or 
Ron’s bits and bobbles—in other words, not at all.  She also doubted Severus would feel like 
snogging anyone else, in love with her as he was, so that wasn’t a factor to consider, either.  
Which pretty much left abstinence as the only means of breaking the bond between them. 
 
At the basic, Flesh-Bound level, the Veritamoria-paired couple could communicate telepathically 
at a physical touch.  Abstaining from sex for more than a quarter lunar cycle, seven and a quarter 
days, would cause the bond to wither, as would ‘sexual congress’, the definition of which rested 
on a series of factors.  Most of those revolved around the duration of the initial ritual and post-
ritual sexual activities—the less time taken during the ritual, and the less shagging immediately 
after it, the easier it was to break the bond.  A basic enough formula to compute, Arithmantically, 
save that there weren’t any really solidly described guidelines in the book, just suggested levels of 
intensity and seriousness.  She and Severus had progressed beyond this elementary stage, 
however, which complicated things a little more. 
 
According to the Grimoires, they were in the intermediate, or Heart-Bound stage, which included 
the basics of flesh-based communication, and which also allowed the Veritamoria-linked partners 
to communicate telepathically at a distance.  She already knew that while the touch of skin-on-
skin continued to transmit everthing without any ability to lie, the distanced communication they 
had could be blocked out by the use of Occlumentic techniques.  She had not know, however, that 
even with Occlumency, one still could not lie to one’s Veritamoria-linked partner even at the 
intermediate, distanced stage. 
 
The abstinence-risk at this stage was a little easier to bear, though; after one quarter lunar cycle, 
they’d be merely reduced to the basic level of touch-telepathy until their next mutually orgasmic 
sexual encounter.  The damage to the basic-level link would only come along if they abstained for 
longer than half a lunar cycle in one go, or fourteen and a half days.  At that point the bond would 
be broken, and they’d have to wait for a full turn of the moon before trying again.  So technically 
they could go without snogging while she visited her parents over the Easter holidays, since she’d 
be gone for a little over seven days, counting the fact that she’d leave early Saturday morning of 
one weekend and come back late Saturday evening of the next.  But Hermione didn’t like the 
thought of going without him for that long.  And there were all those escaped and uncaught Death 
Eaters still on the loose… 
 
Well, okay, maybe not so many, but there were undoubtedly some out there who had survived 
Voldemort’s mad treachery and her equally mad alteration of his Dark Mark, and there’d 
eventually be some who knew that she, Hermione Granger, had been instrumental in helping 
Harry defeat the Dark Lord  That meant there might be a risk of someone trying to attack her 
while she was on vacation.  Not being able to communicate instantly with Severus would be a 
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serious drawback to her ongoing safety, and vice versa for him.  It was that ability which had 
rescued him two nights ago, after all. 
 
And that was another fascinating little tidbit:  Wizard Amalgo, renowned practically worldwide 
for his sheer skill at communicative spells, had written in the text she was perusing that he 
himself had never heard of a distance at which the telepathic ability between an intermediate-
level, Heart-Bound couple did not work.  As he was still alive—very, very old, but still alive, by 
last accounts—and the translation copyright of the Grimoires when she quickly checked it at the 
front of the tome said it had been produced in the early 70’s, that literally meant two Veritamoria-
linked partners could literally be a world a part from each other in less than seven days’ travel, 
and still be able to hear and share their thoughts. 
 
That was an advantage she did not want to give up, not even for a few hours.  So, snogging over 
the holidays it is.  Good,  she thought with a little smile, tickling her lower lip with the feathery 
plume of her quill.  I do like snogging him… 
 
With the question of how to avoid breaking the link settled in her mind, more of her notes 
concerned the section on the Magical Advantages of Veritamoria.  It was here that she discovered 
how they’d managed to perform, not once, but twice, the extremely powerful and difficult 
transformation of Severus’s body, physically de-aging it by first seven years, then by six more.  
Raising magic sexually through the Art of Eromancy usually raised and concentrated a decent 
amount of energy—only the Puritanical view that had swept Europe and the colonized Americas 
in the last three centuries, in both the Muggle and wizarding worlds, had managed to suppress 
Eromantic activities in the Western World, since it was so bloody useful for ritual power-
gathering.  But a couple who were trained as Eromancers, or were training themselves to be 
Eromancers, and who paired themselves through the Veritamoria ritual, wound up with double, 
triple, or even quadruple the normal amount of power raised.  That meant, at the intermediate, 
Heart-Bound stage she and Severus had achieved, they were just barely capable of raising enough 
magic to physically alter his age, during their two Eromantic layayoga sessions. 
 
She shivered pleasurably at the memory of their last attempt.  It had been incredibly powerful, for 
all it had been almost spontaneous; Hermione literally hadn’t cared about the shoe that had left a 
visible bruise on her lower back, until well after the fact.  Just thinking about it made her long for 
Severus to reappear, so she could pounce on him and repeat the non-magical aspects of their 
explosive coupling… 
 
Bending her head firmly back to the Grimoires, she read further.  The next achievable stage was 
the advanced one, of course…and that sent her on another round of daydreaming; this time on a 
much more romantic theme, as she read the descriptions.  The advanced level, or Mind-Bound, 
represented a couple that had progressed to the intermediate stage of Veritamoria, and whom had 
decided to join their lives in a formal, magically binding Oath of Marriage. 
 
There were two ways to marry, in the wizarding world:  the Muggle way, with the signing of a 
civil document and perhaps a religious ceremony; and an Oathbinding, which was usually 
undertaken on top of the document and ceremony bits.  Couples had to be very careful when 
choosing an Oath of Marriage, for if they ever broke the vows they’d made, all sorts of horrible, 
nasty things happened, repercussing on the Oathbreaker.  It wasn’t nearly as popular in the 
current age to go through with that ritual as it was to simply get married, which was easier to 
dissolve and less disastrous if one of the couple slipped and broke their wedding vows. 
 
With Veritamoria, however, the couple already knew just how compatible they were with each 
other, and knew that they could tolerate a lifetime of each other’s thoughts.  Joined mentally, the 
amount of power available went from treble at the Heart-Bound stage to quadruple at the Mind-

Bound stage, whenever it was Eromantically raised.  Hermione’s head whirled with thoughts and 
possibilities.  The Oathbound couple would be permanently bound at the base-level of touch-
telepathy, which no amount of abstinence could break—only the breaking of their Oaths could do 
that—though they might have to have a heavy snogfest to re-establish communicating at a 
distance if they went without each other’s touch for too long, if she was reading the Grimoires 
correctly. 
 
 Thoughts and possibilities became daydreams, as her gaze unfocused a little.  She would get to 
live here with him, in the Chamber of Reflection, filling up those three spare bedrooms with those 
three children she’d mock-prophesied while shuffling Lavender’s tarot-cards.  She’d probably 
commute to work each day, if she took on an apprenticeship in the Research branch of the 
Department of Mysteries, Flooing to work and back through the hearth in the entrance hall here at 
the school—since one couldn’t Apparate or Disapparate on the school grounds—and at the end of 
each day, she could throw herself into his arms when he met her in the foyer, shocking the 
students and the staff with a kiss hot enough to rival the ones she’d shared with ‘Kathy’, not so 
long ago… 
 
…None of this, fascinating though it might be, was helping her to figure out how to fix her 
essence-replicating spell, however.  Time to get practical again.  Hermione started to leave the 
Grimoires alone, then frowned softly in thought.  It was probably just a wild shot in the dark, but 
she closed the heavy book, balanced it on its spine, and asked—almost facetiously, since she 
didn’t expect a reply—  “Can you show me feasible methods to use potion ingredients to produce 
a final-product, such as feminine essences that are being reproduced through a phallic substitute, 
without having to either draw up those essences from the original female in question save for 
maybe an initial, small sample, or go through the actual preparatory, potion-making steps, so long 
as the base ingredients are on hand for drawing upon?” 
 
The book balanced on its spine, upright and perfectly still when Hermione took her hands away.  
Sighing roughly in defeat—it had been a long-shot at best—Hermione pushed off of her stool and 
turned away.  And heard a thump.  Spinning around, she stared at the book, which now lay open.  
Leaning over the paving-stone sized page it had revealed, she bit her lip, trying to contain the 
squeal of excitement crawling up through her throat.  It escaped anyway, in a triumphant shout. 
 
“—YES!!” 
 
[What is it?]  Severus quickly asked, her excitement breaking through to him.  [What’s 
happening?] 
 
{I found it I found it I found it!}  she carolled in his mind, spinning and doing a little victory-
dance in front of the lab-table. 
 
[Hermione, calm down.  Now, what have you found?]  he repeated, curiosity colouring his mind-
voice. 
 
{I found the spell I need to create the potion I want to give to you as a bloody, tub-filling bath for 
your birthday prezzie!}  she exclaimed in an excited mental babble, drumming her hands happily 
on the table-top as she continued dancing in place, humming ecstatically in her happiness.  {I did 
it I did it I did it!  Well, actually, it was the search-command for the Grimoires that found it, but 
it’s in here!  And now, with three sets of spells, I can whip up a plethora of origami pussies, set 
out carbides for them to drip themselves into, and acquire enough of my tasty, personal brew for 
you to happily drown yourself in!] 
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A pained groan met her mental exclamation.  Hermione stopped dancing, puzzled.  He groaned 
again in the back of her mind, his cursing sub-thoughts tortured when she sampled them. 
 
{Severus?  What’s wrong?} 
 
[—I’ve got a fucking hard-on the size of a bloody sequoia, and I’m still stuck in a conference with 
my goddamned godson, that’s what’s wrong!] 
 
{Oh.} 
 
[Don’t “oh” me, you ruddy little succubus!  Help me figure out how to get him out of here in 
three seconds flat!] 
 
She giggled.  She suppressed it enough to keep from sharing it a projected sub-thought, and 
managed to stifle it physically into a snort, but his heated demand was funny.  Leaving her notes 
on the lab table, and the heavy tome opened to that wonderful, wonderful spell, Hermione hurried 
out to the sitting room.  As she passed the coffee table, she flicked out her wand, shouting,  
“Sartorlagen!”  then grabbed a double-pinch of Floo and snapped,  “Potions!” 
 
The green blaze whirled her out into the chill dungeon air of the classroom.  Striding over to the 
interconnecting door to his office, Hermione banged hard on the wooden surface with her empty 
hand, and banged hard again, until the thick oak panel was finally jerked open by an irritated 
Draco Malfoy.  He glared down at her. 
 
“What do you want, Granger?” 
 
“Time’s up!”  Hermione asserted firmly, if cheerfully.  He frowned in confusion and fell back a 
step into the office.  She quickly followed him inside, catching the sleeve of his school-robe with 
her free hand as she passed.  He closed the door hastily as she dragged him toward the hearth with 
a blunt, impatient,  “—Come on!  Back to your House, with you!” 
 
“Granger, I’m in the middle of a conference with my Head of House, here!”  Draco protested, 
resisting her urgings. 
 
He eyed her warily, as if she’d sprouted a second head.  Seated behind his office desk, face still 
flushed with desire, Severus stared at her in bemusement, too.  Thankfully, he didn’t interfere, as 
she continued tugging his godson inch by inch closer to the fireplace and its cheerfully crackling 
flames. 
 
“Yes, yes, and you can continue your conference tomorrow night, because it is now…nine-
twenty-three,”  she asserted, glancing at the nearby clock,  “and even if you’re a prefect and a 
seventh-year, you really need to be back in your House by half-past.  So there’s no sense in 
delaying your return, and risk losing any of those lovely House-points Dumbledore gave you for 
being smart enough to piss off joining the Death Eaters, and, oh look, I conveniently have a fistful 
of Floo Powder with your House name on it!  Off you go, into the fire!”  she exclaimed, casting 
her other handful of Floo Powder at the office-hearth.  “Slytherin common-room, supremacy!” 
 
“Hey—how did you know the password?”  Draco demanded in a hiss, pulling back from both her 
and the green-tinged flames.  His gaze fell down the length of her body.  “…Good god—Granger, 
you aren’t wearing any tights!  You…”  He quickly glanced over at his godfather, who was 
giving him a stony, neutral stare, at the way the Potions Master wasn’t protesting by one jot this 
invasion and bullying of him by the Head Girl.  Draco blinked at the two spots of colour tinting 

those normally sallow cheeks on the older wizard.  The younger man’s own face coloured, then 
abruptly paled.  “You’re not going to…to…urgh!” 
 
Hermione grabbed the front of his robe, jerking him close as he grimaced in disgust.  Mindful that 
anyone could poke their head through the fire from the Slytherin common-room at any moment, 
should they be curious about the Floo-coloured fire, she hissed under her breath,  “If you ever 
hint, by word, or by letter, or pantomime, or any other means—if you even think about what the 
two of us have been doing—I will not only not help you in your efforts to turn over a new leaf, 
Draco Malfoy, I will work actively to sabotage those efforts, with all the ruddy skill and 
viciousness of a Slytherin-born!  I trust I make myself clear?” 
 
He nodded frantically, almost desperately, grey eyes wide with alarm as he quickly raised his 
palms in surrender.  “Absolutely!  Word of honor, for what it’s worth.  Now, please let me go, so 
I can go scrub out my brain for the next hour with a Memory-Cleansing Charm?” 
 
“Certainly!”  Flashing him a grin, she shoved him onto the hearth, fluttering her fingers 
cheerfully as he stumbled into the emerald flames.  “Ta-ta!” 
 
The swirling, high-roaring flames whirled him out of sight and died down again as they resumed 
their normal height and golden colour.  Dusting off her hands, Hermione turned toward the desk, 
and the man still seated behind it.  Severus flicked his wand at both doors, locking each of them 
with little blasts of golden sparks aimed at the doorknobs, then swished the ebony shaft a third 
time, rippling the air outward in an eye-blurring shell.  Wrapping most of his office in a Silencing 
Sphere.  Tossing his wand on his desk, he shoved his chair back, fingers working impatiently at 
the placket of his tented, dark pants. 
 
“Get over here, Miss Granger.  Now.  You’d better say goodbye to the knickers under that skirt, 
because I’ll rip right through them without stopping to take them off!”  Severus all but growled at 
her, baring his reddened, turgid shaft as she slipped between him and his desk. 
 
“—I’m not wearing anything, under here,”  she retorted, and smiled wickedly at the way his dark 
eyes widened, the way his bared loins visibly twitched with need.  Even his scrotum drew up with 
anticipation, as he gave her a smouldering, hot, almost angry look for the tease.  Hermione flicked 
out her own wand, Transfiguring the chair under him, making the armrests vanish.  She couldn’t 
stop the giggle that bubbled up out of her throat as he scowled at the delay.  There was just 
something so empowering about marching in here, tossing Draco Malfoy out on her ear, and then 
teasing the man with the admission of which garments she had already left behind.  Stooping 
over, she teased a lock of his dark, soft hair with her fingertips.  “Patience, Sevvy; I don’t want 
anything between your lap and me but a magnificent orgasm.” 
 
“Whatever the lady wants, the lady gets,”  he growled, grabbing her by the hips.  Pulling her 
impatiently over his lap, Severus barely gave her enough time to balance herself.  No sooner was 
she in place, belly to his chest, skirt hiked up to her hips, and knees splayed wide enough to 
straddle both him and the chair, than he pulled her down, probing her depths and thrusting up 
inside almost in the same go. 
 
Once, twice—a tortured growl ripped out of his throat as he ejaculated on the second stroke, 
triggering a ripple of equally fast and hard pleasure through her own body, convulsing her around 
him with a startled gasp.  His heel thumped against the floor, spasming, then he sucked in a hard 
breath and gripped her hips, lifting and slamming her down again, impaling her on him.  
Hermione sobbed from the rough, deliriously skillful impact, her climax shooting up another 
level or two.  {—Ah, god!  So deep!} 
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[Hermione—my love!]  Emotion poured out of him, a torrent fiercer than the ongoing, orgasmic 
rush of his loins, wilder than her cries.  It flooded from deep within him, pouring into her without 
restraint or limitation.  Sobbing from the impact on her heart, she wrapped her arms around his 
head and shoulders, kissing him raggedly as her breath caught in her throat with each panting 
gasp.  He kissed her back with equal fervor, cupping her face in his hands, briefly centering their 
lips, feeling her own returning love burning into his veins, searing his heart with its blazing-bright 
sincerity, heating him from the heart outward in the warmth of her vivid regard and her 
impassioned embrace. 
 
Hers wasn’t the only face wet with tears, when the pumping of his manhood eased, nor his the 
only arms that trembled when her flesh ceased squeezing his.  Breathing heavily as their mutual 
climax subsided, Severus nuzzled her throat, cradling her to his chest, at a loss for any words.  He 
nuzzled her again, surreptitously drying his face on the raspy-soft knit of her jumper’s collar.  A 
tiny fear lingered in his heart, as the woman he loved so passionately rested limply in his 
embrace; only that finally prompted him into mental speech. 
 
[Love…Hermione, are you alright?] 
 
She sniffed to clear her nose.  {I can’t breathe.  I hate that, when I cry.  My face gets all blotchy, 
and my nose gets all stuffy.} 
 
[Are you alright with…with what just happened?]  he clarified cautiously.  [Emotionally 
speaking?] 
 
Hermione sniffed again, sitting back.  She shuddered and closed her eyes mid-shift, feeling an 
aftershock pass through her at the delectable change in position, impaled as she still was.  
Opening her eyes, she smiled ruefully at him and sniffed again.  {Well, aside from the fact that 
you made me all weepy again…yes, I’m alright.  I’m fine.  Bloody marvelous.  How about you?} 
 
Relief flooded his veins, spilling over onto her, prompting her into a smile.  Tugging free one of 
the hands still looped behind his neck, Severus brought it to his lips for a kiss, his dark gaze 
locked with her lighter one.  [Never better.] 
 
A second aftershock shivered through her, triggered by his steady regard, the blatantly romantic 
dusting of that mouth against her knuckles, and that deep, quiet, silken voice caressing her mind.  
{Ohhh…I could love you forever and a day or two…} 
 
[So could I.  Love you, I mean.  I’m not sure I could love myself in quite the same way,]  he teased 
her quietly, smiling as she quirked a brow at him. 
 
Shifting her hands free, Hermione planted them on her denim-rumpled hips, giving him an 
impatient look.  {Honestly, Severus!  All you have to do is ask, and I’d gladly quaff another taste 
of Polyjuiced-You!} 
 
That made him snort with laughter, and wrap his arms around her, pulling her close once again.  
[Minx.] 
 
She returned the embrace.  {Wastard.  Oh, that reminds me; you’ll need to Transfigure the color 
of my dress soon, if you’re to pick out the best shade of green for me.  I’ll bring it down with me 
on Wednesday.} 
 
[Mm, yes, Wednesday.]  He kissed her jumper-covered breasts, nuzzling the valley between them 
with his nose—Severus knew all about her odd obsession with his nose, and knew it would please 

her—then lifted his head with a smirk..  [Care to make a wager as to which one of your two best 
friends will get the semi-short straw of being me?] 
 
{Sure.  Who’s your pick for Polyjuice, and what’s the wager?}  she asked, curious. 
 
[Ronald Weasley—his luck will simply be that terrible on the draw—and a slice of Chocolate 
Suicide, served on your stomach.  Without a fork, so I’ll have to eat it from your flesh with my 
lips.]  His black-coloured eyes gleamed with wicked promise.  [Shared with you, of course, in 
deliciously slow kisses.] 
 
{Mm, scrumptious image—but it’ll be Harry, no contest, while Ron tries to play keep-away-from-
Hermione with you.} 
 
[…And your wager, should you win?]  he returned, equally curious. 
 
She smiled wickedly.  {The same thing, of course!} 
 
[I think I can accept that offer.  Chocolate Suicide, served cold and moist on your navel, inches 
from savoring your slick depths…] 
 
{I meant served on your belly, not mine,}  she scoffed, smiling.  {Inches from swallowing your 
raging-hot prick.} 
 
[Mm…well, it’ll be winner’s choice, won’t it?  Though we’ll both be the winners, I think,]  he 
mused with a sexy little smile that was just a few shades more amused than a smirk.  [In the 
meantime, I think I’m safely deflated enough to make it back to my quarters in your company.  We 
can go down to my private lab, work out these spells of yours, test them, celebrate with some 
more torrid lovemaking, and lay plans to catch your two best friends in their own little 
trap…correction,]  he amended as she shifted position, getting ready to dismount.  [After I make 
love to you at least one more time, right here.  Maybe even sprawled all over my desk; I believe 
it’s the right height for something…vigorous.] 
 
{Oh, dear,}  she murmured, more amused than sympathetic as she shifted her hips and tightened 
her inner muscles experimentally on the flesh still impaling her nicely.  {Is that another erection I 
feel?} 
 
[One of far too many, these days.  Do me a favour, love, and don’t de-age me again, not for at 
least another six or seven years,]  he ordered her, leaning in to nip seductively at her throat.  [I 
don’t think I could handle being any younger and randier.  Not coupled with the mere thought of 
your company for constant stimulation, let alone the blessed, utterly arousing reality…] 
 
XCVIII. 
 
The theft of the hair was neatly done; Severus’ ears pricked at Potter’s soft, almost inaudible hiss 
of,  “Accio Snape’s hair!”  as he passed the young man on his way into the classroom on Monday 
morning.  If he hadn’t been waiting for something like this, he probably wouldn’t even have 
heard it, Harry spoke so softly.  He didn’t acknowledge his awareness of the theft in any form, 
however.  Not when permitting the act would allow him a neat little revenge against the boy. 
 
There was still a part of him that longed to see the arrogant, scarred prat puking up his guts, 
though he admitted the youngest male Weasley would do in a pinch, depending on which boy got 
the semi-short straw.  It wasn’t easy, letting go of so many years of that bad habit, hating the boy.  
He knew Hermione was having a softening influence on him, and acknowledged silently to 
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himself that it was a good thing, letting go of his anger and hatred, and even merely his dislike of 
the boy…but it wasn’t an easy thing. 
 
Spotting her already in her seat at the front of the class, cauldron fetched from the storage shelves 
and bubbling away, dishes of ingredients neatly arrayed around her in preparation for the days’ 
classwork, he touched her mind.  [Harry just stole one of my hairs.  The game is engaged.] 
 
{I thought he’d be the one.  It’s amazing; Ron can catch or toss just about anything with his bare 
hands with a remarkable degree of accuracy, which is what makes him such a ruddy good 
Keeper…but put a wand into his fingers, and he can’t hit the proverbial brick wall, half the time.} 
 
[It’s a good thing Lord Voldemort’s dead, then,]  he mused, reaching his lectern and flicking his 
wand at the chalkboard.  Addressing the class, he called them to order.  “Settle down.  The 
instructions for the second-stage Famampulla potion are on the chalkboard—I said, settle down!  
Ten points from Slytherin!” 
 
His voice snapped over his students’ heads like the crack of a whip.  Atteborough stopped trying 
to toss spare ingredients at Potter, looking up at the Potions Master in shock.  Malfoy also looked 
up quickly, narrowing his pale grey eyes a little in speculation, while the two female Slytherins 
stopped giggling, shocked by the loss of House-points. 
 
Severus let his voice roll through the watchful silence his command had engendered, as low and 
dangerous as a rumble of thunder in the distance.  “Up until this last Friday, I have been 
constrained to favour my own House over the others, and to do so beyond all reasonable 
consideration.  I had done so in order to maintain my position among Voldemort’s Death Eaters 
as one of his loyal, obedient, favour-currying followers—it would have been impolitic to risk 
offending your families, after all, not to mention all the more difficult to spy upon them if they 
didn’t think I favoured them, and therefore favoured their many fallacies. 
 
“That favouritism is now at an end.  Favouring Slytherin,”  he sneered,  “has done nothing but 
create an entire generation of wastrels and spoilt little brats who can’t even be bothered to tell 
when their cauldrons are face-up.  Favouring you, coddling you, has led you to believe that you 
need only smile, and simper, and maybe even whinge just a little, and you’ll get your way in the 
world.” 
 
He let the cold words seep in for a moment, noting with private pleasure that, of all the Slytherins 
in his Advanced Potions class, his godson actually looked thoughtful, rather than shocked or 
sulky.  He smiled tightly, coldly, at the rest. 
 
“It is now my distinct pleasure to tell you that the big, bad world outside these walls will not care 
whether you sulk or smile…and neither will I.  Not in this classroom.  Not during classtime.  
Outside of class, I will continue to be your Head of House.  That will not change.  Inside these 
four walls, however, you will either toe the same harsh line as the other three Houses, or explain 
to your fellow Slytherins how you managed to lose so many more points, after this moment.  
With or without the Dark Lord,”  Severus drawled,  “I am still the toughest teacher in this entire 
school, and you will feel the weight of my displeasure, should you fail to live up to my exacting 
standards in your conduct as well as your academic performance. 
 
“Now, the instructions for the second stage of the Fame-Bottling Brew are on the chalkboard.  
Begin your preparations immediately; you have a limited amount of time in which to correctly 
fulfil every last step, this hour.” 
 

Hermione stared up at him.  He met her gaze briefly, and noted the open admiration shining in her 
eyes.  Frowning at her, he prodded her back to her senses. 
 
[Stop staring at me like that; someone might notice.  You’re not supposed to look at me like 
you’re in love with me…though I appreciate the sentiment.] 
 
She ducked her head, bending it first to her notebook, then lifting her gaze to the chalkboard, 
copying down the instructions.  {Sorry.  I’m having a very hard time not bursting into applause 
at the moment.  That was a magnificent speech!} 
 
[Thank you.]  He paused a beat, then said out loud, deliberately in a trace of his usual sneer,  
“…When you’re all done with your potions, we can always try bottling a little of Mr. Potter’s 
fame.  How would you like that, Potter?  Knowing that your classmates will go home for the 
holidays with a vial of your victory in their pockets?” 
 
Harry lifted his head, his green eyes steady as they met the older man’s gaze.  “It was a joint 
victory, as  you well know, Professor, achieved only with the assistance of many.  Including your 
own.  I think I should like to bottle a little bit of your fame, Professor, to take home at the end of 
class.” 
 
Severus blinked in shock at the clever, coolly delivered rejoinder.  He heard the tiniest snork-
sound from the young, curly-haired woman seated directly before him, and could feel how hard it 
was for her to suppress her laughter.  He forced a quick verbal recovery, giving Potter a 
contemptuous look.  “….If you can manage to brew it properly, boy, I might permit it.  Get to 
work!” 
 
She choked again, and quickly busied herself with the many outlined steps scribed on the 
blackboard, before her lab-partner could question her on the incompletely smothered sounds of 
her laughter. 
 
By the end of class, two of the potions had failed utterly; thankfully none of them belonged to 
Hermione, Ron, Harry, or even Draco—one bubbled over in a bright shade of cerulean blue, 
staining the hapless Hufflepuff girl’s robes as she frantically tried to contain the suddenly 
voluminous liquid, while the other spat dark green sparks that whistled a dozen different tunes 
off-key as they arched out of the pot like ill-tempered Weasley’s Wildfire Whiz-Bangs, burning 
Atteborough’s arms.  Severus evanesco’d each of their potions, deducted points for their failures, 
and packed Atteborough off to the Infirmary to have his injuries treated. 
 
The other potions wound up on his desk in a line of carefully labelled bottles.  Severus, prowling 
the room as the students finished their work, peered into the cauldron of the Boy With Too Much 
Ruddy Fame, who was up at his desk, finally delivering his sample.  Late as usual, for the others 
had already cleaned their lab tables and were now hurrying out to their next morning classes.  The 
potion, however, looked to be competently brewed. 
 
He waited until Harry came back, the young man eyeing him warily as he approached.  Severus 
had already debated the irony of this potion being on the syllabus at this moment back on Friday, 
when they’d started brewing it.  He’d finally conceded it was an accidental but propitious pairing, 
steeping over the very same weekend that the most infamous wizard of the last three generations 
met his end at the hands of the most famous youth of the past seventeen years.  His friend Ron 
lingered with the last few stages of cleaning his equipment, as did Hermione, though she had 
already finished her chores.  Lurking, no doubt, to hear whatever he might have to say to the 
young man.  Severus didn’t speak loudly, but neither did he speak softly, as he addressed Harry. 
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“…I believe I once told you, Mr. Potter, on your very first day in this classroom, that fame isn’t 
everything.  I am pleased to see you have learnt your lessons reasonably well, in the interim.  
Fame is fleeting, at best; it is a fickle creature, capable of morphing into infamy at the slightest 
shifting of the wind.  Character is what lasts, even when put to the most rigorous test.  Your 
greatest enemy has been vanquished, yes, but the real danger lies in allowing yourself to believe 
in how special everyone will be telling you that you are in the years to come, for a single act that 
happened in the span of less than half an hour.  Such pamperings, flatterings, and ego-panderings 
will only lead someone of weak character to be as soft-headed and arrogant as any Slytherin I’ve 
been forced to mollycoddle through the years.” 
 
“I’m sure you’ll do your best to deflate my ego, if that ever happens…sir,”  Harry added with a 
deliberate pause before the honorific. 
 
“I wouldn’t do you the disservice, otherwise,”  Severus promised.  “Granger, Weasley, help him 
clean up.  I want the lot of you out of here in two minutes.” 
 
The three of them worked quickly to comply.  Hermione glanced his way as she magicked the 
extra ingredients back into the storage cupboards.  {That was really well-said of you.} 
 
[I find myself somewhat surprised that I meant every word…but I do.  It would be a disservice to 
allow him to believe that everyone will fawn over him for who he is and what he’s done.  I don’t 
want him to get a ruddy swelled head—the less arrogant the boy is, the more I’ll be able to 
tolerate him.  And…perhaps one day like him, for your sake.] 
 
{I know.  I’m very proud of you.} 
 
[Run off to Runes class, love, before I’m tempted to snog you right here and how, and shock your 
two friends into youthful heart-attacks.] 
 
Complying, Hermione left the classroom with Harry and Ron, slinging her book-bag over her 
shoulder.  Ron tapped her on the shoulder as they headed up the narrow stairwell that led out of 
the dungeons level at this end of the castle. 
 
“—Oy, ‘Mione.  Is he…y’know, for real?  With all this nice crud he keeps saying?”  the redhead 
asked her. 
 
“As real as can be, I suppose.  Not that I’d really know or care, now.”  She phrased it casually, 
carefully maintaining the illusion of their presumption she had ended her telepathic link with 
Professor Snape. 
 
“So, that project-thing is over between the two of you, now?”  asked Harry as he glanced over her 
shoulder at her.  “Whatever it was.” 
 
“You could say that,”  she hedged seemingly carelessly. 
 
“So, what was it?”  Ron prodded her.  “What were the two of you doing?” 
 
“Yeah, will we finally see you back to studying in the common room like you used to?”  Harry 
prompted, shifting his own book-bag higher on his shoulder as they reached ground level and 
started up the steps towards the first first floor. 
 
She snorted.  “Hardly!  I can’t concentrate half the time when I’m in there.  Not when everyone 
else is acting like a group of rabid monkeys.  I told you; I’ve got a study-nook hidden in one of 

the other rooms in the castle.  I’ll just occupy most of my attention there with my homework, and 
various projects.  We’ve barely got enough time to study for our final exams as it is.” 
 
“Oh, bloody hell,”  Ron muttered, rolling his eyes as he trudged up the steps beside her.  “Here 
she goes again, nattering on about the N.E.W.T.s!” 
 
She frowned at him, though it was an old argument by now.  “They’re important, Ron!” 
 
“Yes, but they’re not the end of the world,”  Harry pointed out.  “I’m more concerned about this 
mystery mid-term exam he’s got planned for us, next week’s Friday.  That’s a lot closer than the 
end of June.  You didn’t get anything out of his head on the matter?” 
 
“Not that I know of…and not that I’d tell, anyway.”  She had a sneaking suspicion that Severus 
had simply cobbled together his claim of even tougher, deadlier concoctions than usual for their 
mid-term final, just to cover up that huge ruddy smile of his he’d sported the other week.  “I do 
try to play by the rules, you know.” 
 
“So, where’s this secret hidey-hole of yours, anyway?”  Ron asked her ingeniously, next. 
 
“As if I’d let either of you two know!  Don’t forget to check on the Polyjuice Potion,”  Hermione 
reminded both of them pertly.  “Today’s the day that you have to add the boomslang skin, if you 
still want to continue making it.” 
 
They exchanged quick glances, and Harry shrugged as casually as he could.  “Sure.  Just because 
Voldemort’s gone doesn’t mean all of his Death Eaters will drop permanently off the radar, too.  
It’s a good thing to have on hand, as you proved back on Friday.  Though I’ll thank you not to 
ever imitate him around me again; I still shudder at how realistic you were!” 
 
“Yeah, don’t do it ever again.  Er, what’s a ‘radar’?”  Ron enquired blankly.  His two Muggle-
raised friends shared a quick, rueful smile.  Hermione, shaking her head, occupied the last few 
steps before they parted company in the endeavor to explain the Muggle machine. 
 
IC. 
 
[Ah, damn, I lost the bet.] 
 
{Did you, now?}  Hermione asked with a sub-thoughted hint of laughter in the back of his mind. 
 
Severus stared at the tall, redheaded youth gulping in his office doorway, looking distinctly 
uncomfortable from the instant the Potions Master had jerked open the door.  [Well, it’s not much 
of a loss, if whatever you’ll want to claim as your prize is something I’ll enjoy, either in giving or 
receiving.  I expect you’ll be seeing Potter-as-me, shortly.]  Out loud, he said as he stepped back,  
“Come in, Mr. Weasley.  You wanted to speak to me about something?” 
 
“Er…yes.  Um…about the Fame-Bottling potion.  I’m still not quite sure how it can bottle fame, 
when fame is such an intangible quality,”  he blurted out, surprising Severus with the 
perceptiveness of the question.  “I know you gave us a brief explanation on Friday, but…it kind 
of got lost in all the excitement, afterwards, and I was really, really hoping you’d be willing to 
explain it to me all over again.  I just know the question is going to come up in the N.E.W.T.s, 
and I don’t want to let your abilities as a teacher down.” 
 
Severus arched a brow at that.  [My, he’s laying it on a little thick.] 
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{You’d think with a mother as perceptive as Molly Weasley, he’d have learnt a little discretion by 
now,}  Hermione tsked, as she strolled along the third-floor corridor that had once been banned to 
all the students, seven years ago.  {Ah, here you come now!  Intercepting my Head Girl patrol, no 
less.  Which Ron, of course, would know all about as a fellow prefect.} 
 
[Time to put our plans into action, then. Care to join minds more closely, and observe the 
humiliation of both at the same time?] 
 
{I’d love to, actually.} 
 
Gesturing at the chair across from his desk, Severus told the freckled redhead,  “Sit down, Mr. 
Weasley.”  He paused and frowned deliberately.  The dunderhead wasn’t even prepared to fill out 
the details of his little lie.  “…Did you not bring a scroll and something to write with?  Or did you 
expect your memory to suddenly improve by vast leaps and bounds, simply from being in my 
office?” 
 
“I, er…I didn’t even think about that,”  he stammered, amusing Severus as his blush competed 
with his freckles for colour. 
 
“—Miss Granger,”  Harry-as-Severus drawled, coming to a halt in front of her, stopping her in 
her tracks.  “I was wondering if I could have a word with you.  In private.” 
 
{Harry’s doing a nice job of imitating you, so far,}  Hermione praised, nodding and opening the 
nearest door.  It led into a dusty, cobwebbed gallery whose portraits had been removed, leaving 
lighter patches of squares and rectangles outlined by age-darkened stone.  “Will in here do, 
Professor?” 
 
“For the moment.”  He closed the door behind him, then turned to face her.  “About your 
project…” 
 
“There’s a stack of scrap parchment and a quill and inkjar on that shelf over there,”  Severus 
instructed Ron.  As soon as the boy’s back was turned, he pulled out his wand and flicked it, 
silently casting a Levitation Charm.  He’d hoped to be caught in his office by the youth, and had 
planned accordingly.  An illusion of a fist-sized spider—one which extended to the sense of touch 
as well as sight—scrabbled out of the shelving and ran up Weasley’s arm as he reached for the 
indicated supplies.  Ron yelped and frantically batted the creature away from him. 
 
Not before its illusioned pinchers had pinched him, though.  Severus quickly ‘immobilized’ his 
illusion with a flick of his wand as it landed on the floor and tried to scuttle out of sight, stooping 
to examine the creature.  He straightened quickly, stomped on it firmly, pretending to smash it, 
and quickly grabbed for the younger man’s hand.  “—Did it bite you, boy?” 
 
“What about my project, Professor?”  Hermione asked ingeniously, innocently, waiting to see 
what sort of prodding question Harry-as-Severus could offer. 
 
“Do you feel you’ve successfully mastered the proper techniques?”  he asked her, just as 
ingeniously,  “Or do you feel the need for more practice?” 
 
{What do you say, love?  Have I successfully mastered the  “proper techniques,”  or do I need 
more practice?} 
 
[Stop laughing; I’m trying to keep a straight face, here,]  he chided her, making a show of 
peering at the pinch-mark, which had drawn a tiny amount of blood.  “That’s a particularly 

poisonous species, Weasley.  No doubt escaped from one of Professor Hagrid’s abhorrent 
collections.  You’re lucky I have a sample of the antivenin on hand.  Sit down, before you keel 
over.  I’ll get it for you.” 
 
“I’m not sure,”  Hermione hedged with an affected wince.  “I think I’ve got it mastered…but I 
know it would really help me to cement the principles, if I’d had just a little bit more practice 
before…before Voldemort was finished, and everything ended.” 
 
Harry-as-Severus tightened his thin-altered lips, then nodded slowly.  “I admit your zeal to 
perfect your abilities as a witch has always impressed me.  Very well; we will continue 
practicing.  There are still other dangers one has to guard oneself against, even with the Dread 
Lord defeated.  But this time, we should meet in a different place and time as before.  The others 
have been growing suspicious of our…activities.” 
 
“…Here you go.  Swallow that in one gulp, and don’t hesitate,”  Severus ordered his hapless, 
panicking, unwitting victim.  “Time is wasting, boy.” 
 
Ron grabbed the opaque grey vial he was handed, and knocked back its contents.  He grimaced in 
disgust, handed the ceramic bottle back—and started shuddering, his flesh buckling as it 
rearranged itself into a mirror image of the Potions Master looming over him.  Luckily, his frame, 
while more broad-shouldered, wasn’t that much different in overall size; unlike Hermione’s 
tranformations, none of his garments ripped as the Polyjuice remoulded his image.  He jerked 
both of his hands up in front of his face as the convulsions eased, staring in confusion at the long, 
thin, freckleless fingers he’d developed.  “What the—?” 
 
“Yes, quite suspicious,”  Hermione agreed with a slow nod of her head as she sauntered up to 
Harry-as-Severus.  He frowned at her, then backed up warily, until his spine hit the closed door.  
Smirking, she touched his cloak-swathed body—it was apparently their best compromise on 
copying a Snape-style wardrobe—and slid her fingers over his chest, in a deliberately intimate 
caress that cupped one pectoral muscle. 
 
Harry-as-Severus swallowed, eyes widening wildly in shock.  “Herm—Miss Granger!  What are 
you doing?” 
 
“I’m trying to practice and improve my technique, what else?”  she murmured sweetly, leaning in 
closely with as seductive a look as she could manage.  From his terrified expression, she was 
frightening her best-friend, almost adequately enough to pay for the trick he was playing on her.  
“Why so scared, Sevvy?  You never protested when I practiced my Eromancy on you, before…” 
 
“…Perhaps a mirror would help you to understand better,”  Severus all but purred, enjoying the 
redhead’s disconcertion.  Snapping open a scroll—some third-year’s essay on wolfsbane—he 
tapped it with his wand, Transfiguring it into a reflective, silvery sheet.  Ron gaped at his dark-
haired, dark-eyed, sallow-skinned, long-nosed image.  “Comprehending your situation yet, Mr. 
Weasley?” 
 
“E-E-Eromancy?”  Harry stammered, demonstrating to Hermione that Severus’ voice could 
actually squeak, if disconcerted enough. 
 
The best part of playing this little role what that she was telling him the absolute truth…in a way 
that he would take it as an absolute lie.  When the truth came out again later, he wouldn’t have a 
soap-box to stand on, if he tried to accuse her of not telling him the truth.  Hermione grinned up at 
him, leaning in so close, their mouths were only a fingerlength apart, and her body pressed 
against the warmth of his.  “Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten so quickly…  Maybe I do need some 
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more practice,”  she purred, swaying back before he could do more than swallow, and shrugging 
out of her school robe with seductive little rolls of her shoulders while he watched, aghast,  “if 
you could be so quick to forget all that we’ve shared, and…suffered together.  Perhaps this will 
refresh your memory…?” 
 
“Perhaps this will help clarify the matter,”  Severus murmured, and lifted his wand, even as she 
flicked hers out of its hidden, bracelet-strung wallet.  [Three, two, one—] 
 
“Expurgomovere!” 
 
The spell impacted simultaneously in two different locations, on two different targets.  With a 
wince for his office floor, Severus watched Ron Weasley lurch forward out of his seat, dropping 
to hands and knees as he retched up the potion-bearing contents of his stomach, and the dinner 
that he’d eaten less than an hour before.  Skipping back a little further to make sure he cleared her 
shoes, Hermione watched with a wry look as Harry dropped with a grimace of pain and a clutch 
of his cloak to his abdomen, ridding his own body of the Polyjuice clouding his flesh with a 
tortured, heave-interrupted groan. 
 
Watching silently, they both waited for the spasms to wring out the boys’ stomachs, restore their 
bodies, and finally subside.  Only when the last heaving had stopped in both locations did they 
stoop and aim their wands at the messes the two groaning young men had made. 
 
“Evanesco!” 
 
Only the sour-sweet scent lingered behind, in the gallery.  Hermione straightened, staring down at 
her best friend of the past seven years, waiting patiently for him to look up.  When he did, the 
first one between him and Ron to recover, she spoke. 
 
“…That was a really rotten trick you tried to play on me, Harry.  Which is why I played a rotten 
trick on you, too.  I told you I couldn’t, and wouldn’t, talk about my project.  Not while it was 
happening, and not even now.” 
 
He straightened on his knees, still clutching his gut under the folds of black wool enveloping him.  
“You said…you said you’d tell me and Ron what was going on, after Voldemort was defeated.  
But then you put us off again, Friday night.  And Saturday, and Sunday, and every time we’ve 
asked since!” 
 
“Yes, and I’ll continue putting you off, too, until after the school-year is through.  And even then, 
I won’t tell you everything.  The Expurgiating charm I just used on you is only a small example 
of what I’ve suffered at Voldemort’s hands, Harry—that was the same hex he used on me, Friday 
night, if you hadn’t noticed.” 
 
Ron finally lifted his head.  “What…what the hell was that for?” 
 
“To teach you a lesson,”  Severus told him coldly.  “To not meddle in affairs that are not your 
own.  I suppose you thought you got off lightly, not having to be turned into me, unlike your 
partner-in-crime.  That is why I planted the illusion of a poisonous spider, to give you a reason to 
drink whatever I handed you.  So that you could suffer just like him, too.” 
 
“You, er, know about…Harry?”  he asked, rubbing his sore stomach. 
 
“A single point to Gryffindor, for being smart enough to figure that out,”  he drawled 
sarcastically.  “Miss Granger is confronting him even as we speak.  No doubt he has also spewed 

out the dregs of the Polyjuice Potion he drank, altering him to resemble me.  Under the effects of 
the same nasty hex your friend and I suffered at Voldemort’s hand, last Friday.  How does it feel, 
to have a small taste of the things she and I have suffered in secret, for the benefit of the Order?” 
 
“—Awful,”  Ron moaned, looking like he was going to be sick again. 
 
“Now, I’m only going to say this one more time, Harry James Potter,”  Hermione asserted.  “I’m 
not telling you what we did, or why; not one more word.  Not now, and not for some time to 
come.  The rest of your punishment is to suffer your curiosity in silence…because if you ever try 
a trick as stupid and potentially cruel as this one, I will do things to you that will take the 
mediwizards at St. Mungo’s months to cure!  And if you really piss me off, I’ll sic Professor 
Snape on you! 
 
“Oh, and as soon as I’m done with you here, I’m going to go grab a bottle of that Polyjuice Potion 
of yours for myself, and if you step out of line again, you’ll never know who it really is, the next 
time someone picks on you!”  That was so she could get away with snitching a sample of the 
potion for Severus to grade, but the ruddy, bespectacled git didn’t need to know that. 
 
“…I trust you will remember your foolishness in the months to come before the end of the school 
year, Ronald Eugene Weasley,”  Severus informed the freckled young man coldly.  “Because if 
you do not drop this subject and cease pestering your friend, Miss Granger, you will rediscover 
that, deep down under my new ‘nice-guy’ personality, I’m still the same sadistic, sour, cruel 
bastard who ever stalked like a vampire through the halls of Hogwarts, sucking the points and the 
joy out everyone I encounter…and that I will enjoy, greatly, sucking the life out of you.” 
 
They spoke one more time simultaneously, across the distance separating them.  “—I trust I have 
made myself clear?” 
 
The boys groaned piteously simultaneously, though they didn’t know it.  Harry looked up at 
Hermione.  “How did you know?” 
 
“What you were going to do?  Next time, I highly advise not throwing Myrtle out of her own 
bathroom because she’s ‘a girl’.  She may be a ghost, but we girls do stick together.” 
 
“Professor…how did you…?” 
 
“Next time, pick a less obvious location than the last time you brewed Polyjuice, if you ever want 
to hide your efforts from Miss Granger.  And tell your friend, Potter, that he’d be more effective 
at stealing hairs and other body parts if he learnt to do so silently.  Oh, and next time you try to 
pull a dunderheaded stunt like this…I’m going to write about it to your mother,”  Severus 
drawled with an icy, satisfied little smile. 
 
“—God, you’re a cruel bastard!”  Ron exclaimed, shocked. 
 
“I did warn you, boy.  Now, get up.  You’re not harmed by the expelling of the Polyjuice.  And 
there’s an excellent treatise on the capturing and bottling of qualitative intangibles in the school 
library, under the title of How to Catch What Cannot Be Caught, by Perfida Venari—you’ll want 
the Amalgo translation, as he’s the clearest to read in understanding the theory.” 
 
“Up you get,”  Hermione ordered Harry, reaching out to assist him to his feet.  He dug into a 
pocket under the cloak, hooking his spectacles back into place on his face so he could see clearly 
once more.  “You weren’t permanently harmed by that mediwitch charm, were you?” 
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“No, I guess not.  Hermione…I’m sorry,”  Harry offered, shrugging slightly.  “It’s just that I’ve 
been really worried about you.  Having to endure that bastard’s thoughts and memories must have 
been horrid.” 
 
“Actually, it’s been remarkably enjoyable.  We have quite a lot in common, above and beyond 
our mutual high interest in the pursuits of academia,”  she related with an honest shrug. 
 
He stared at her in horror, his green eyes blinking in disbelief behind their aging frames.  
“You…it has?” 
 
“—Honestly, Harry!  I’ve been trying to tell you boys all along that the man has merely been 
acting out a very carefully crafted role!”  Hermione huffed, giving him a disapproving look.  
“He’s been playing a very dangerous game for a very long time, which would be enough to make 
anyone snappish and sour in their outlook.  Just because he couldn’t separate for the longest time 
his hatred for your father from how he should feel about you doesn’t mean he’s incapable of 
changing his mind, his heart, or his attitude!  I remind you that, as recently as one year ago, you 
were hating and loathing him for the death of Sirius, which was entirely not his fault!” 
 
[—He blamed me for that?]  Severus interjected, their minds still intertwined. 
 
{God, yes; he almost let you be smashed to death, during the previous battle with Voldemort here 
at the school, when that section of stone almost hit you.  If he hadn’t changed his mind at the last 
instant, you’d be quite dead.} 
 
Severus grimaced as he shut his office door behind Weasley’s hastily retreating back.  [He hated 
me enough to have almost let me die?  Over something I had no control over?  Merlin!  Do you 
really think I’d have let Black go haring off to the Ministry, if it had been in my power to stop 
him?  Even then, I knew how important he was to the boy!] 
 
{If you’re honest, you hated Harry just as unreasonably for most of these years…and you’ve rid 
yourself of your hatred, and overturned the chance to kill him, too,}  she returned, as Harry said, 
 
“…I know it’s not his fault.  I was hurting, and I needed someone, anyone, to blame.  I’m…I’m 
very glad you helped me change my mind about forgiving him,”  Harry told her.  “And I’m sorry 
I tried to spy on you.  I, er…I have to go now, and, um…” 
 
“What, to go rescue Ron from Professor Snape’s office?”  Hermione asked him dryly, and smiled 
at his sharp look.  “Oh, yes, the Potions Master and I plotted together, on this one.  Ron was to be 
tricked into taking a sip of Polyjuice, too, and I’ll guess by now that he’s finally done 
Expurgating it all over the Potion Master’s floor.  We wanted both of you to know how terrible 
this sort of prank was, and to think very carefully before trying anything like it again.” 
 
He stared at her, a mix of horror, dismay, and reluctant admiration twisting his face.  “You’re a 
right terror sometimes—you know that, don’t you?” 
 
“I know,”  she agreed simply, patting his arm.  “Now, run along, and go work on your homework, 
or something; I’ve got the rest of my patrolling to do.” 
 
Not to mention slipping quickly down to the girls’ lavatory one floor below, and nicking a bottle 
of their brew for Severus to judge.  It was still going to be a part of their grade, after all.  The 
things she did for her two best friends… 
 

C. 
 
“Books and bags on the cauldron shelves, and don’t dawdle,”  Severus briskly ordered his 
Advanced Potions class, a week and a half later.  The students in the school were finally getting 
used to the mixture of sour and sweet he was now using wherever he went, though most of the 
‘sweet’ was delivered outside of class time.  His seventh-year students hurried to comply, even 
the Slytherins, who were finally beginning to understand that he meant what he said about their 
toeing the same strict line as the others, these days. 
 
The day he’d walked into here with a big, uncharacteristic smile, he had not even realized he’d 
been smiling, and had smoothly cobbled together that spurious end-of-term threat when 
Hermione had informed him of his gaffe.  He normally assigned the toughest potions possible to 
his seventh-year students anyway, to prepare them for the mad rush toward the impending 
N.E.W.T.s, so it had been no lie to say otherwise.  But just that morning—part of the reason why 
he’d been grinning, aside from an unconscious enjoyment of Hermione’s love for him—a 
singular idea had sprouted, mad-like, in his mind.  A different sort of test of their brewing and 
crafting abilities.  And, on a whim, he had decided in this final week of the term to change his 
usual, terrifyingly tough test to accommodate that still-humorous thought.  With Voldemort 
finally dead, Severus was rediscovering the urge to give in to all sorts of whims, and the pleasure 
to be found in doing so. 
 
Either that, or it was the hormones of his more youthful body.  Or both.  The Potions Master 
didn’t particularly care, anymore.  All he wanted to do right now was see the expressions on their 
faces, in just a few more moments. 
 
“On your desks, you will find two stacks of paper.  The one on the left, you will turn over 
immediately, and begin to prepare whatever you find listed there.  Be advised that you will be 
expected to consume the final product right here in class, so I suggest you take every precaution 
available in the preparatory steps to ensure that you do not poison yourselves.  The second stack 
is your mid-term test.  Once your individual projects have been started, you will be free to turn 
that one over, and begin marking down your answers.  Iron cauldrons are available in the stacks 
on the counter over there, anti-copying quills have been provided for you on each desk, and your 
tests have been proofed against both spills and cheats. 
 
“One last thing.  Presentation will also be a part of your grade, so do try to put some effort into 
how the final product should look before summoning me to review your efforts.  All the supplies 
you will need will be found in these three cupboards,”  he added, swishing his wand and opening 
three sets of cupboard doors, one of which was the refridgeration locker for those ingredients that 
had to be kept chilled,  “and these three alone.  Do not seek to use your own supply of 
ingredients, for this test.  Do not seek to use your own quills for this test.  There will be no 
talking, until all of the tests, written and practical, are completed.  Begin.” 
 
Everyone obediently turned over their first set of sheets, Hermione included.  She wasn’t the only 
one who stared, wide-eyed, at what was written there: 
 
Sylvia Snape’s Snickerdoodles 
 
3 ¼ cups sifted all-purpose flour   1 ½ cups sugar 
½ teaspoon salt     3 eggs, well beaten 
1 teaspoon baking soda    1 cup hazel nuts, coarsely chopped 
1 teaspoon cinnamon    1 cup butter 
 
½ cup sugar 
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½ teaspoon cinnamon 
1 dash of nutmeg 
 
Thoroughly sift together flour, salt, baking soda, and 1 tsp cinnamon.  Set aside.  Mix together ½ 
cup sugar, ½ tsp cinnamon, and dash of nutmeg, and set aside in a shallow dish.  Cream the 
butter with a Whisking Charm, then add the cup and a half of sugar, a little at a time, stirring 
clockwise until smooth.  Beat eggs into the butter-sugar mixture thoroughly with a Beating 
Charm for1 ½ minutes.  Stir in flour combination and nuts, twenty times in a five-pointed star 
pattern, rotating the bowl ¼ turn with each completion of the star and scraping the bowl 
thoroughly after each rotation.  Drop the batter from a teaspoon into the cinnamon-sugar-nutmeg 
mixture, rolling the dough into little balls to coat each one thoroughly.  Drop the balls into a 
preheated, butter-greased, iron cauldron (350 degrees Fahrenheit) at spaced intervals so they do 
not stick to each other, and cook each one for precisely 12 ¾ minutes.  Cool on a wire rack, and 
begin your written test. 
 
As bewildered eyes lifted from project-tests all across the room, as hands shot into the air, some 
hesitant, some desperate, begging to have their confusion and their questions 
answered…Hermione howled and dropped her head to the lab table in front of her, snickering and 
giggling and snorting without any dignified control.  Unable to stop herself, she thumped the 
scarred stone-and-wood surface with the edge of her fist, gasping for breath between gales of 
laughter. 
 
Only when her mirth had died down to gasping little pants did Severus bother to speak.  He 
doubted he could have been heard over the racket her merriment until it had faded, anyway.  
“…Ten points from Gryffindor, Miss Granger.  ‘Snicker’ is merely a part of the name, and not 
what you are actually supposed to do.” 
 
That set her off again, as he knew very well it would.  Suppressing the urge to join her in laughter 
into a thin-lipped smile—the shocked, bewildered faces before him were undeniably hilarious—
Severus swept the rest of his gaping Advanced class with a cool, level look.  Over the shaking 
shoulders and shivering curls of his star pupil, he could see Weasley mouthing the words,  “…Pot 
roast?”  in masculine horror, while Potter’s lips muttered,  “Teriyaki chicken?”  And Draco, his 
own godson, stared at his teacher in abject disbelief.  The project in his own unnerved hands read,  
“Pork potstickers.” 
 
“…I assure you, each one of these dishes is potentially lethal, if incorrectly prepared in the hands 
of an incompetent cook.  You should have learnt by now enough of the proper procedures in my 
class to know how to safely handle things as deceptively dangerous as raw meat,”  he castigated 
the more horrified-looking ones in an icy tone.  “Contrary to popular belief, once you escape this 
classroom upon your graduation, the odds of your concocting a true poison in your everyday lives 
as adult witches and wizards, accidental or otherwise, is low…compared to the greater potential 
of your accidentally food-poisoning yourselves in your own kitchens. 
 
“I was completely serious when I said I would put your failure in this test permanently upon your 
records, and that I would tell all and sundry how poorly you may fare…for your future employers 
will hardly be impressed with your other talents, if you cannot even cook.”  The icy contempt in 
his words bit through even Hermione’s humor, quelling her chuckles.  “Failure to complete the 
practical portion of your exam in an edible, non-poisonous manner will result in an automatic 
failure of the entire exam.  As some of these projects will take nearly the full two hours allotted 
this class to complete, I suggest you stop wasting your time gawking at your papers, and get to 
work.  Now!” 
 

The other students jumped, and hastily began assembling ingredients and tools.  Hermione, trying 
not to snort anymore, removed her burning face from her desk and wiped with her sleeve at her 
eyes, straightening in her seat.  She’d laughed so hard, she’d actually started to cry… 
 
“Your own project should not be nearly so amusing in your eyes, Miss Granger,”  a silky voice 
drawled in her ear, as Snape leaned over her shoulder and murmured semi-privately to her.  
“Those happen to be my favourite biscuit, and if they do not taste every bit as good as I remember 
from my childhood, your test-grade for this term will be a big, fat ‘T’ for Terrible, however well 
you might otherwise score on the written portion of your final.  I trust I make myself clear?” 
 
“…P-Perfectly, Professor,”  she managed, stumbling over the consonant as she struggled to not 
give in to another batch of giggles. 
 
“Good.  Nut-allergies are too common an occurrence, and too potentially lethal in the most 
sensitive cases, to be considered a laughing matter.” 
 
And with that, he stalked off to glare over the shoulders of any other would-be merrymakers in 
the room. 
 
Sobering herself, Hermione headed to the storage cupboards, instructions in hand.  There wasn’t 
really an organized queue for anything; everyone was too dumbfounded and shocked, still, 
though at least the muddle of bodies hadn’t degenerated into a scrum.  Finding herself at the 
room-temperature pantry-cupboard, she started sorting through the bottles and cannisters.  A 
white-and-red labelled bottle, familiar from her mother’s own cupboards, tempted her.  
Hesitating, hand fisting in indecision, Hermione finally snatched it out of the cupboard, snagged a 
small dish from the equipment-cupboard, decanted a tiny portion of the dark brown liquid into the 
bowl, then quickly returned the rest to that cupboard, where one of the Hufflepuffs was searching 
for it.  Ares Recheles gave her an odd look, but accepted it from her without a word.  The bottle 
was full, brand-new, so Hermione didn’t feel too guilty about snitching some of it from the young 
man; no recipe she knew of would require that much, after all. 
 
Beginning the basic recipe, she got everything to the dough-stage, then divided it into two bowls.  
Into one, she mixed the brown liquid, about a teaspoon’s worth, then started dropping, rolling, 
and cooking the cinnamon-dusted balls in her cauldron, enchanting them to cling to the preheated, 
buttered sides and the very bottom so that they baked as flat as possible.  Then she buckled down 
to her written test, answering a few questions here and there, between transferring batches of the 
spicy-sweet biscuits to the cooling rack at the corner of her desk and dropping more into the 
cauldron. 
 
“Miss Granger, why are there two distinct stacks of biscuits on your rack?” 
 
She looked up from writing out her answer to a question on bottling intangibles, a half-nibbled 
biscuit in her left hand.  “Because I altered the recipe, for half of them.” 
 
His brow shot up, at that.  “…Did you, now?  And what, Miss Granger, makes you an expert in 
the modification of test-graded recipes, when that was not a part of your assignment?” 
 
“There’s plenty of the original recipe right there, Professor, for you to grade my efforts,”  she 
pointed with the feather-end of her quill at the left-hand side, the stack nearest him.  “The other 
one is the altered recipe, both of which I have personally tested…and both of which you are 
welcome to test, yourself.  Anyone can claim to be a great cook, but the proof, as they say, is 
always to be found in the actual pudding.” 
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That lifted his other brow.  Lowering his hand, he picked up one of the original recipe biscuits, 
and lifted it to his mouth.  He sniffed cautiously as she bowed her head back over her paper, 
finishing her thought on the current question.  It smelled like his grandmother’s recipe, cinnamon-
y and mouthwatering.  Opening his mouth, he took a tiny bite; not because he didn’t trust her, but 
because a large bite would drown his tastebuds with the stronger flavors.  There was the tang of 
the baking soda—essential for any properly baked snickerdoodle—and of course the bite of the 
cinnamon, the sweet of the sugar, the bitter-crunch of the chopped nuts, and the spicy taste of the 
nutmeg, and the warm, crumbly softness of the dough itself. 
 
Taking another, larger bite, he savored it slowly.  She glanced up at him after another question, 
her expression politely enquiring.  He wasn’t fooled; he knew she was waiting very anxiously 
inside for his approval.  Still, her lab-partner, his dark head bent over his own test paper, would 
be hearing every word.  So he praised minimally, if with a much more effusive sub-thought pulse 
in accompaniment,  “…Adequate, Miss Granger.  Provided you do not fail your written exam, 
you will pass.” 
 
Reaching for the other stack with his free hand, he lifted one of the golden-warm biscuits and 
sniffed at it warily.  There was…something more.  Something familiar, which he couldn’t quite 
place.  Something mouth-wateringly delicious.  Taking a tentative bite, he almost groaned out 
loud at the increase in flavour and deliciousness.  Whatever it was, he didn’t think it was more 
complex than a single, simple change.  Half the biscuit vanished, before he pinpointed what it 
was.  A swallow, and he pinned his top student with a suspicious look. 
 
“…You inserted vanilla into the recipe, didn’t you?” 
 
“Of course.  My mother always called it her ‘secret weapon’, when it came to winning the baked 
good contests at the local harvest faires.  Vanilla enhances the flavor of all sorts of sweets, not 
just biscuits.” 
 
“Hm.  Five points to Gryffindor, for successfully altering the recipe.”  He hesitated, then palmed 
a stack of about four or five of the altered treats, giving her an arch look that warned her to not 
say a word at the theft.  “Eyes on your test, Miss Granger—Mr. Loxley, if I am not mistaken, that 
smoke coming out of your cauldron means your lamb-chops are charring.  If you ruin your 
project by rendering it inedible, you will utterly fail your midterm, or did I not make that 
perfectly clear?” 
 
Hiding her grin with a bite of her biscuit, Hermione returned to her written test. 
 
CI. 
 
The talk of Gryffindor Tower that night was Professor Snape’s final exam for his seventh-year 
Advanced Potions class.  Both Harry and Ron were greatly relieved to have passed Snape’s taste-
test evaluation of their projects, while Hermione had harbored not a single doubt at her ability to 
succeed; she’d been baking far more complicated biscuits since her pre-Hogwarts days, after all. 
 
She would’ve been more nervous if Severus had demanded she cook a country-fried steak, since 
bread-battering meat was one of her worst talents as a chef.  The other students, from sixth year 
down to first, bemoaned their ill-luck at having to make the standard accumulation of difficult, 
nasty, corrosive, potentially explosive draughts, and grumbled about the ‘frightening’ new 
changes in the slightly kinder, gentler, and far more strict Potions Master.  All in all, it was an 
interesting round of conversations. 
 

Hermione snuck down to visit that same, scary Potions Master after midnight; she wouldn’t be 
able to visit with him tomorrow night as usual, and wanted one last night in his arms before going 
home to her family with the good news about Voldemort’s demise, and the end of the Snake 
Snogger’s reign of terror.  Severus welcomed her into his bed, equally determined to share a last 
few hours together before she had to leave.  Their lovemaking wasn’t particularly inventive or 
vigorous, but it was very tender, each touch sweet, each pleasure savoured, each caress 
appreciated. 
 
By the time she returned to her dorm-room, she had only just over an hour left in which to sleep 
before the other girls would be waking up, and yawned her way through breakfast and the 
carriage-ride out to the Hogwarts holiday train.  The scariest part of that trip was the fact that she 
could now see the creatures pulling each carriage, the black, leathery-winged, bony-bodied 
thestrals she’d once ridden at the end of her fifth year, here.  She’d been unable to see the beasts 
at that time, because she hadn’t seen anyone die, yet.  Now she had.  It wasn’t the most reassuring 
thing, to finally be able to see the almost draconic creatures that pulled the carriages every year.  
Of all the innocences Hermione had lost over the last half-year, that was definitely one she 
wished she could gain back. 
 
Tired out from a night in her lover’s arms, Hermione slept for most of the long ride back to 
London, and was as fresh-eyed as splashing her face in the coach’s lavatory basins could make 
her feel, when she disembarked from the train.  She could’ve Apparated, for she had her 
licence—or even taken the Floo—but it was a school policy that students took the train to and 
from school during the holidays, so that all the students were accounted for, a policy which 
Professor Dumbledore refused to relax, even though the Dread Lord was now quite safely the 
Dead Lord.  And so Hermione emerged from the hidden, magical barrier in time to catch sight of 
her parents peering around anxiously on the edge of Platform 10, looking for signs of her. 
 
Hauling her suitcase on its roller-wheels behind her, she wove through the other, Muggle 
passengers.  “Over here, Mum!  I’m right here, Dad!” 
 
“Hermione, my little baby!”  Her mother held out her arms, and Hermione rushed into them, 
embracing her mother hard.  “We missed you so much over the Christmas holidays!  I always 
worry so terribly when you’re gone for so long—let me look at you!  I swear, you must’ve grown 
or something, you look positively fabulous!” 
 
“Don’t hog her, Rachel; leave something left for me to squeeze,”  her father nudged his wife, 
hugging his daughter.  He pulled back as well, eyeing her thoughtfully.  “…Yes, there is 
something different about you, a sort of glow about you—it’s got to be the death of that ruddy 
bastard, Volde-whatever.  That’d make anybody happy!” 
 
“—Watch your language, Jeffrey,”  Rachel Granger retorted.  “Is that all your things?  Jeffrey, get 
her bag; we’ve got to get a move on, if we’re to make it to the dinner-party in time.  I’m glad you 
changed out of your school-things, dear; we’ll barely make it to the hotel on time as it is.” 
 
“Mum, Dad, how did you know about Voldemort?”  Hermione asked as her father hefted her bag 
and hustled the three of them off the platforms and out to the car-park. 
 
“Honestly, Hermione!  Did you forget we’ve still been getting the Daily Prophet, while you were 
gone?”  her mum chided her under her breath.  “My heart was in my throat several times while I 
was reading some of those articles, I can tell you.” 
 
“I’ve been itching for the full facts of the Final Battle—capitolized and everything,”  Jeffrey told 
his daughter.  “That’s what they’re calling it, in the paper.  ‘The Final Battle’  But what they 
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actually tell you isn’t all that much, just that the ba—the bat-swallower,”  he corrected under a 
sharp glance from his wife’s narrowed brown eyes,  “—attacked the school, and that he and most 
of his Death Eaters are either dead or locked up in the Ministry’s hands.  That Headmaster of 
yours has also been quoted as saying outright he will not allow a single journalist onto the school 
grounds for the rest of the year, nor that he’ll allow anyone to interrogate his students for an 
interview, not even if they aren’t at Hogwarts at the time.” 
 
“Well, it’s a ruddy good thing he’s declared the school off-limits, then,”  Hermione agreed firmly.  
“The N.E.W.T.s are coming up, and the O.W.L.s for the fifth-years, and I’ve barely got a term 
left in which to study for everything!  I could hardly do that, if some wizarding-world papparazzi 
is trying to snap my picture and get Quick-Quote Quill quotes from me and my friends every five 
seconds.  I’m rather surprised they weren’t waiting to mug all the students on the platform 
anyway, the moment we all got off the train,”  she added a bit breathlessly, as they hustled across 
the street before the favourable crossing-light could change back. 
 
“The paper had a bit to say about that, too—the car’s parked over this way,”  her father told her.  
“It seems that Budge fellow, your Minister—” 
 
“Fudge, dear; you need to clean your reading glasses more often,”  Rachel interjected lightly. 
 
“—Whatever; the fellow has also decreed that the students are to finish their school year without 
being pestered by reporters.  I did see a camera-holding fellow in an odd, green outfit, sort of like 
one of those American zoot-suits, being hauled off by two more in what might’ve been dark 
cloaks.  That happened just as we arrived at the station, so I think your Minister-chap is taking his 
promise seriously.  Here we are; let’s get out of here before that zoot-suit fellow comes back and 
thinks to mug shots of us in the park.” 
 
“I don’t know—do you think I’d look good on the cover of the Tattler?”  Hermione’s mum 
laughed, mock-primping her short mop of soft chestnut curls, which had always been tamer than 
Hermione’s bushy ringlets.  Her husband kissed her on the nose, then bent to put the suitcase in 
the car’s boot. 
 
“As pretty as any starlet on the telly, or any Dame of the stage, my love!” 
 
Rachel kissed him back, this time on the chin.  Hermione rolled her eyes, embarrassed to see her 
mother and father carrying on like…like…  {Oh, dear god, they’re carrying on like we do, down 
in the Chamber!} 
 
[What was that?] 
 
{Er, ah…nothing.} 
 
[What do you mean, nothing?  You obviously thought of something,]  he pointed out. 
 
{Er…they were snogging.  My mum and dad,}  she explained, as her father held open the back 
door for her, then the front door for her mum.  And then stooped and kissed Mrs. Granger on the 
cheek, as she peered out the lefthand window.  {Eww.} 
 
[They’re merely doing what we do,]  Severus pointed out, smiling to himself as he worked on 
grading test-papers at his office desk. 
 
{Yes, but—they’re my parents!  Try to imagine your parents shagging each other like a pair of 
rabid weasels and see how you feel about it.} 

 
[—I’d rather not, thank you,]  he returned curtly, losing the smile in a frown of distaste. 
 
{That’s exactly my point!  Whether or not one’s parents are angelic or bastardish, it’s 
just…squicky…to imagine one’s own parents making love—and don’t say they obviously had to, 
if you were conceived and born by them,}  she added quickly as her father moved around to the 
driver’s side, sensing the sub-thoughted approach of that argument.  {That’s not the point, 
because I know they…you know…did it.  I just don’t want to think about them “doing it”!} 
 
[Yes, well, those who contemplate such things with relish live on an entirely different plane of 
morality from you and I,]  Severus conceeded.  [Still…they, erm, make a cute couple, I suppose.  
As I do not see your parents from the perspective of their son, but rather as someone of their own 
generation, it doesn’t “squick” me to view them snogging as it does you.  If that’s the correct use 
of the term.] 
 
{Yes, it’s the correct use of the term.  We’ll have you speaking modern Muggle slang like a fellow 
teenager quickly enough,}  she mused as her father pulled out onto the street and started wending 
his way towards the suburbs.  Thankfully her mother was busy rooting in her handbag, searching 
for the directions on how to find the hotel where the pre-wedding dinner party was being held.  
[Speaking of which, when shall I expect ‘Kathy’ at our door, on Wednesday?} 
 
[I keep forgetting you’re still technically a teenager; you’re quite mature, which makes me forget 
how young you physically still are, most of the time,]  he murmured wryly.  [Between that and the 
reminder that I’m the same age as your parents, I’m now feeling rather old.] 
 
{My parents are forty-nine and forty-eight, respectively,}  Hermione quipped.  {Last I checked, 
you were merely forty-one.} 
 
[Ah, yes, a veritable child in comparison.  By seven whole years,]  he drawled sardonically.  
[Thank you for not claiming I’m twenty-eight.  Inside, I’m still the same forty-one year old, you 
know.] 
 
{Does that really bother you, our age difference?}  Hermione asked.  {I mean, really bother 
you?} 
 
He gave it some thought, then sighed.  […Not as much as it will undoubtedly bother others.  
You’re remarkably grown-up for your age.  Calm, level-headed, practical, intelligent…I’m 
getting another ruddy erection…] 
 
She choked on a hastily smothered laugh, catching her mother’s attention. 
 
“—What was that, love?”  Rachel asked her daughter, peering over her right shoulder, between 
the bucket front seats of their Volvo. 
 
“Oh, just thinking of something funny, from school.” 
 
“Had a good time, then?  Despite that madman’s attacks, of course,”  her father amended, 
glancing at her briefly in the rear-mirror. 
 
“Er, yeah.  Yes, actually,”  she asserted more firmly, nodding her head.  “I’ve made a few new 
friends.  Um—one of them, a girl named Kathy…she’s going to be dropping by on Wednesday.  
She asked me to go out for a movie, and maybe some window-shopping, girl-stuff like that.  I 
hope you don’t mind that I said ‘yes’?” 
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“Well, we’re both glad to see you getting out and about with new friends,”  her mother told her, 
then smiled teasingly.  “We did hope to hoard all of your time, this holiday…but I suppose we 
can spare a few hours, Wednesday evening.” 
 
“Try half the day, Mum; Kathy has all these favourite places of hers she wants to show me,”  
Hermione returned with a smile of her own. 
 
[Like that little pearl of flesh and bundled nerves between your thighs…] 
 
Her smile froze, briefly.  It didn’t thaw from the heat blooming in her cheeks.  {Don’t you dare 
give me a lust-puddle moment, when I’m in the ruddy car with my ruddy parents, you…you 
devious Slytherin!} 
 
[I thought I was a “wastard”.] 
 
{I’m saving that one for…whoops, what did Mum say?}  she asked, as her mother glanced over 
her shoulder and said something.  “—Sorry, Mum; I was deep in thought.  What did you say?” 
 
“I was wondering why we haven’t heard about this ‘Kathy’ girl before.  Is she a first-year?  Or an 
exchange-student?” 
 
“She’s…erm…”  {Oh, help,}  Hermione blurted.  {What should I say about you-as-her?} 
 
He debated that one, scratching red ink over the wrong answers on the test in front of him more 
from rote than from active concentration.  […I’m not sure, actually.  Try to keep it to a minimum 
of information.] 
 
{Around my Mum, who could’ve served on the Spanish Inquisition in a previous century?}  she 
snorted derisively.  {Don’t hold your breath!} 
 
“Is there something about this girl you think we might not like?”  Jeffrey, her father, enquired as 
he switched lanes, squeezing into place behind a red-lacquered bus. 
 
“Er…she’s a Slytherin, actually.” 
 
Her parents looked at each other.  Jeffrey Granger quickly returned his attention to the roadway, 
as her mother Rachel peered into the back seat quizzically.  “Pardon, but…did you just say a 
‘Slytherin’?  Sweetie, isn’t that the House with all those horridly mean students?” 
 
“Well, yes, it is, but Kathy’s not like that.  She’s really very nice.  And you know how you’re 
always saying we should give people the benefit of the doubt, and to be nice to them, and to try to 
make friends.  So we, er…well, we became friends,”  Hermione improvised.  And sent to her 
silent, listening partner,  {I can’t ruddy well lie to my own parents, now can I?  Not constantly, at 
any rate, or I’d lose their trust and respect.  What if they ever find out who ‘Kathy’ really is?} 
 
Her parents digested that revelation in thoughtful silence.  Severus was not so quiet. 
 
[You’d better bloody well hope they don’t find out who ‘Kathy’ is,]  he warned her darkly, 
pausing in his test-evaluations.  [Even if they accept the fact that you’re a witch, I don’t think 
they’d be that willing to accept a lover who is not only one of your teachers, but whom has 
changed himself into the body of another woman just to be around you.  Nevermind the fact that 
I’ve changed into you yourself, and enjoyed sapphic pleasures with you.] 

 
{Well, I’m not going to be telling them all the ruddy details!  I’m also hoping and praying they’ll 
just take it like another shock of the same lines as,  “My god, she’s a real witch!  A really real 
witch!”…which was practically all they could mutter to themselves for at least a week after I 
received my first Hogwarts letter.  With any luck, they’ll simply chalk it up to yet another oddity 
of the wizarding world that they just won’t ever completely understand, being Muggles, but which 
they’ll do their best to help support me, if that’s the sort of odd, wizarding lifestyle I’d prefer. 
 
{I mean, from the Muggle perspective, once you find out your daughter’s a really real witch, 
everything else is just a matter of swallowing, shrugging, and going with the flow.  At least, in my 
family.  My parents are usually pretty super, that way.} 
 
[If I couldn’t sense a touch of sardonic despair in your words, I’d say you were being idiotically 
optimistic,]  he muttered, resuming his focus on his tests.  [Revealing our relationship is not 
going to evoke a swallow, a shrug, and a go-with-the-flow reaction.  More like a scream, a swing, 
and a kill-the-ruddy-bastard.] 
 
{…You know, you have a beautiful way with sarcasm, Severus.} 
 
[Thank you.] 
 
{It wasn’t entirely a compliment.}  But she smiled to herself as she sent it.  Wrapping her arms 
around her jumper-clad torso, Hermione gave herself an awkward sort of self-hug.  {I miss you.} 
 
He smiled faintly, and fished a folded scrap of white out of the side-pocket of his frock-coat.  
Letting her see what it was through his mind, he lifted her knickers to his long, pointed nose.  
Inhaling the faint but lingering, delicious scent of her essence, he returned the sentiment.  [I miss 
you, too…  Where and when is the wedding to take place, again?] 
 
She blushed, getting the impression from the act that he’d done that very act before, in those 
moments of privacy when they hadn’t been in mental contact.  {The wedding starts at 4pm, 
tomorrow, followed by a buffet-reception and a dance, but, er…oh, bugger, I’ve gone and 
forgotten the name of the place.}  She enquired as calmly as she could,  “Mum, what’s the name 
of the hotel, again?” 
 
“The Hillingdon Hilton; it’s in the West End, which is why it’s going to take us so ruddy long to 
get there, we might actually miss the supper your cousin has planned,”  Jeffrey Granger answered 
for her, indicating the traffic jam around them with a wave of one hand.  “But they’re having the 
rehearsal after the supper, since the hall they’ve booked is busy with conferences and such until 
then.  So you’ll be able to fill in for poor Jennifer and her poor leg.  I imagine Regina will 
probably throw her arms around you, clasp you to her bride-to-be’s bosom, and all but weep in 
gratitude for you rescuing the ‘balance’ of the wedding-party,” he teased his daughter with 
another glance in the rear-mirror at the top of the windshield. 
 
“Really, Dad!”  Hermione protested dryly, blushing.  “It’s just a bit of standing-in, that’s all.” 
 
“Well, I want to know all about this dress you’ve found,”  Rachel told her daughter over her 
shoulder.  “Did you find it in that, er, wizarding village up north, in Hogsmeade?” 
 
Hermione debated an instant with herself, then admitted,  “Not quite.  Actually, it was a present 
from Kathy.  I don’t know where she got it from, though it could’ve been in Hogsmeade.” 
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“From the Slytherin girl?  The one you’ve made friends with just recently?”  her father asked.  
Since only his eyes and brows could be seen in the mirror, it was just enough to show his puzzled 
frown.  “Why would a newfound friend give you a fancy dress for a present?” 
 
“Well…to be honest, I don’t really know, but she said I’d look fantastic in it.  And she was right; 
I did look fantastic, and I got to wear it for the Victory Ball, instead of my old dress-robes.  It was 
originally red, of course, which is one of my House colours.  When she heard about the wedding 
this weekend, she kindly Transfigured it to a very flattering shades-of-green for me, for the 
wedding-party.” 
 
“Those are very nice dress robes we bought you, the other year,”  her father said placatingly, 
glancing at her through the mirror.  “…Of course, you’d look pretty in just about anything; you 
are my daughter, after all.” 
 
Hermione smiled wryly at him.  It was from him that she’d gotten her bushy curls, and the 
slightly too-large teeth she used to sport.  But he loved her, and she loved him.  “I didn’t mean 
my robes are atrocious or anything, Dad, just that it was nice to have something new to wear.” 
 
“It’s a girl thing, dear,”  her mother pipped in to her father, supporting her.  “Though I’m 
surprised you didn’t use your Christmas money to buy yourself something new, Hermione.” 
 
“Whatever did you buy with all that money you spent, anyway?”  Jeffrey asked his daughter. 
 
“I bought a really rare wizarding book some poor Muggle was trying to sell on E-Bay, and which 
has since turned out to be a hundred times worth what I paid for it, and of course all those 
photographs of me that I handed out, both the normal and the wizarding versions.  That cost a 
shilling or two.” 
 
“Well, that can’t possibly be all,”  Jeffrey stated firmly, switching to a slightly faster lane.  In the 
typical way of all traffic lanes, that one slowed down within moments, leaving them stuck in the 
queue.  “Even for a really rare book and a bunch of moving pictures.  So what else did you buy 
with all your pin-money?” 
 
There didn’t seem to be a way to get out of this one.  Not unless she lied, and Hermione really, 
really didn’t want to do that.  Stretching the truth about ‘Kathy’ was bad enough.  “…A, er, 
wizarding portrait of myself.  For…someone special.” 
 
Rachel pounced on that, almost crowing in motherly delight,  “—So you do have a special 
someone in your life, again!” 
 
“It isn’t that nice Ron boy again, the redhead with all the freckles, the one you’ve been dating for 
the past two school years?”  her father added, gesturing at his face.  “I thought you broke up with 
him!” 
 
She blushed.  “No, it’s not Ron.” 
 
“—It’s Harry, isn’t it?”  her mother gasped in delight, eyeing Hermione with an almost rabid 
speculation as she twisted around in her seat, pulling on the seatbelt angled over one shoulder 
with the movement.  “You’re got a crush on Harry, don’t you?  He is rather cute, isn’t he?  
Though every time I see him, I want so badly to give him a better haircut…” 
 
“Er, no,”  she carefully denied, giving her mother a dubious, you’re-slightly-crazy look.  “Harry’s 
like the brother I’ve never had, Mum.  Ron’s turned out to be that way for me, too, like a brother.  

They’re both my best friends—and I don’t deny that they’re both cute, Mother!—but that’s what 
they’ll aways be, to me.  Best friends don’t necessarily equate to the best sort of date, you know.” 
 
“So then, for who?”  her father quizzed her. 
 
“Someone special, I told you.  I…I don’t want to talk about him just yet.  Ron might get overly 
jealous out of a sort of knee-jerk reaction or something if he heard about it, for one,”  Hermione 
added quickly, truthfully.  “Ron’s now dating one of our other friends, Luna—she’s the blond 
Ravenclaw in the sixth-year that I told you about, the one I was sharing Runes class with, this 
quarter—but he did date me since the middle of our own sixth-year, and because of it has grown a 
sort of…of over-protective streak, when it comes to the thought of whom I should and should not 
date.” 
 
“So, he doesn’t know who you’ve got a crush on, then?”  her mother asked carefully, frowning in 
confusion. 
 
“No.  Neither of the boys know.  I don’t think they’d understand, and I, erm…well, I don’t think 
they’d approve.” 
 
Rachel gave a sort of laugh, eyeing her daughter in disbelief.  “You make it sound like…like this 
boy you’re interested in is a…oh, dear—is he a Slytherin, too?” 
 
“Yes, Mum, he’s a Slytherin, too.”  She anticipated her mother’s next question, adding firmly,  
“And no, before you even have to ask, it’s not Draco Malfoy.” 
 
“Well, thank heaven for that small relief!”  her mother muttered.  “Everything I’ve ever heard 
about that boy tells me he’s simply dreadful!” 
 
“Actually…not anymore.  Draco’s honestly trying to reform himself,”  Hermione confessed.  “He 
even helped Harry, Ron and me to defeat Lord Voldemort, if you must know the truth.  In a semi-
roundabout sort of way, that is.” 
 
Jeffrey and Rachel exchanged brief looks.  Her father attempted to tease her.  “Making friends 
with Slytherins, wanting to date a Slytherin boy, declaring that the—what was it you called him, 
that one time?—declaring that the Platinum Prat is a changed man…I’m beginning to wonder if 
we’ve brought the correct daughter home!” 
 
“…Oh, please!”  Hermione shot back, rolling her eyes with a brief, comical smile.  “It’s just that 
a lot’s happened!  Especially just recently, what with the fight with Voldemort and all…” 
 
“Well, since we still have all this ruddy traffic to navigate, why don’t you tell us what really 
happened, with the Final Battle?”  her mother prodded her, facing forward again so she wouldn’t 
get car-sick.  “Only don’t let me know if there were any really scary bits, because I’m still your 
mother, and I’d probably clutch at your father for comfort, and he might drive us into a shop-front 
or something from my frantic tugging on his arm.” 
 
“Or I might drive us through a hydrant purely on my own, out of nervous reaction,”  her father 
added candidly.  Then prompted her eagerly,  “So, how did it all start?” 
 
“Well, for starters, the very day I received your letter about Regina’s wedding, Mum, that 
afternoon, Professor Snape—the Potions Master—was kidnapped by Voldemort himself.” 
 
“Gracious!”  Rachel exclaimed.  “One of your own teachers, kidnapped right out of the school?” 
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“Not exactly.  He went to go see Voldemort.  You see, for about…seventeen years now, almost 
on the dot, he’s been a spy in Voldemort’s camp.  When he was young, Professor Snape was very 
stupid, you see—he admits that much freely, now—and foolishly joined the Death Eaters, not 
quite realizing how far they and their leader were willing to go, to force their ideas on everyone 
else.” 
 
“Urgh,”  her mother muttered.  “I suppose he’s a Slytherin, if he went and joined their little 
group?” 
 
“He’s the Head of House Slytherin, remember, dear?”  her father prodded.  “That is the chap 
you’re talking about, right, sweetie?” 
 
“Yes, he’s the head of Slytherin.  Well, like I said, he admits he was young and very stupid at the 
time.  And then he switched over to the other side, Professor Dumbledore’s side, and started 
spying for the Order of the Phoenix—I told you about that group already; those are the good 
guys, if you’ll recall.” 
 
“Why did he switch sides?” Jeffrey asked his daughter, glancing at her once again via the mirror.  
“I thought that sort of anti-Muggle rubbish was right up a Slytherin’s alley.” 
 
“He was gullible when he was young, Dad, which could’ve happened to almost anyone fed as 
smooth a line of—pardon my language, Mum—as smooth a line of bullshite as Voldemort could 
fling,”  Hermione pointed out tartly.  “I remind you it happened to most of Muggle Germany, in 
the first third of the previous century, because Hitler was just as smooth-tongued, too, in the 
beginning… 
 
“Anyway, Voldemort decided to teach Professor Snape a lesson about control, and murdered 
Professor Snape’s mother, right there in front of him.  In a very nasty fashion,”  she confided 
carefully.  “Mind you, he wasn’t a professor at the time; it was actually right before he took up 
the job of the Potions Master at Hogwarts.  That was a part of how Dumbledore protected him for 
so long, and rewarded him for finally wising up—it also happened just a few months before 
Harry was orphaned, actually.  S…somehow,”  she’d almost said ‘Severus’,  “he managed to 
conceal his loathing for the blowhard—Voldemort had developed the power to sense when 
people lied to him, but Professor Snape had already learnt a powerful counter-magic to it—and so 
he successfully spied on the Dark Lord for all the intervening years.  Almost successfully, towards 
the end, which we—whyever are you laughing, Daddy?” 
 
Her father had snorted with laughter.  “Sorry!  It’s just that, every time you say that nickname, I 
can’t help but think ‘Darth Voldemort, Dark Lord of the Sith’…!” 
 
“Jeffrey!  Our daughter is trying to tell us about something very serious, here!”  Rachel scolded 
him, though she, too, couldn’t control a smirk of her own.  “Even if it does suit the nickname…” 
 
“It’s alright, Mum,”  Hermione reassured her, smiling.  “A lot of us Muggle-borns have secretly 
thought of that possibility, from time to time.  And now that he’s dead, it is funny to think about.  
But as I was saying, tiny little things slowly started adding up, and Voldemort eventually figured 
out that Professor Snape was a traitor, and kidnapped him.” 
 
“How did you find out about all this?  That this Voldemort chap knew your chemistry professor 
was a traitor, I mean?” 
 

“It’s more like alchemy, not chemistry, Dad.  And…well, I was there for Voldemort’s little 
denouncement speech.” 
 
Her mother sighed heavily, giving her a dark look over her shoulder.  “Let me guess.  With Harry 
and Ron at your side, in the thickest parts of all the danger and excitement?” 
 
She flashed her mother an unrepentant grin.  “Of course!  I had a…a piece of magic that could 
track where the Professor had been taken, so Professor Dumbledore sent the three of us to the 
Death Eater’s meeting in disguise to rescue him, since we were the fastest group the Headmaster 
could send in for the task.  Voldemort went on and on about how all those little bits and things 
had started to add up over the years, while Harry, Ron and I were secretly busy with laying down 
these little, magical, summoning-stones—don’t roll your eyes, Daddy, I can see them in the rear-
mirror; I don’t know what they’re properly called, because the Headmaster gave them to us with 
just the instruction to toss them down at a certain distance from each other, once we arrived on 
the scene, and to let the Aurors do the rest.” 
 
“Those are like the James Bond chaps of the magical world, right?” 
 
“Yes, Daddy, they’re sort of like the Intelligence Bureau fellows,”  she sighed impatiently, rolling 
her eyes.  They weren’t anything like the sort, but just try convincing her father of that.  The 
wizarding world seemed as fantastical to Jeffrey Granger as Muggle adventure and fantasy films; 
she supposed he just couldn’t help drawing the analogy. 
 
“So why didn’t they rush in, guns…er, wands blazing, right away?”  he asked. 
 
“Because there were a lot of bad-guys around, summoned to a sort of general-assembly to witness 
Professor Snape’s unveiling as a spy.  It took them a bit of time to gather enough good-guys to 
face off against all the bad-guys we knew would be gathered there..  Luckily, we distracted 
Voldemort long enough for them to gather and arrive, but when Harry, Ron and I attempted to get 
our professor out of there via a Portkey—I told you about those didn’t I?  Common objects 
transformed to yank you instantly to a new, pre-programmed location?—Anyway, Voldemort 
cast an odd sort of extender-spell on the Portkey, shaped like a long bit of ribbon with several 
streamer-ends, and that swept most of his Death Eaters, and the four of us, off to the return-
destination point…which just happened to be the entry hall of the school. 
 
“The Headmaster had given us the Portkey so we could make a quick escape back to the safety of 
Hogwarts with the Potions Master,”  she continued, delving into the story more firmly, now that 
she was past temptation of the potentially indelicate and utterly forbidden bits that had happened 
prior to that point; they did have a lengthy trip to make, given how slowly traffic was crawling at 
the moment, but that didn’t mean she was going to take the time to explain everything.  “But I 
seriously doubt he intended for it to also to yank into Hogwarts a full three score of the bad guys, 
too, via Voldemort’s unexpected spell…” 
 
CII. 
 
Regina did clasp Hermione to her bosom in gratitude when she arrived at the restaurant, but it 
wasn’t quite as bad as her dad had jested; her cousin was far more lavish in her praise of 
Hermione’s willingness to participate than weepy with relief, thankfully.  The wedding-
coordinator quickly outlined for Hermione and everyone else what was to be expected of them, 
over the meal served at the joined-together tables in the hotel’s main restaurant.  When the meal 
was over, they all retreated to the conference hall being rented, where everyone was walked 
through their places.  Regina and her groom, Jack, were an amusing combination of excited, 
stressed, and jocular; indeed, there was plenty of laughter to be shared during the practice that 
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evening, and that helped smooth over the invariable little troubles that tried to plague them along 
the way.  When they parted for the evening, it was late enough that most everyone decided to 
retire. 
 
Because Hermione and her family lived in the suburbs of Exeter out in Devonshire, roughly a 
three hour drive just to get home, they were staying at the hotel overnight, sharing a double-room.  
Lying in her pajamas on the other bed, Hermione stared at the ceiling and listened to her father 
snore.  It was not the cute little drone Severus sometimes used.  It was a ruddy leaf-blower sound, 
and she debated, really really debated, using her magic to give herself a little silence-bubble for 
peaceful sleep.  But Severus was right; she was probably being tailed by members of the Order, to 
keep her safe from those few Death Eaters—and wizarding paparazzi—who might still be out 
there. 
 
London wasn’t Exeter, after all; the greater overall population meant a greater wizarding 
population.  She really didn’t want to be stalked by a so-called member of the wizarding press.  
Rita Skeeter certainly popped into mind, when Hermione contemplated someone trying to get an 
interview out of her, though the woman would obviously be too concerned about being thrown in 
wizarding-gaol for being an unregistered Animagus, if she wrote anything that crossed Hermione 
or her friends in the wrong way. 
 
Closing her eyes, she resolutely blocked out as much of her father’s snoring as possible, and 
reached out to her lover.  After a tap on his mental walls, she found him in bed, reading from the 
Grimoires.  […Honestly, Sev, I’ve heard of heavy reading before, but that ruddy huge thing has 
to weigh a ton!} 
 
[Half a ton, love, but you’re right; it’s cutting off the circulation to my thighs—whatever is that 
racket, where you are?} 
 
[Dad, snoring.  He and Mum are sharing the next bed.  They may be dentists, but that doesn’t 
meant they’re willing to spring for an extra room at the inn.  Though there’s so many people here 
for some sort of plasterer’s association conference, there might not have been a second room to 
spare.  So we’re all tucked into our pajamas and tucked into our beds, and Mum’s so used to 
Dad’s ruddy snoring that she dropped right off, but I can’t get any sleep, myself.  I’m tempted to 
use a silencing-sphere around my bed, but I don’t want anyone to notice a bit of magic around 
here, and realize there’s a witch, and call out the reporters to try and get an exclusive out of me.  
That’d be hard to explain, at my cousin’s wedding.  So here I am, lying in bed, bored out of my 
mind.  At least you’ve got something to read…} 
 
[I’ve been reading up a bit on Veritamoria,]  Severus offered. 
 
{—Have you?  So have I!  I’ve read all about the intermediate-level, and it’s just incredible!  I 
mean, I’m all the way down in London, and you’re all the way up in Hogwarts, and yet we can 
still hear each other’s thoughts quite clearly; Legilimency just doesn’t normally work over that 
long a distance,}  she enthused; it really was a fascinating subject, after all. 
 
[Yes, well, there’s also a section in here on shared senses, and shared dreaming, both voluntary 
and involuntary,]  he reminded her, smiling at her shared academic fervor.  [The more you send 
your awareness into my senses, the less you should hear your father’s droning, even in your 
sleep.  One question, though…] 
 
She sensed his sub-thought and smiled.  {No, Severus.  You don’t snore the least bit like my 
father.  The one time you did snore, that I noticed, it was…cute.  Groan all you like; it won’t 
change the truth!  It was a cute snore!} 

 
[…Bloody four-letter word.  Here, love, let me set the book aside and blow out the candles…  
Now, come closer into me; I’ll hold your mind in mine, and we’ll see if that can put the two of us 
to sleep.] 
 
It worked.  Clasping a pillow to her chest as he clasped her in his mental embrace, she pictured 
herself snuggling against his body, pillowing her head on his chest, and listening to the steady 
beating of his heart, and the rise and fall of his breath.  Slowly, the motorcycle-like droning of her 
father faded from her consciousness.  It almost felt like they were dancing, her and Severus, and 
relaxing became sleeping became dreaming, and she did indeed dance in his arms.  And kiss, in 
his arms, and more…much, much more… 
 
The next thing she knew, it was morning, and her mother was gently shaking her by the shoulder.  
Stretching under the covers, Hermione smiled and opened her eyes.  “Good morning, Mum!” 
 
“Good morning, sweetie.  There’s a, er, question I wanted to ask you,”  Rachel told her daughter, 
perched on the edge of her hotel bed.  They were alone at the moment; the sound of the shower 
rumbling in the bathroom told Hermione where her father had gone. 
 
Sitting up, Hermione wrapped her arms around her knees for balance.  “Sounds serious.  What is 
it?” 
 
“You were, er…making noises, last night.  In your sleep,”  her mother revealed.  With a blush. 
 
Hermione’s eyes widened, as she recalled those bits of her shared dreams with Severus.  While 
her mother blushed, her own blood drained out of her face.  “Oh, dear god…  I didn’t—did 
Daddy hear?” 
 
Rachel patted her forearm.  “No, dear; he’s completely oblivious.  Which I think is due more to 
the fact that he can’t hear anything at night than anything else, due to his snoring.  To him, you’ll 
always be his little girl.  To me, there’s a part of me that wishes I could keep you my little girl 
forever,”  her mother confessed, tucking a wisp of her own wavy chestnut hair behind her ear.  
“But I’m also aware of what it’s like to turn into a young woman.  Even though it’s been about 
thirty years.” 
 
“You’re not that old, Mum,”  Hermione dismissed. 
 
“Yes, well…”  She leaned close and kissed her daughter on the temple, then touched her forehead 
to Hermione’s, giving her a serious look.  “It’s about the, er, sounds you were making.  They 
were…sounds.  And some mumbled words, too.  I didn’t catch any names, mind you, but…it 
sounds like either you’ve got the most vivid imagination in all of the West End…or shall we say 
you’ve picked up a wee bit more in the way of experience than just kissing?” 
 
“—Oh, god, Mother!”  Buring her face in her hands, Hermione wondered just how embarrassed it 
was possible for a witch to get. 
 
“Hermione, dear…I have to ask you, as a concerned mum, are you…er…  Oh, bloody hell, 
there’s no delicate way to put this.  Are you still a virgin, dear?” 
 
She really, really didn’t want to lie to her parents.  She really, really didn’t want to tell them the 
truth.  But her mother was marginally a better confessor to hear that truth than her father would 
be.  So, from behind muffling palms, she confessed,  “No…I’m not a virgin anymore, Mum.  But 
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I was of legal age, so please don’t rag on me about the fact that I’m too young, or any rubbish 
about saving myself for…for…” 
 
She couldn’t complete that sentence,  …for someone special,  because she had saved herself for 
someone special, though she hadn’t known just how special until much later. 
 
“…For marriage?”  her mother finished for her, tucking her arm around her embarrassed child’s 
shoulders.  “I know you’re of legal age, dear, and I also trust you’d never throw away your 
innocence on someone who wasn’t special—you did use contraceptives, right?” 
 
“Mum!”  Hermione dragged her hands from her face, her cheeks now flushed with 
embarrassment. 
 
“Well, how am I to know these things?  I don’t even know if they have prophylactics in the 
wizarding world!”  Rachel exclaimed softly, gesturing with her free hand. 
 
“Yes, we drank all the right potions,”  she muttered. 
 
“Oh, dear.  Potions, plural.  That sounds like you’ve, er, done it more than once?”  her mother 
fished as gingerly as she could, eyeing her daughter somewhat askance. 
 
“It’s…  It was…it’s complicated,”  Hermione said, trying to pick a way to phrase it delicately. 
 
“Complicated?  It was with your consent, right?”  her mother prodded. 
 
“It’s complicated, Mum.  Very, very complicated.  And that’s all I will say,”  the younger woman 
muttered. 
 
“But, what does that mean?  Do you even love this boy?”  Rachel asked her, bewildered.  “Or 
was it…?” 
 
“Just the one l-lover.  And I love him very much…and that’s all I’m going to say on the matter,”  
she added, as the shower shut off in the bathroom.  “Dad’ll be out, soon, and I don’t want him to 
hear any of this.” 
 
“No, it’d probably drive him right berk, since you’re still technically in school, and to his mind 
that’ll mean you’re still his little girl, even if you’re fully an adult in the eyes of the law,”  Rachel 
muttered, hugging her around the shoulders again.  She paused, looking at her daughter.  “Was it 
Ron, or that Slytherin boy you said you gave a painting of yourself as a present?” 
 
“The Slytherin—and before you ask, I know he’s very much in love with me, too, but…it’s very, 
very complicated,”  Hermione stressed one more time. 
 
“I should think so,”  her mother snorted.  “After all the horror-stories about your inter-House 
rivalries that you’ve brought home each holiday and summer break, I’d imagine a romance 
between a Gryffindor and a Slytherin would go over with your friends about as well as setting 
yourself on fire!  Well, maybe not you, since you’re a Pyromancer…you know what I mean.” 
 
“I know what you mean, Mum.  But you can see why Ron and Harry would be livid, if they knew 
I was…dating…a Slytherin.  So, I’d kind of appreciate it if you didn’t mention it to them.  We’re 
going to try to get something worked out this summer, so we can be together, but in the meantime 
it all has to fly under the radar.  And…just please, keep in mind when you hear the truth that it’s 
all very, very complicated. 

 
“Whatever you might hear, please remember it won’t be the whole truth.  There’s a bit of magic 
mixed up in it, and it’s a very long story, how it all got started, because it all started out very 
complicated to begin with.  I trust him with my life, and I know beyond a shadow of a doubt that 
he loves me and that I love him, and we’re trying to be circumspect, as much as our 
circumstances will allow, but, er…” 
 
“…It’s all very complicated,”  her mother finished for her.  “Right.  Well, I’m going to put my 
trust in the fact that I raised a very smart daughter, and try to have faith that you know what 
you’ve gotten yourself into.  I will caution you to not get into trouble at school, sneaking around 
the grounds with your little Romeo-and-Juliet romance, here…and to not get yourself killed like 
those two lovebirds did.  This is the twenty-first century, after all,”  Rachel told her tartly.  “There 
are far better solutions to even the most complicated romance than taking poison or stabbing 
one’s heart out, these days.” 
 
Overwhelmed with gratitude, Hermione hugged her mother.  “I do love you, Mum.  You’re the 
most wonderful, understanding Mum in the whole universe, I hope you know that.  And I’m sorry 
if I disappointed you.” 
 
“Well, you might’ve disappointed me a teeny bit, but if it’s really that complicated…all I can say 
is that I’m trying to understand.  And I’m glad you at least saved yourself for someone special, 
from the sound of it.  Do I at least get to know the chap’s name?” 
 
Hermione winced.  “Er, yes, about that; it’s…well…” 
 
“…Complicated?”  her mother finished for her, as the bathroom door opened and Jeffrey Granger 
stepped around the corner, dressed for the morning’s runaround activities in a jumper and jeans. 
 
“—The shower’s free, girls.  What’s complicated?”  he asked them, looking from one to the other 
in curiosity as he pushed his sleeves up to his elbows. 
 
Hermione and her mother looked at each other, and laughed ruefully. 
 
CIII. 
 
Severus stared at his reflection, wondering if he’d put too much highlight in his hair.  It was hard 
to tell.  The lighting in the Shrieking Shack was never the best, though at least it was a clear, 
sunny day outside.  Certainly there were plenty of gaps between the boards on the windows to 
provide some illumination.  Gaps that were leaking bands of sunshine into the chilly pre-Spring 
air of the room, as he peered into the cracked bureau mirror he’d charmed clean.  He didn’t want 
to Polyjuice himself into anyone else, so the only viable option had been to put all those girls’ 
night lessons to use.  Now, instead of falling to his shoulders in lank, greasy, sable locks that he’d 
never bothered to style, his hair hung in soft-shining, blond waves, given just a tiny bit of a 
Curling Charm, as well as a Colouring one.  He definitely looked odd as a blond. 
 
Not the platinum-pale blond of the Malfoy family, though; this was a richer shade of gold, with 
the underlayers near the back almost a reddish strawberry blond, and the upper ones paler and 
slightly sun-streaked, as if he’d just come back from holiday in Majorca, or Greece, or 
somewhere tropical.  He’d added a Volumizing Charm, too, turning the lank, straight locks into a 
thicker, softer, face-framing halo.  He’d even coloured his brows, lashes, and and chest-hairs, to 
match.  The lattermost was necessary, because he’d stripped himself of his usual frock-coat and 
Transfigured his high-collared white shirt into a low-collared one of a butter-golden yellow.  The 
shirt bared a palm-sized vee of skin below his collarbone, too, prompting him to give his skin a 
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Temporary Tan spell to further alter his appearance.  It worked too; a tan made him seem warm-
complected and healthy, rather than too pale and dungeon-sallow. 
 
The hair just didn’t look like his hair, that was the problem, nor the skin his skin, nor the shirt his 
shirt…and the moment Severus realized that was the source of his fussing, he smiled ruefully at 
his image.  Perfect.  No one would recognize him, like this.  Save for the one woman who 
mattered.  Turning the pages of the fashion magazine he’d confiscated from a Muggle-born 
student in one of his classes a couple months ago, he peered at the men’s fashions on the glossy 
sheets, until he found what he wanted.  Wool-into-leather was always a tricky Transfiguration.  
Taking his time, he pictured firmly how he wanted his pants to look, and flicked-and-swished, 
tapping his trousers. 
 
They squeezed around his legs, shifting from somewhat loose to skin-hugging tight at hips and 
thighs.  Eyeing his legs, he prodded the leather, turning it just a tiny bit redder, until it 
complemented the undertones of his hair-colouring.  Another bit of concentration, another swish 
of his wand, and the frock-coat draped over the legs of the upturned chair next to him altered as 
well, changing into a shorter-hemmed leather jacket in the same hazel-nut shade of brown.  In 
style, it was now the kind of garment that tied at the waist.  Or rather, buckled, according to the 
unmoving Muggle fashion he was copying. 
 
A glance down the length of his body showed a sartorial incongruity; the black of his shoes didn’t 
go with the brown of the leather.  Another bit of concentration, and Severus Transfigured himself 
a pair of comfortable, reddish-brown, dragonscale boots.  That looked much better, and the 
Muggles would just think it was some exotic sort of crocodile or alligator skin— 
 
The building creaked, somewhere below.  Severus froze. 
 
“…I really can’t see who’d be using this place as a shag-pad,”  a very familiar voice drifted up 
from below.  Severus quickly reached for his jacket; the stairs shook as two bodies mounted the 
steps to the first floor, one long-legged and impatient, the other shorter and more methodical.  A 
reddish head popped into view through the half-torn boards separating the weathered rooms, over 
by the stairwell.  “I mean, it leaks like a ruddy sieve!  You’d freeze your rod’n’tackle right off, in 
the winter!” 
 
If he hurried, he could Apparate out of here before they saw him.  Severus caught a glimpse of 
himself in the mirror, and almost started at the sight of the stranger standing there.  He really did 
look different.  In an instant, he made up his mind to try out his disguise on the Wonder Boys.  He 
could always Obliviate them, if they saw through his disguise. 
 
“—Oy!  There’s someone here!  Whoever you are, I’ve got my wand on you!”  the too-familiar 
redhead called out warningly.  Sure enough, he was pointing his longish willow wand at Severus 
through the aging slats of the wall, as he edged towards the doorway. 
 
So was the shorter, equally famous brunette who followed him, wand gripped at the ready.  “No 
funny stuff, now!” 
 
Selecting an American accent to disguise his voice—he’d heard enough of the way Kathleen 
talked to imitate it at least long enough to fool these two—Severus flashed Ron Weasley an 
approximation of an easy-going grin, holding up his empty palms.  “Easy, gentlemen.  I see I’m 
not the only one who knows the secret of getting into this place.” 
 

Ron narrowed his eyes, no fool.  He eased into the bedroom half of the first floor, wand still 
aimed unknowingly at the Potions Master.  “No one but a very small number of people know how 
to get into this place.” 
 
“Yeah, I know,”  Severus shrugged, lowering his hands to shake out the folds of the leather jacket 
draped over his forearm; Weasley was right about how cool it was upstairs, even with bright 
sunshine outside.  Or rather, how outright cold; it was one of those crisp, cold days that reminded 
a body that the Equinox was still technically a few days away.  He’d cast the calorotropicum spell 
in here to make up for the deficiency, twice for good measure, but the warmth had bled away, 
leaving only the scent of papayas and hibiscus, orchids and whatever else one found on a tropical 
breeze.  Slipping into the jacket, he flashed them another smile.  “You, me…and ol’ Moony 
makes three.” 
 
“You know who Moony is?”  Potter asked him skeptically. 
 
“I know a lot of things…young man.”  He’d almost slipped out of his easy-going pretense by 
calling Potter ‘boy’.  Tugging neatly on the sleeves to settle them, he pointed at the redhead, 
disarming them with a smile that was hopefully charming.  “Freckles, red-hair, and the boy-next-
door good looks of a much younger Arthur, combined with a tunnel-linked proximity to the 
wizarding school would make you…Ron Weasley, am I right?” 
 
“Yeah, but—” 
 
“—And, dark hair, glasses, constantly found in Ron’s presence…that makes you Harry Potter.  
Together, you’re the two most famous gentlemen of the year, aren’t you?  Nice job on taking 
down the Dork Lord and his followers, by the way,”  he added, holding out his hand.  Bemused, 
Harry shook it, and Ron followed suit, both of them putting their wands away with puzzled looks.  
So far, they hadn’t recognized him.  Severus decided this was turning out to be fun. 
 
“So, if you know all that, and how to get into this place, who are you?”  Harry asked him. 
 
“…Let’s just say I’ve been a secret spy for the Order of the Phoenix for some time now, and 
leave it at that, shall we?”  he quipped.  Severus was beginning to really enjoy this little game of 
deception, since it was far, far less serious in consequences than the one he’d played out for so 
long.  And it was undeniably amusing to have one over the Boy Who Annoyed Him, for once.  
“You might’ve heard about my little performance about a month or so ago, at one of the Order’s 
Meetings?” 
 
They both exchanged puzzled looks, then Ron frowned softly, recalling something.  “—Oy, 
you’re not talking about that chap who was pretending to be Snape?  The one my brothers told me 
finally managed to shut up the painting of that old harridan, Mrs. Black, in the hallway?” 
 
Severus winked as cheekily as he’d ever seen Gilderoy Lockhart do, back before his little 
Memory Charm accident.  “One of us was a certain, secret spy, and the other of us was the real 
sour-puss, and that’s all I will say on the matter.” 
 
“So, this is what you look like normally, then?”  Harry asked Severus, eyeing his stylish outfit 
and sunstreaked hair. 
 
“Maybe it is, and maybe it isn’t.  I’ve worn any number of disguises, through the years.  But 
Albus—Professor Dumbledore, to you two—knows who I am,”  he added, flipping the collar of 
his jacket to settle it more comfortably.  “Now, if you gentlemen will excuse me, I’ve got to go 
meet my lady-love.” 
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“So you have been using this place for a shag-pad!”  Ron exclaimed.  “I knew it!” 
 
Severus rolled his eyes.  “Please, do not refer to the place where I am transported to heaven in my 
beloved’s arms as a ‘shag-pad’.  It’s very crude, utterly unrefined, and if your own girlfriends 
ever heard you talking like that, they’d smack you to the moon and back.  Ladies like refinement 
in their romancing, gentlemen.  Try to keep that in mind.” 
 
“And yet you meet her here, in the Shrieking Shack?”  Harry quipped skeptically.  He gestured at 
their shabby, weatherworn, dusty surroundings.  “This doesn’t exactly meet the definition of 
‘refined’, in my book.” 
 
Severus glanced around, taking in the dust, broken furnishings, and cobwebs.  “So she’s a little 
kinky.  So am I.  So what?  Gotta be going, gentlemen; don’t want to hold up my sweetheart.” 
 
“Wait—you kinda look like Snape,”  Ron pointed out, squinting at him.  “You’ve got his nose, at 
least—for which, I feel sorry for you.  Are you related to him, or something?” 
 
“That would be telling, either way.  I think I prefer my anonymity, today.”  With a flick of his 
fingers to his forehead in a casual salute, Severus smiled and Disapparated away. 
 
He Apparated into an alcove-lined side-street along the main thoroughfare of Diagon Alley, one 
of several junctures set aside as safety-zones for such arrivals.  It was a long distance to Apparate, 
and normally it left him quite tired, but this time Severus barely felt the slightest bit magically 
winded.  Certainly there was an almost jaunty bounce to his step as se emerged from the side-
street and headed towards the distinctive, towering white building in the distance. 
 
Gringott’s, the only wizarding-world bank, with branches just about everywhere.  Goblins 
manned the counters and guarded the vaults, along with other, nastier creatures kept under their 
care.  The long-fingered clerk who checked Severus’ key didn’t turn a single hair on his pointy-
bearded chin at the appearance of the youthened, blond-haired owner.  He just summoned a 
goblin to escort Severus down to his vault in one of those awful, tiny, hellishly swift-flinging 
carts the goblins favoured. 
 
The contents of the vault his goblin-guide opened for him weren’t heaps of gold and silver and 
bronze, but the stacks were respectable in size, and they did cover almost the entire bottom of the 
vault.  Severus gauged the amount by eye as he swept some of his money into the leather sack 
proffered by the goblin.  Yes, there was enough savings in there to pay for a nice little 
honeymoon retreat, after they were married—somewhere tropical, simply because he’d never 
been and he knew she wanted to go, and for at least two weeks—plus a reasonably healthy 
cushion of funds against possible emergencies while she was still establishing herself in some 
career. 
 
It wasn’t quite enough to waste on anything lavish; the used set of Encyclopedia Magica had been 
about as lavish as he’d dared get, and he was quite grateful she hadn’t balked at the ‘recycling’ of 
her Christmas Gift into her thank-you-for-saving-my-life gift.  At least it had been a way to get 
the ruddy books into her care without anyone getting too suspicious about when and where she’d 
acquired them. 
 
The real gift he intended to give her for saving his life was himself, dedicated to her for as long as 
fate granted him life.  As he’d told her, points were meaningless, when he could give her 
something she could continue to use for a long, long time after her school days were gone.  If his 

life, dedicated to making her happy, wasn’t enough, then nothing else would be.  He sincerely 
hoped his devotion would be enough. 
 
The jostling ride back up to the surface was punctuated by a longish wait in a queue at the 
Exchanges Booth, trading wizarding coins for Muggle money.  It reminded Severus of the times 
he’d done this each summer, exchanging Sickles for pounds-sterling.  Money he’d used to slip 
through the Muggle world, looking for sexual release and little more, since Muggle women just 
didn’t make good partners for Eromantic activities, and yet he had experienced certain…needs. 
 
Wizarding women of good repute who were his own age invariably remembered him as a slimy 
Slytherin from their school years; those who were older weren’t as interested in undertaking 
vigorous sexual activities, and those who were younger merely knew him as their hated old 
Potions Master.  Those of ill repute had mostly been Death Eaters, leaving him to seek the 
anonymity of some unsuspecting, magicless woman’s arms.  He’d taken every precaution he’d 
known, from contraceptive potions to charms against bringing home some Muggle venereal 
disease, and had come away from those encounters with his sexual tensions relieved, but with 
little more.  Relieved, yes, but unsatisfied all the same. 
 
No more.  Severus had finally tasted heaven.  Even if some witch were to Castratus him, and 
threaten to leave him that way unless he bedded her, Severus wasn’t going to take anyone else 
into his arms—why settle for shaking hands with a lost soul in Purgatory, when he could embrace 
an angel in Heaven?  There wasn’t any need to even contemplate such an unpleasant activity.  Of 
course, there was a need to thing about something, anything, while waiting to have his turn at the 
Exchanges counter, bored out of his wits…  Concentrating on naming all the potions ingredients 
he could think of that began with the letter ‘w’—randomly picked—he inched his way forward in 
the queue. 
 
Finally, with some of his coins transferred into Muggle funds, he left the bank, found a quiet 
alcove, and Disapparated to the West End.  There were alleys, here, reasonably central to the 
better shops and such, that were warded against any Muggles feeling the urge to linger for long in 
their vicinity.  Lots of such little places existed in London and other major cities, where the only 
ones who came through were housewives emptying their dustbins, and the rubbish collectors with 
their noisy, smelly Muggle lorries. 
 
No lorries back here, this late in the afternoon.  Muttering a small Pathfinder spell on one of the 
Galleons in his pocket, Severus gripped it in his hand and followed whichever edge felt the 
warmest, wending his way through the streets towards the Hillingdon Hilton.  It was a 
deceptively simple charm, very handy for finding one’s way in an unfamiliar place, so long as 
one had the accurate name of the location being sought, and an idea of what kind of place that 
location was. 
 
It wasn’t within a few blocks of his entry point, however.  As he walked, a florist’s shop, 
displaying huge bouquets in its glazed bay windows, caught his attention.  He almost passed it 
over, wanting to avoid the temptation of buying a dozen roses for her, which would draw undue 
attention to him.  But his dragon-booted feet swerved toward the shop door almost of their own 
inclination, and Severus found himself walking inside, long nose dipping into bunch after bunch 
of hothouse-grown flowers, sniffing here and there for just the right one. 
 
He found it in a collection of single-stem roses, bright golden and headily scented, with streaks of 
red at the base and the edges of the petals.  The Muggle shopclerk, a young woman in her mid-
twenties, blushed and eyed him with what Severus was disconcerted to realize was an admiring 
look, as she offered to wrap his purchase in green florist’ tissue, and made change for the pound-
notes he handed her.  He declined the tissue, taking his change and the flower.  Resuming his grip 
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on the gold coin he’d enchanted, he strolled along the pavement, threading his way through the 
untidily sprawling streets of London’s outermost fringes, until he reached the edifice of the 
Hillingdon Hilton. 
 
An enquiry at the front desk pointed him along to one of two conference halls booked for the 
wedding.  A neatly suited fellow in black, green and white greeted him at the doorway.  “Here for 
the Kinsington-Gabley wedding, eh?  Bride, or groom?” 
 
“—I beg your pardon?”  Severus wasn’t the type to be invited to too many weddings in the 
wizarding world, nevermind the Muggle one.  He wasn’t quite sure what the man was asking. 
 
“Friend of the bride, or friend of the groom?”  the middle-aged man clarified himself. 
 
Ah, yes, the old custom of keeping two feuding families separate, while that feud was supposed 
to be ended by a marriage-merger between the two bloodlines.  “Friend of the bridesmaid, 
actually.” 
 
The man eyed Severus and the flower in the younger-seeming man’s hand with a disgruntled look 
for a moment, then his forehead smoothed and his brows lifted.  “…Oh!  You must mean the 
cousin, Mironee or something.” 
 
“Hermione, yes.  Cousin to Regina.” 
 
“Friend of the bride, then; you’ll want to sit on the left.  It’s about to start,  unless the groom’s 
having an attack of nerves, or the bride has to have one last bit of perfection done to her face or 
her dress,”  the man added chattily. 
 
“…Quite.”  Nodding his head politely, Severus entered and picked one of the rows of seats near 
the back.  Someone was playing the Muggle equivalent of a music-book, for the music was 
coming from a boxy affair set on a seat off to one side. 
 
After several minutes of patient boredom, while the groom indeed waited with visible 
nervousness up at the front along with three of his friends for support and a young, dark-haired 
boy fidgeted and fiddled with a pillow bearing the wedding rings tied to its top, the current piece 
of classical music finally died down.  It was replaced by a more traditional, wedding theme’d 
piece; to its sweet strains, the bridesmaids entered.  First came a little flower-girl, sprinkling what 
looked like silk petals, something no doubt easier to pick up afterwards than real ones would have 
been, then three women in three different green gowns. 
 
The first one was in an ankle-length silk sheath of pale, minty green, her willowy body topped by 
a knot of golden curls, a small bunch of white flowers and dark greenery clutched in her hands, a 
forgettable enough vision of loveliness. 
 
The second one was Hermione.  Severus had Transfigured the colour of the scarlet velvet into a 
dark forest green at the bottom and for most of the skirt, shading up to the palest mint-green at the 
very top, where the strapless, sweetheart neckline banded across the curves of her breasts.  She 
matched almost perfectly the bunch of white roses and dark bits of evergreen and fernleaves in 
her hands, and her hair, too, was piled on her head, though her curls were the result of genetics, 
not whatever torturous, mechanical devices the Muggles used in place of Curling Charms. 
 
The third bridesmaid wore a drop-waisted, calf-length dress in a light teal, layered over in a thick 
sort of lace-like material of a much darker but similar shade of bluish-green; he wasn’t sure what 
it was called, but he was fairly sure he’d seen Narcissa Malfoy wearing overrobes in a similar 

material at some party or other in the past.  She was sweet-faced, too, but Severus didn’t really 
care.  His gaze remained mostly on the true beauty in the trio, the middle of the three.  His 
Hermione.  Waiting patiently to see if and when she recognized him. 
 
CIV. 
 
Hermione, smiling at the guests as she walked up the aisle, spotted a gleam of sun-streaked hair 
to her left, with a streak of warm gold between lapels of hazel-red.  Whoever it was, he was a real 
dandy, as he sat there with crossed legs and a smile curving his otherwise thin lips; he’d managed 
to pick out a gorgeous, single rose in scarlet-tipped gold and that almost matched his outfit.  
Mildly curious, she lifted her gaze from the flower to his eyes as she passed…and met irises as 
black as a night-shadow, a gaze as familiar as her heart…a nose as familiar as her lusts. 
 
Her eyes widened, and her green-Transfigured slippers almost caught on the carpet-runner laid 
over the polished wooden floor, underfoot.  Forcing her gaze forward before she could stumble, 
away from that stunning face, she demanded breathlessly,  {—Severus?  Is that you?  In the 
blond hair, and the leather, and the rose?} 
 
[One and the same, my love.  Do you like my disguise?] 
 
{I…I…  I’m speechless, is what I am,}  she confessed, taking her place between the other two 
bridesmaids on the left of the makeshift altar.  {I literally didn’t recognize you, for a moment!} 
 
[Good.]  He made sure she could sense his sub-thoughts, which were far more approving that his 
dissemblance had worked, than that she hadn’t known him instantly on sight.  [Neither did your 
two best friends.  They caught me right as I finished changing my appearance in the Shrieking 
Shack.] 
 
{They did?}  she asked as Regina came up the aisle behind her and the other bridesmaids, 
escorted by her father and mother, who was Jeffrey Granger’s sister.  {What happened?} 
 
[I pretended to be you, actually.  You-as-decoy-Snape, that is.  From the night of the Order 
meeting?] 
 
{Oh, right.  I remember now, they knew about it shortly after the fact.  Ron told me all about it 
second-hand through a note he’d gotten from Bill.  So, you pretended to be me, the mysterious, 
multi-disguised Order member?  Did they buy it?} 
 
[I think so.  At least I left before they could ask me any awkward questions…like my name.] 
 
She smiled to herself.  {That’d go over good.  By the way, Mum knows I’m in love with someone 
in the wizarding world, that he’s a Slytherin, and that things are…complicated…between us.} 
 
[Why do you laugh subconsciously on that word?]  he asked her, curious.  She shared the memory 
of the morning’s conversation with him, and he smiled as she relived it for him, not hearing a 
word of the marriage ceremony in the meantime.  Until the exchange of vows.  Which made him 
think,  [Hermione…you said you’ve been reading about Veritamoria, in the Grimoires?] 
 
{Yes.} 
 
[Then you know there’s a stage beyond the intermediate one of Heart-Bound?] 
 
{I do.} 
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He smiled.  She’d inadvertently said it at nearly the same time as the flustered, grinning groom, 
just half a heartbeat behind the nervous, excited man.  [I think there’s a bit more to the Oath of 
Marriage than that…but I’d love to hear you say those two words to me, too.  Once we get things 
sorted out, after your graduation.] 
 
The bride wasn’t the only person beaming with happiness, up there at the front of the room.  {I’m 
going to split the seams of my dress in happiness, and shock all the wedding-guests with the fact 
that I’m still not wearing any knickers, with this outfit.} 
 
Leather was not the most comfortable material to wear, when one was an aroused male.  Severus 
shifted uncomfortably in his seat, willing his erection to go away.  [Tease.] 
 
{You’re the one who didn’t buy me any,}  she pointed out mercilessly.  {Don’t blame me for the 
side-effects of your own personal choices in sartorial perversion.  Speaking of which, do you still 
have my last set of panties?} 
 
[Naturally.  Though I left them in my robes back at the school.] 
 
{Am I ever going to get that set back?} 
 
[Maybe.  And don’t complain; I did re-Transfigure your bra, and returned the other pair.  I’d say 
it’s only fair for me to keep one set of your dew-scented knickers, considering I’ve lost a coat and 
a shirt to the Dead Lord, which you didn’t even bother to look for at the time, plus had a cloak 
mangled beyond repair, thanks to you.  I’m surprised you haven’t thrashed a pair of my trousers, 
too.] 
 
{Don’t complain; I’ll get around to it!}  she mock-retorted.  Making him chuckle at her sense of 
humor. 
 
“…I now give you Mr. and Mrs. Gabley!”  the vicar at the head of the hall asserted firmly, and 
the guests all applauded, rising as the happy, beaming couple retreated down the aisle to the other 
conference-hall, followed by the pairings of the groomsmen with the bridesmaids, and then the 
parents of the newlyweds. 
 
The wedding party would queue up in a receiving-line in the other room, according to the 
wedding coordinator, then the guests would be allowed to fall on the buffet table while this room 
in here was being cleared of chairs and the carpet-runner for dancing.  Hermione, holding the 
elbow of the groom’s younger brother, Kirk or Dirk or something, found her eyes drawn again to 
the man seated in the last row, this time placed to her right.  The hard angles of his face, softened 
and faded into the unlined, youthful prime of a man in his late twenties, really didn’t look at all 
like the older, harder Potions Master she had come to know.  Save for the nose.  She’d know the 
shape of that nose anywhere.  Especially in the dark. 
 
He smirked and lifted the rose in his hand, slowly inhaling its perfume as she passed.  Drawing 
her attention to his nose deliberately—the wastard—as the red-tipped, fiery petals brushed its tip.  
[…You’re thinking carnal thoughts about my nose again, aren’t you?] 
 
{Yes, damn you,}  she admitted tartly, blushing as they moved on to the next room, where she 
would have to stand for an era and make a mountain of small-talk.  {I’m thinking about that nose, 
and those rose-petals, and my utter lack of undershorts.} 
 

He shifted uncomfortably in his seat again, watching her disappear through the connecting 
doorway before facing forward again.  [Damn.  I shouldn’t have Transfigured my pants into 
leather.  At least, not ones so tight.] 
 
{Oh, goody.} 
 
That arched one of his blond-altered brows.  [“Goody”?] 
 
{A)  I’m grateful I’m not the only one being tortured, here, and B), I’ll get to see your tight little 
arse revealed in all its shilling-bouncing glory.} 
 
[…Shilling-bouncing?]  The term puzzled him. 
 
{In the Muggle military, you have to prove you can keep yourself and your living space neat and 
tidy, and up to regulation standards, to prove you can follow orders and do everything the same 
regulation way as everyone else.  One of those things is to be able to make one’s bed with the 
covers drawn so straight and tight, you can bounce a shilling off of them.  That’s how tight your 
arse is…only most of the time you’re wearing that gorgeous frock coat over it, concealing it from 
my view, and any chance I might have to salivate over it.  Or grope, or pinch, or pat…} 
 
[Ah.  Well, I’ll be sure to take off my jacket, while I’m here.  If it is truly your desire, I will gladly 
try to suffer the discomforts of fashion, just to please you.] 
 
{I don’t know if I can sneak away at any point, to be alone with you…} 
 
He knew she meant carnally, and trailed the petals of the rose against his lips absently.  [I didn’t 
actually come here to haul you into a broom cupboard, Hermione.  I came simply to be with you, 
in a setting as far away from the school as possible.  As pleasurable as time spent in bed with you 
may be…]  He broke off, recalling something she’d once said to him, and decided it fit his mood 
well enough to parrot it back.  [Ah, yes, that was what you’d said…  You make me feel like your 
cat.] 
 
{Come again?   …Oh!}  It only took her a few moments to clarify her confusion, sensing the sub-
thought he proffered.  {You just want to be near to me.} 
 
[Yesterday was a tiny taste of distracted, lonely hell,]  he confessed to her.  As he’d once said 
long ago, there was more dignity to be found in the truth than in trying to lie.  Not that they could, 
but refraining was usually allowed.  He didn’t refrain, continuing,  [I ended up stalking the 
corridors half the time, and slaving over my mid-term tests the other half, trying to keep myself 
occupied.  I even got most of them done.  But no matter how much I forced myself to concentrate 
on my papers or keep a sharp eye out for miscreants, I missed you…and you’d only been gone for 
a handful of hours.  I didn’t want to wait until our date on Wednesday to see you again.] 
 
{So you asked me when and where the wedding was.  And altered your appearance with a few 
beauty-charms and a change of wardrobe.  Nice Tanning Charm, by the way.  It looks good on 
you.  As does the blond hair…though I miss your sable locks.} 
 
[Thank you; I like the look of the tan, too, especially with my natural hair-colour.  I think we 
should go somewhere tropical for our honeymoon.]  He could feel the breath huffing out of her 
lungs in shock at his choice of segue, and heard through her ears someone in the wedding party—
the dunderhead she’d walked out with—asking her if she was alright.  She mumbled something 
about her dress being a little tight, making it hard for her to breathe.  Severus tightened his grip 
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on the rose stem as he noticed through her senses the other man’s overly appreciative leer.  [If he 
weren’t a Muggle, I’d hex him into next month, for doing that.] 
 
{…For doing what?} 
 
[Drooling over your cleavage.  Didn’t you notice?] 
 
{No, I didn’t; I can’t even remember the poor fellow’s name, to be truthful.  I did notice you’ve 
hurt your hand, though.} 
 
[It’s nothing; a minor pain, formed by a foolish touch of jealousy,]  he dismissed, switching the 
stem to his other hand so he could pick the sliver of thorn out of his palm.  The queue for the 
receiving-line had formed halfway up the aisle between the rows of seats, and was slowly inching 
its way into the next room.  Severus debated whether to join it near the middle, or near the end.  
[It’s not as if the fellow can do anything with you.] 
 
{You’re right about that; I’d beat him senseless with my bouquet, if he so much as tried.  
So…how are you going to greet me, if and when you join the queue with the others?  Distanced 
and remote, just another random guest?  Hand me that flower with a courtly bow over my hand?  
Snog me deliciously senseless, and scandalize everyone?} 
 
[I can’t quite see myself needing to be all that distanced and remote, when no one here knows 
who I am.  But neither will I disrespect you, nor make a fool of myself, by slobbering all over you.  
I don’t want to draw overt attention to my presence, but I do want to stake my claim…so the 
flower and the courtly bow, or something improvised along those lines.  Speaking of which, time 
for me to join the interminable, glacially dragging queue, I think.  I didn’t want to be among the 
first, but I don’t want to be entirely the last, either.  In the middle of the queue is always the best 
place to hide.] 
 
Unfolding his body from the seat, he stepped up to the quietly chatting line of well-wishers, and 
waited to join in as it inched forward.  That put him into proximity with a pair of women in what, 
according to the magazine he’d confiscated, were reasonably smart Muggle dresses, knee-length, 
with drapey jacket-things to keep them from being too cold, one in peach, the other in purple.  
Both women were in their mid-twenties, and both eyed him speculatively, then smiled invitingly, 
though the light brunette was apparently attending the wedding with a male who was standing 
next to her. 
 
[I never realized how dangerous this disguise would be.  I’ve got a pair of females in line behind 
me that are eyeing me like a treacle pudding that’s been snuck into the middle of a strict diet 
regimen.] 
 
{If they so much as try to snog you, I’m hexing their lips off.  And their fingers, and their hair, 
and their legs…} 
 
He smiled in amusement at her ferocity.  Hermione-on-the-war-path was a magnificent sight to 
behold, and Hermione-on-the-mock-war-path rather entertaining to contemplate.  Unfortunately 
both women took it as an encouragement, and turned to face him fully.  The blond eyed him from 
head to toe with a discreet lowering of her lashes, while the one with the light brown hair was a 
little more open in her admiration.  Her date, no fool, glowered at Severus, but thankfully didn’t 
say anything. 
 
The blond spoke first.  “I know I haven’t seen you, before.  I would’ve remembered someone so 
handsome.  Are you on Jack’s side, or Regina’s?” 

 
He debated how to answer, then simply shrugged and repeated what he’d said to the usher.  “I’m 
a friend of one of the bridesmaids.” 
 
“Well, it can’t be Giselle, since she’s here with David, and Mary’s married, as the matron-of-
honor,”  the light brunette offered.  “So it must be…Hermy.  The one who’s filling in last-minute 
for Jennifer.” 
 
“Oh, right.  Jennifer was awfully disappointed to not be able to stand up for her best friend.  But I 
suppose, if you have to pick someone last-minute, a relative will do,”  the blond dismissed.  She 
eyed him with  a flirtatious little smile, just on the nice side of predatory. 
 
[My, these two ladies don’t have a very high opinion of you.] 
 
{Let me see them,}  she said, borrowing his senses for a moment.  {…Ah.  Madeline, the brunette, 
and Renee, the blond.  Renee also lives in Exeter, and Madeline’s family has a cottage 
overlooking the beach half an hour away that they let us visit, so I see them rather more often 
than I’d like.  They’re cousins on Regina’s side of the family.  They don’t like me very much, and 
they certainly don’t think very highly of me.  I advise taking anything they say with the proverbial 
pinch of salt.} 
 
At his silent sub-thoughted enquiry, she revealed their apparent list of her faults. 
 
{I’m too bookish and too proud of it, I’m too bushy-haired, and I’m not from the right side of the 
family.  I go to a private school that they’ve never even heard of, for which they think I got a 
ruddy scholarship—nevermind that Hogwarts is actually paid for by the wizarding community’s 
taxes—they don’t like the fact that I’m smarter than both of them combined, they make fun of the 
fact that my parents are both dentists and yet I used to have an overbite—they can’t even tell a 
dentist from an orthodontist,}  she scorned dismissively,  {—and they’ve never seen any boy take 
any interest in me, whereas they’ve always had scads floating around that they’re always flirting 
with, shamelessly. 
 
{Of course, they were always boy-mad, to their detriment.  Regina once told me that Madeline 
nearly flunked out of seventh-year at the local public school just a couple years ago, because she 
was spending too much of her attention on partying with the boys, rather than focusing on her 
homework.} 
 
Severus was almost to the doorway, in the queue; a shift in a few more bodies, and he’d be able to 
see her again.  [Sounds like they’ve been around the block a few times.] 
 
{A few too many, if you ask me.  A woman should have some sense of discrimination and taste, 
after all.} 
 
[So, whatever made you pick me?]  he mused, smiling as he stepped through the door, and she 
came into view. 
 
{You picked me, saving my life.  I was merely smart enough  to recognize your worth afterwards, 
and decide to keep you, rather than toss you back.} 
 
Severus hid his smile behind the blossom in his hand, brushing its velvety-cool petals against his 
lips.  He used to think, once upon a foolish time, that her bossy tartness and too-smart 
impertinence were loathesomely annoying.  Now he realized they were simply her version of his 
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own sardonic wit, and he loved her for it.  [Ah, yes.  Best rescue I ever made.  You’ve certainly 
been far more appreciative than Potter ever was, all the times I tried to save his hide…] 
 
{Yes, and if he ever decides to snog you out of gratitude, I will prove myself a more powerful 
wizard than Voldemort—beyond all contestation—by killing the Boy Who Lived.} 
 
He snorted, laughing.  Grinning, he kissed the flower brushing his lips, his eyes meeting hers over 
the shoulder of someone she was supposed to be greeting.  Her caramel eyes gleamed as brightly 
as his licorice ones, before returning to the face of the person speaking with her. 
 
“Care to share the joke?”  someone asked Severus.  It was the blond, Renee. 
 
“…No, thank you.”  The queue shuffled forward. 
 
{Watch out, she’s a bit like a grindylow when she spots anything attractive on the horizon.} 
 
[There must be a poor selection, today.  Or she simply needs to wear glasses.] 
 
{Trust me, Sev, you’re gorgeous in that get-up.] 
 
He smiled slightly.  [My aim was to disguise my identity.  Not to please a grindylow in a Marks & 
Spencer dress.  To please you, yes, but not anyone else.] 
 
[If you pleased me any further, I’d embarrass my whole ruddy family.] 
 
That made him chuckle again.  He hadn’t experienced nearly this much daily amusement across 
most of his admittedly miserable life, until he’d meshed minds with her.  Severus decided 
impulsively that he liked it—Voldemort was dead, after all, and most of the Death Eaters rounded 
up, so why shouldn’t he enjoy his life? 
 
A hand touched the leather sleeve of his jacket.  Apparently Renee was the persistent type.  Or 
she didn’t believe he couldn’t find her attractive.  Maybe he would’ve gone for her last summer, 
based on her looks, but once he’d sampled Hermione Granger’s mind, that had been the grace that 
had saved him from such empty, meaningless liasons.  Still, Severus had to give the blond points 
for trying.  She might’ve done well, as an ambitious Slytherin.  “…Yes?” 
 
“You have the most marvelous laugh.  I’d love to hear it again, sometime.” 
 
His smile stiffened in distaste.  He was spared having to answer her, thankfully, as he was now at 
the bridesmaid in the mint-green dress.  Shaking hands, murmuring conversational nothings, he 
inched forward, shook hands with the third groomsman, and waited as patiently as he could until 
his love was done chatting with the elderly relative just ahead of him.  The blond touched his 
sleeve again. 
 
“So, what are you doing later this evening?”  Cousin Renee asked him.  She was nothing if not 
persistent. 
 
The elderly gentleman moved on to the next groomsman.  Severus debated what he should say to 
the peach-clad grindylow for a moment, then swept his gaze down the lean curves of her body, all 
the way to her equally, tastefully peach shoes, then back up again to her expectant, smirking face.  
Letting her think what he guessed she would think, he spoke just loud enough for the sandy-
brunette behind her to hear, too, along with Hermione.  “Dancing the hours away with the most 
beautiful woman in the world, of course.” 

 
Turning his back on her, he stepped in front of Hermione, and lifted the rose to his beloved’s 
face.  Brushing its velvety petals against her cheek in a caress, he murmured just loud enough for 
the pair of grindylow-cousins to overhear, 
 
“…I trust you’ll save nearly every dance for me, my angel?” 
 
She blushed, closing her fingers over his in a caress as she accepted the flower.  “Of course.” 
 
And as her two cousins watched, he shifted even closer and dipped his head, brushing her lips 
with his own as gently as he’d brushed her cheek with the rose in their hands.  Those full, rosy 
lips parted in a sigh of contentment, as he pulled back slightly, teasingly.  Angling his head, 
Severus took advantage of her invitation, parting his own lips and deepening their second kiss.  
Tasting the inner softness of those lips with the tip of his tongue.  Only two points were touching 
between them, the cupping of her fingers over his on the rose-stem, her palm against the back of 
his hand, and the unhurried mating of their mouths as she returned his slow, questing kiss. 
 
She swayed a little closer, pressing the velvet-wrapped curves of her breasts against him.  
Mindful of their audience, the publicness of their location, Severus ended the kiss before they 
could touch more parts of their bodies together than that, withdrawing gently.  Her eyes shined 
with love and desire as she looked up at him.  Smiling softly, he lifted their joined hands, kissing 
the fingers wrapped lightly over his own, then touched his mouth to the petals of the flower one 
last time before relinquishing it to her 
 
 Stepping reluctantly away, he moved to the groomsman standing beside her, and offered his 
hand.  The dunderhead gripped it a little distractedly, glancing between Hermione and him.  
Severus was tempted to warn the man against slavering over her curves again, but the groomsman 
chose at that moment to lift his brows in that universal way of men, silently saying,  You are one 
lucky gentleman! 
 
He certainly felt that way; enough to be magnanimous to the man and not hex him.  Moving up 
the reception line, Severus murmured small-talk nothings to the matron-of-honor and best man, 
wished the bride and groom happiness in their union—and found himself saying the blessing with 
more meaning behind it than the usual empty platitudes he was inclined to say during those rare 
invitations to these sorts of things.  Mainly because this was Hermione’s cousin and new cousin-
in-law.  It disconcerted him a little to realize that, if they could work everything out between them 
this summer as hoped, he’d soon be related to the brand-new Mrs. Gabley and the peach-coloured 
grindylow still sneaking disbelieving looks at him and his beloved. 
 
There was another queue, this time lined up for the buffet tables bordering the hall.  Foregoing 
food for the moment, Severus drifted over to the punch table and eyed the concoctions warily.  
Even as a Potions Master of some international renown among his academic colleagues, he 
wasn’t quite sure what ingredients comprised the hot pink liquid, with its blob of sherbert floating 
in the middle of a semi-fizzy foam like a badly curdled experiment.  A hesitant sniff of the 
contents from a wary distance proved it to carry hints of tropical fruit in its aroma, but he couldn’t 
quite bring himself to trust its suitability for consumption.  [Do Muggles really drink this stuff?] 
 
{What, the fruit-punch?  Yes, they do,}  she chuckled mentally.  {I don’t think they’ll open up the 
champagne bottles until the toasts get started, but there’s a small pay-bar in the corner, if you 
want to drop a pound or two on some wine.  Er, you did bring Muggle money, didn’t you?} 
 
[I visited Gringott’s today and exchanged some, yes.  I figured we’d need some money when 
‘Kathy’ comes to pick you up on Wednesday.] 
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{I’m not completely broke; I have a piggy-jar at home that I keep some mad-money in, you 
know,}  she told him.  {I just didn’t have any money left with me at school.} 
 
[I invited you out on our Wednesday date,]  he reminded her. [I was taught that the one doing the 
invitation offers to pay for everything.  And we actually will be catching a movie, among our 
other activities for the day,]  he told her.  [I’ve discovered that I actually like Muggle cinema, in 
summers pas—] 
 
A hand touched his elbow, distracting him.  Expecting it to be the blond, or perhaps the other one, 
Madeline or something, he turned with an impatient look to brush the grindylow-cousins off.  He 
didn’t expect to see Hermione’s father, Jeffrey Granger.  They’d never actually met before, but he 
knew the man’s face, through his beloved’s eyes.  His cheeks warmed in a flush, and Severus 
quickly smoothed his expression into something more pleasant.  This was, god help him, his 
future father-in-law after all; it would be highly impolitic of him to be less  than polite, even as a 
currently anonymous stranger.  “Yes?” 
 
Jeffrey Granger stared back at him, looking almost as disconcerted as he felt.  “You’re…”  His 
gaze swept over Severus’ face several times, briefly travelled over his figure, then he collected 
his wits, pulling Severus off to the side a little for a semi-private word, away from the punch-
table.  “I don’t know who you are, young man, but you had better be the chap my little girl said 
she likes, or I’ll have you stay well away from her, if you know what’s good for you.  Because 
you’ve got a lot of nerve, kissing her like that.  And if you are the one she likes, you’ve got a lot 
of nerve, trying to date someone who’s probably ten years younger than you, and still in school.” 
 
Severus wasn’t sure whether he should be amused at being threatened by a Muggle, or not.  
“We’re both quite aware of the differences in our age, Mr. Granger.  I assure you, I have nothing 
but the highest respect for your daughter, and by extention, you and your wife, and your family.” 
 
“And you show your respect by kissing her like that?”  the curly-haired dentist challenged him.  
“In front of everyone?” 
 
“I kissed her like that to get her cousin to stop pestering me for a date while we were queued 
together,”  Severus muttered, glancing around to locate the peach-clad, blond-haired grindylow.  
She was, thankfully, on the far side of the room from him, her brow still pinched a little with 
disbelief.  Returning his gaze to the older man, he added truthfully,  “Rest assured, my intentions 
towards your daughter are honorable.” 
 
That arched one of Mr. Granger’s brows skeptically .  “…Honorable, are they?  And just what 
does that mean?  She told us you’re a Slytherin, and I can’t say I’ve been very impressed with 
anything I’ve heard about that lot.” 
 
“I don’t blame you for not being impressed.  My fellow alumni haven’t exactly impressed me, 
either.” 
 
“Can you give me a good reason why I should be impressed with you?”  Mr. Granger challenged 
him. 
 
[Hermione, have you mentioned anything about the Order to your father?] 
 
{He knows a bit, yes.  Why?  Is he doing the heavy-handed-father thing?} 
 

[He’s asking for my credentials, yes.]  Out loud, he offered,  “I’ve been working for the Order for 
several years now, if that is any reassurance.” 
 
“The Phoenix thing?” 
 
“Yes.” 
 
{…Done at last!  Shall I come to rescue you?}  Hermione enquired as the last of the guests in the 
queue passed her station. 
 
[Only if you promise to not defend me to your father like you’ve defended me to Alastor.] 
 
{He’s not quite as bas as Mad-Eye, you know.  He’s just being my father,}  she dismissed as she 
headed their way. 
 
[Which is a far more dangerous breed of man than even the toughest of Aurors,]  Severus 
quipped dryly.  [Especially when they’re protecting their beautiful young daughters.] 
 
She was blushing as she joined them, but she fixed her father with a pointed look.  “…Hello, Dad.  
Are you giving him a hard time, then?” 
 
“Of course; I’m your father.  And you’re still in school, but this chap clearly isn’t.  You didn’t tell 
us he was so much older than you,”  Jeffrey chided his offspring. 
 
“Sorry Daddy.  In case you didn’t know, the ‘boy’ I love is a lot older than me—though it hardly 
matters to me,”  she added, and lifted onto her green-slippered toes to press a quick kiss to 
Severus’ cheek. 
 
Severus flushed as she dropped down again, lacing her fingers around his leather-clad elbow.  
[…‘Mione, your ruddy father is going to kill me, if you keep doing that, right in front of him.] 
 
Jeffrey Granger cleared his throat, eyeing his offspring reprovingly for that public display of 
affection.  He also did his best to embarrass Severus, and his daughter, by saying skeptically,  
“Your…friend, here, was just telling me how honorable his intentions are towards you.” 
 
{Not if I kill him first,}  Hermione muttered, blushing fiercely.  {How could he embarrass us like 
that?} 
 
[It’s his job, love.] 
 
“So, mind telling me how ‘honorable’ they really are?” 
 
“I’ll be calling on you later in the year, to discuss the matter more thoroughly,”  Severus replied 
blandly. 
 
“Later in the year?  Why not right now?”  Hermione’s father enquired. 
 
Severus slanted her a look, remembering the conversation she’d shared with him.  Looking back 
at Mr. Granger, he merely said,  “…It’s complicated.” 
 
Jeffrey gave his daughter a skeptical look.  “So I’ve heard.  Though I haven’t heard how or why.  
Yet.” 
 

 75



“—Is this your special friend, sweetie?”  Mrs. Granger asked from behind.  Severus turned 
politely to face her, and watched her smile falter a little as she caught sight of his twenty-eight 
year old face.  “Oh.  He’s…a bit older than you let on, dear.” 
 
“He could be forty-one, Mum…or seventy-five, or even a hundred-and-ten, and I wouldn’t really 
care,”  Hermione defended staunchly.  “You’ve always told me that it’s not our looks that matter, 
but our character.  I fell for his mind, not his body or his looks, and I know he fell for mine.” 
 
[I’ll get you for that, mentioning my actual age,]  he warned her, as her parents exchanged a look.  
Severus had seen enough such looks among some of the parents of his students to know they’d 
just made up their mind to humor their daughter, no doubt fearing that any opposition at her 
tender age would drive her further into the arms of an unsuitable suitor, such as him.  By 
humoring her, they’d merely give her the time to get over her supposed infatuation. 
 
{It’ll all come out sooner or later,} she muttered in his mind, meaning his age.  {You know that 
as well as I do; nothing stays a secret forever.  Dropping hints like that will soften the shock, 
because they’ll realize we were giving them hints to the truth all along, and it would therefore be 
their own fault for not putting two-and-two together.  Besides, they might as well get used to 
seeing you, an older man, hanging around me now, so it won’t be as much of a shock later.} 
 
[Perhaps, but for now it might be better to be more circumspect around each other in their 
presence, until this summer.] 
 
Her mental sigh was an expression of his own undercurrents.  {Much as I’d rather cling lovingly 
to you all afternoon long, I suppose I’ll just have to settle for holding hands occasionally, and 
exchanging hungry looks over the buffet.] 
 
Her droll humor made him smile down at her. 
 
“…Somehow, I don’t think they heard a word you said, dear,”  Rachel Granger murmured dryly, 
making both of them aware of the room around them again. 
 
Hermione blushed.  “Sorry, Mum; sorry, Dad.” 
 
“I was wondering what your name was,”  Mr. Granger repeated himself. 
 
They exchanged another look, and a flurry of sub-thoughts.  Severus finally tore his gaze away 
and admitted, uncomfortably,  “…That’s complicated, too.” 
 
“Very,”  Hermione muttered, not quite meeting her parents’ gaze. 
 
“Look, either you have a name to give, or you don’t,”  her father insisted impatiently.  “And I 
don’t see why you wouldn’t, as everyone has a name!” 
 
“He’s an undercover agent, Daddy; he’s not supposed to give out his name,”  she improvised. 
 
“I would rather not lie to you, by giving you a false identity,”  Severus added.  “That would be 
disrespectful, and would only complicate matters beyond how they already stand.  But…I cannot 
give you my real one, either, at this point in time.  That would complicate them even further.” 
 
“So we keep hearing.  You will eventually tell us who you are, though?”  Mrs. Granger asked. 
 
“When it’s safe to do so.” 

 
“Well, what do we call you in the meantime?”  Mr. Granger enquired quizzically. 
 
Severus glanced down at Hermione.  An exchange of thoughts with her, and he gave her a 
dubious look.  She prodded him with a sub-thought, and he sighed, giving in grudgingly.  
“…Well, as much as I dislike the nickname, I am her man…so I suppose you could call me 
‘Herman’, for the interim.” 
 
“Clever.  But you don’t look much like a ‘Herman’,”  Mrs. Granger observed. 
 
“Thank god,”  Severus muttered, not bothering to conceal his pained look at the ridiculous name. 
 
“Well, ‘Herman’, I suppose you can call me Rachel, and this is Jeffrey.  So, what do you do for a 
living, when you’re not doing…whatever?” 
 
“I make things.”  It was the safest answer to give, really.  He did make things; he made potions on 
the sideline for any number of people:  the Order, the Ministry, Poppy and her Infirmary; anti-
madness serums for werewolves like Remus Lupin, experimental potions for overseas colleagues 
wh wanted independent confirmation of their findings…  Sometimes he even got paid for them.  
It was a safely uninformative answer.  Luckily her parents realized they weren’t going to get 
more on that particular subject out of him. 
 
“…I see.  That’s not very informative, is it?  Where do you live, then?”  Rachel asked him next. 
 
“Scotland.” 
 
“Where, in Scotland?”  Rachel enquired. 
 
“—Mum, you’re acting like the ruddy Spanish Inquisition, here!”  Hermione muttered, flushing 
with embarrassment on Severus’ behalf. 
 
“Nonsense; these are just some simple, basic questions; I haven’t even begun to torture him like 
an Inquisitor, yet.  Where in Scotland do you live, young man?” 
 
“North of the Border, of course.”  He couldn’t resist the deadpan answer, and smiled in 
amusement as Rachel Granger let out an exasperated noise.  “…Forgive me, Mrs. Granger; I 
couldn’t resist.” 
 
“Rachel, please. You’re hardly a schoolboy, to be Mrs.-ing me constantly.  It’s polite, and that’ll 
score you points for politeness, but it’s hardly necessary between two adults.” 
 
He nodded his head slightly.  “I do try to be polite, in whatever I do.” 
 
Hermione choked on her hastily suppressed laughter, lifting her hand to her face as she faked a 
cough.  {Oh, god!  And I thought you said you weren’t going to lie to them!} 
 
[I will try to be polite in whatever I do around the parents of the woman I love—does that qualify 
it more precisely for you?] 
 
Bouncing up on her toes, she kissed him on the cheek.  “…That’s very sweet of you, ‘Herman’.  
Now, I don’t know about the three of you, but I’m feeling rather peckish right now, and that 
buffet looks scrumptious.” 
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“Yes, it does,”  her father agreed, visibly grateful for the conversational gambit.  He glanced 
enquiringly at his wife.  “Shall we invade the queue, dear, or are you not hungry?” 
 
“Famished, actually.  Come along, you two.  The Spanish Inquisition has nothing on me, 
‘Herman’ dear, so you might as well give in gracefully,”  Rachel added as a bemused Severus 
escorted her daughter in her wake.  “I will learn everything about you eventually, you know.” 
 
[Is it too late to take back my love?] 
 
{Very.  Sorry, love.} 
 
[Pity.  But it is nice to know you should age quite gracefully, as you grow older,]  he observed, 
eyeing her mother, most of whose facial features Hermione had inherited, aside from the slightly 
snub nose she’d inherited from her father, and that curly chestnut hair.  [If you continue to take 
after your mother, that is.  I’m not sure I’d care to kiss a wrinkled old version of your father.] 
 
She hugged his elbow.  {Here’s hoping we’ll be able to find out together.  And to eating a lovely 
buffet, and to dancing long hours into the night.} 
 
His eyes met hers warmly, remembering how well they had fit in each other’s arms, just a few 
weeks before.  How much dancing with her had felt like flying.  How much it had felt like 
publically acceptable lovemaking, simply because he’d been able to mesh so thoroughly with her 
mind.  Grindylow-relatives and Inquisition-parents aside…he was going to enjoy the next few 
hours.  [Quite.] 
 
CV. 
 
Only after the Muggle car had driven out of sight around a street corner in the distance, taking his 
beloved with it, did Severus realize his feet hurt.  Badly.  They’d danced for over three hours 
tonight, with barely a break once the first hall had been reopened again, its chairs and runner-
carpet cleared away and a Muggle creature called a deejay manipulating music that had been a lot 
more modern than he’d liked, at first.  But Hermione had somehow managed to coax him out 
onto the dance floor, despite his protestations that Muggle dancing looked like everyone was 
suffering from a cross between a botched Anti-Spasm Serum, and having their minds traded with 
a chicken’s.  She’d even insisted on teaching him how to move like one of the twenty-somethings 
gyrating and flailing around them, to his mortification. 
 
It had been worth the humiliation, though.  Just seeing her face glowing with life and laughter in 
the coloured lights that had played over the crowd from a pair of odd, metal tree-like stands of 
them had taken his breath away faster than all the melody-timed seizures in the world combined.  
And very worth it to not have to waste a single second more than it took to draw her into his arms 
for the occasional slower dance, rather than having to get up from a table in the other room and 
cross the intervening distance.  And, once he’d given up his reluctance and steadfastly ignored his 
embarrassment, it had been sort of fun to learn the styles, in the same intellectual way it had been 
sort of fun to learn hair-braiding charms.  He’d even received complimentary looks from the other 
dancers, near the end of the night. 
 
Of course, there was one kind of modern Muggle dancing that he was already familiar with, and 
simply because he’d seen a cinema-run of the film of the same name, a fiml that had started the 
craze:  dirty-dancing.  He’d seen it as a young teacher looking for someone not of Lucius’ ilk to 
have a clean, normal, heterosexual encounter with, and had found himself eventually reduced to 
dating a Muggle, by the end of that summer.  The woman had wanted to catch the film, and he 

had found himself mortified, shocked, intrigued and enthralled in turns by the body-on-body 
gyrations of the dancers on the screen. 
 
He’d recalled at the time that certain Eromantic rituals did call for erotic dancing as a part of their 
power-raising efforts, and still wanted to give those dances a try…but here and now, he’d been all 
too mindful of Hermione’s parents, and had done his best to refrain from attempting the style.  
However tempting it was, and however well he knew he’d be able to dance that way, given the 
sheer inspiration of the woman he’d be dancing with in that manner.  So he’d danced as 
circumspectly as flailing one’s arms and legs rhythmically about would allow.  And he’d lived for 
those times he’d held her close in his arms, swaying and drifting to one of the slower numbers, 
her cheek on his shoulder, warming his flesh through the butter-yellow material of his shirt, his 
hand on the small of her back, pressing her just a little bit closer than ballroom regulation, bodies 
brushing in a sweet, subtle tease of what they could not do … 
 
Her parents had finally—and to his surprise, with seemingly genuine apologies—pointed out that 
it was going on ten o’clock, and they really had to drive back to Exeter in order to be up early 
enough in the morning to open their dentistry practice after at least a smidgen of sleep, even 
though the dancing was supposed to continue until midnight.  Jeffrey Granger had even taken him 
aside while the ladies had made one last trip to the lavatories, and had intimated in a roundabout 
way that he was pleased that a man as old as ‘Herman’ was could behave so gentlemanly around 
a woman as young as his daughter.  It had been an awkward conversation, as Jeffrey had also 
tried to probe for the details of why Severus and Hermione’s relationship was so ‘complicated’, 
and Severus had hedged and side-stepped every question, treading very carefully to keep from 
telling an outright lie.  It had been a relief to both men to see their women coming back. 
 
Severus had walked with the three of them out of the hotel, escorting his love and her parents to 
their car.  The two of them even been allowed an opportunity out by the family car for a kiss; 
Rachel had muttered something to her husband as they’d stood by the boot, elbowed Jeffrey at his 
frowning response, then she had nudged her daughter forward, closing the awkward, yard-wide 
gap between her body and Severus’.  A flap of her hand, and she’d told them to ‘go ahead and 
kiss each other goodnight.’  Severus had hesitated, feeling the folds of Hermione’s gown 
caressing his legs through the soft leather of his Transfigured pants, uncomfortable with the way 
her parents just stood there, watching the two of them. 
 
He’d decided that he actually liked Rachel Granger, when she elbowed her husband again after 
another moment, turning them both around to give the two lovers a few moments of privacy.  
Mindful of their audience, he had kept his desire in check, sharing a gentle, languid kiss with 
Hermione, before opening the car door and assisting his love and the voluminous, hunter-green 
folds of her skirts into the vehicle.  He thought he might even have scored some courtesy points 
by politely holding Mrs. Granger’s car-door for her, too.  But now, the car had driven out of sight, 
and his feet hurt.  Badly.  True, he did spend much of his days standing and walking, instructing 
his students, but stalking through the corridors and sneaking up behind cauldron accidents that 
were waiting to happen weren’t nearly as vigorous on one’s feet as Muggle-discotheque 
gyrations. 
 
What he wanted to do was to go home, sneak some Blister Bane out of Poppy’s cupboards for his 
feet, and soak his body in a bath.  He had a perfectly functional bathtub in his quarters, for all he 
preferred the quick convenience of a shower most of the time.  Actually, he had a perfectly large, 
roomy marble bathtub in the master suite of his quarters, tucked around the corner from the 
shower-stall, and sized to comfortably fit two bodies, or even three, if need be.  Imagining the 
basin filled to the brim with her essence took his mind off the pain in his feet, temporarily at least, 
though it made him aware for the umpteenth time since seeing her this afternoon how tightly he’d 
Transfigured his trousers. 
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Most wizards and witches never brough their Transfiguration abilities up to the level where 
Transfiguring their clothes was easier to do than going out and buying something, if they wanted 
a new style to wear.  Hermione had commented several times on his sartorial abilities, but the 
truth was, he’d been too poor to afford several different styles of outfits, growing up.  He’d 
worked hard to learn how to alter what few garments he had via magic, so he wouldn’t be 
laughed at by the other students, in school.  Or look shabby at Malfoy Manor parties, though now 
the only parties he’d attend there would probably  be ones thrown by his godson, and his godson 
was actively trying to turn his life around.  The kind of parties Draco would throw probably 
wouldn’t be filled with the same sort of dull, boring, cutthroat games of exquisitely dressed 
intrigrue Draco’s father’s had borne. 
 
He hadn’t considered updating his functional wardrobe of several changes of black finespun 
frock-coats, waistcoats and trousers in years.  It occurred to him now that, if he wanted to see his 
beloved with that same glow on her face as tonight, he’d probably want to put some of his hard-
earned Sickles into buying a few classical, elegant articles of clothing that could be dressed up or 
down, depending on how he wore them and what he wore with them.  That would save him time 
from having to filch Muggle fashion magazines and copy whatever he saw that he thought might 
look good on him…and he’d definitely consider Transforming softer insoles than those of the 
boots blistering his feet. 
 
In fact, that was such a good idea, he limped his way into an alley for a moment of discretion, 
pulled out his wand, and aimed it as his feet.  Once they were a little more comfortable, he 
checked the alleyway a second time to make sure he was still unobserved, and Disapparated from 
that location.  Aiming for the Shrieking Shack, where he could check himself in the mirror as he 
unstreaked his hair and changed everything back, before returning to the school grounds.  A pity 
the Shack wasn’t connected to the Floo— 
 
—He cracked into the middle of noise and light, wand snapping up defensively as he whipped his 
head around, searching for the danger.  He saw a flash of red hair and a sprinkle of freckled 
cheeks, the glint of spectacles in candlelight topped by a mop of dark hair, and a third figure with 
grey and light brown hair, perched in a chair balancing on two legs and leaning against one of the 
posts of the bed, hands caught mid-gesture over whatever it was the three of them were laughing 
about. 
 
Harry bloody Potter.  Ronald bloody Weasley.  And Remus bloody Lupin.  Severus’ wand 
snapped to Lupin’s face as the most dangerous of the three, the forefinger of his left hand raised 
in warning.  He barely remembered to use an American drawl.  “Not.  One.  Word!” 
 
Remus Lupin narrowed his eyes, even as Harry jerked to his feet.  Severus could see the boy—
both of them—yanking out their wands, aiming them his way in a bizarre parody of the last time 
the four of them had been in the ramshackle, aging house, four years before.  He’d be damned 
before that particular fiasco happened again, though. 
 
“I’m not here to harm him, boys,”  he stated before Harry could do more than draw in a sharp 
breath to make some sort of typical, heroic warning speech.  “But I do want a word with him in 
private, before he says anything to the two of you.  So if you’d be so kind as to step into the other 
room, I’d really appreciate it.  You can still watch from the doorway all you like, if you’re 
worried about his safety around me.” 
 
“Does he know who you are?”  Ron asked the disguised Potions Master. 
 

“He’s seen me at a few Order meetings—not one word out of you, Lupin,”  Severus added firmly 
as Lupin drew in a breath that sounded like he was preparing to speak.  Or simply to sniff.  Damn 
his were-blood! 
 
“…Remus?”  Harry enquired.  Lupin’s hazel grey eyes narrowed a little more, and he inhaled a 
second time, but didn’t speak.  Those eyes glittered in dawning recognition for a moment, then he 
nodded slowly in agreement, and tipped his head at the doorway back to the stairs.  Telling them 
without a word that it was okay to give the two older men their privacy.  Reluctantly, the two 
seventh-years filed out of the room.  They did so in a cautious, wary style, one after the other, 
with one of them always keeping his wand pointed at Severus and the other keeping out of that 
one’s field of fire as he covered the direction of their retreat, as the Potions Master watched them 
out of the corner of his eye.  He would have to find a way to commend Kathleen for teaching 
them how to properly exit a room in dangerous territory, without revealing the circumstances 
where he’d learnt about it. 
 
Once they were gone, he aimed the ebony shaft in his hand away from Lupin and the boys, to 
keep the boys from attacking him in a fit of nerves, and snapped his wand through the air.  
Throwing up a Silencing Sphere.  As the air finished rippling, covering nearly the whole room, he 
turned and jabbed his wand at the doorway, warding it against entry before the boys knew what 
he was doing, while they were still blinking from the first spell.  Only then did he lower his wand, 
debate with himself a moment, and tuck it up his jacket sleeve again.  Choosing to try and trust 
Lupin not to overreact.  He hoped. 
 
“…I take it I can speak, now?”  Lupin asked him dryly. 
 
Severus lifted his wandless hand to the bridge of his nose, rubbing at the pinched muscles there.  
“What the hell are you doing in here, Lupin?” 
 
“I used to live here once a month…or do you not remember that, Severus?”  Oh, yes, the ruddy 
werewolf with his ruddy, were-sensitized nose clearly knew exactly who he was, once the initial 
shock of his altered appearance had passed. 
 
“How can I bloody forget?  The sight of you, slavering and growling, straining at the end of your 
chains, lusting to taste my blood, still gives me nightmares.”  He removed his hand in time to see 
Lupin’s brows lifting at the honesty of his reply.  “Sod off the surprise, and answer the damned 
question.  I’m in no mood to play hate-me, hate-you games, tonight.” 
 
That thumped the front two legs of his chair onto the foor.  Lupin stared up at him, blinking.  The 
former DADA professor and part-time werewolf shook off his stunned state after a moment, 
clearing his throat.  “I could ask you the same thing.  I’m here because I asked Harry if I could 
visit over the holiday, and this is the cheapest place I could afford to stay—according to the boys, 
they think you’re the one who cleaned up the place, and turned it into a ‘shag-pad’.  But they 
clearly don’t know who you are!” 
 
The dry, rough laugh that escaped Lupin’s throat was a shadow of the bark of laughter his dead 
childhood friend, Sirius Black, had once sported.  Severus stiffened, wondering what Lupin had 
scented with his permanently altered nose, and what he had told the boys.  Lupin flicked a glance 
at him. 
 
“Actually, they told me some ‘spiffing gent’ was using this place for a love-nest.  I couldn’t sniff 
out a trace of who or what it was, earlier; there was some sort of unfamiliar pollen in the air that 
made me sneeze too much to smell straight, when I first arrived.  Blocked up my sinuses horridly; 
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I almost asked Ron to go sneak me an allergy-posset from the Infirmary.  But it’s mostly gone, 
now…and now that it’s gone, I can definitely smell older traces of you in the air. 
 
“I was too busy having fun with the boys, relating reminisces of James and Sirius, but I can smell 
it now.  You, and sex, and someone else.  Female, and vaguely familiar, but I can’t tell who.”  
Lupin grimaced, eyeing Severus with a touch of disgruntlement.  “I didn’t even want to know you 
had a sex-life, Snape!  That bloody bed reeks of it, though, and it’s all I can afford to sleep on, 
right now.  Unless you count the floor…and unlike you, I’m still in the body of a forty-two year 
old.” 
 
“I won’t be forty-two until next month,”  Severus reminded him with a tight smile that was just a 
little too bitter with old rivalries to be smug.  “I was jumped up midway through school, 
remember?  Too bloody big for my size, and too bloody smart for my own good.” 
 
Lupin stared at him for a long moment.  “…I suppose you’d rather deliver me a Dementor’s Kiss 
personally, than tell me how you managed this transformation of yours?”  he asked dryly, 
sardonically.  “Why is it that you, of all people, got to figure out how to regain his lost youth?  
You certainly never knew what to do with it the first time around, with that beaky nose of yours 
always buried in a book!” 
 
Gritting his teeth, Severus bit back the retorts he wanted to fling.  He was not going to have the 
end of his wonderful night of dancing with Hermione spoilt by a mudslinging match with Moony 
the Maurader.  Nostrils flaring, he mastered his anger, then drew his wand and flicked it sharply.  
“Mundicarum!” 
 
Dust, dirt and cobwebs billowed instantly off of every surface in the cramped, furniture-crowded 
room, following the swirling slash of that ebony wand.  Severus directed the maelstrom as Lupin 
sneezed harshly several times, collecting and then flinging the mass of filth out through the cracks 
in one of the broken, boarded-up windows.  A second swirl gathered up the last of the mess, 
leaving all of the surfaces around them more or less dirt-free, if not exactly spotless; even the 
most powerful of cleaning charms could only do so much with a room as neglected as this, in just 
one pass.  Pointing his wand at the bed, Severus repeated the charm he had first used in this room, 
just over three months ago. 
 
“Mundic!” 
 
The bedding snapped itself into neat, utterly scent-free perfection.  Tucking his wand up his 
sleeve again, Severus faced the confused man seated before him, sparing a glance for the boys 
beyond his warding.  And suddenly noticed the shimmering folds of a very familiar Invisibility 
Cloak, hanging from a nail or something next to that doorway.  It figured.  Facing Lupin again, 
Severus surprised even himself with the words that came out of his mouth…but they had to be 
said. 
 
“I want it to end, Remus.” 
 
It was the first time he had deigned to use the other man’s given name while in private discussion 
with him.  He might’ve done it at Order meetings, at the ongoing behest of Albus for everyone to 
at least pretend like they were getting along, but never in private.  Not with the last of his school-
age rivals.  Meeting that confused stare, Severus clarified himself. 
 
“No more sniping.  No more insults.  No more mud-slinging, or back-biting, or trouble-making 
between us.  Let’s bury the damned grudges, before either of us has to bury another friend!” 
 

Remus Lupin stared at him, nostrils flaring slightly.  Gauging the truth on the wind, so to speak.  
“…You’re serious.” 
 
“Of course I bloody am,”  he muttered harshly.  “I’m tired, Remus.  I’m tired of being hated and 
loathed by everyone, no matter how many goddamned risks I took for the Order.  I’m tired of 
throwing my life on the line, just to prove my sincerity to the lot of you, over and over again, only 
to be sneered at, and laughed at, and given looks of distrust and disdain.  And I am bloody tired of 
holding and being held to all the damnable grudges you and I built up as children—we’re adults, 
now!”  Severus reminded the other man bitingly.  “We should’ve outgrown such childishness 
years ago, instead of perpetuating ourselves as eternally immature arseholes!  So I want it to 
end!” 
 
Something tickled his cheek.  With acute embarrassment, Severus realized it was a ruddy tear.  
Averting his face from the doorway—even in disguise, he did not want Harry bloody Potter to see 
him crying—he struggled to control his overwrought emotions. 
 
{…Severus?  What’s upsetting you?} 
 
[Lupin’s in the bloody Shack.  I’m…I’m telling him I want our bloody hatred of each other to 
bloody end—this is all your fault, you know.  I would have been happily content to hate and 
loathe the man forever and a day, if it weren’t for you, softening my heart, and softening my 
head!] 
 
His truthful accusation stretched in a moment of silence between them.  Making him wonder if he 
should apologize, even if that was how he felt at the moment.  Finally, she said, 
 
{…When you’re in a more receptive, less pig-headed mood, remind me to tell you, “You’re 
welcome.”] 
 
A short, involuntary chuckle escaped him.  Out of the corner of his eye, Severus could see Lupin 
gaping at him, and shook his head ruefully.  Not even here, and the woman had him tied around 
her wand in little ruddy knots. 
 
“You’re probably thinking I’m mad.  Maybe I am.  God!”  The exclamation was accompanied by 
the burying of his stinging eyes in his palms.  If Lupin ever recognized the scent that had 
permeated the bed behind him, their secret was lost.  They’d have to stay far away from the man, 
until the school year was over, the summer had progressed, and this whole ruddy mess had been 
revealed and smoothed over in the least damaging manner possible.  Remus would certainly be 
right there beside Harry and Ron, howling for his blood, if his and Hermione’s secret exploded in 
all of their faces. 
 
He’d never let himself think what it would be like to face the aftermath of Voldemort’s death 
with three and a half months left to go before the end of the school year—the Basilisk Bastard 
usually attacked at the end of a school-year, not at the end of mid-term!  Breaking the pattern 
might have wrought a victory for the madman, instead of the usual start-of-summer stalemate, 
and Severus was glad that it had wrought his final defeat instead.  But he’d imagined having the 
handy excuse of their little floor-shows and mind-reading trips to continue their association 
without repercussions, at least most of the way to summer. 
 
Now, he was lying by omission and avoidance to his employer, the Headmaster; he was leading a 
double life, sneaking around in this ruddy, blond-haired disguise, and all Severus wanted to do 
was to be with Hermione, curled up in the back seat of her parents’ car, holding her as they fell 
asleep on the long drive to her home.  And yet here he was, with Harry and Ron straining to hear 
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through the bubble-and-barrier blocking them out, and one of the three main tormentors of his 
own misbegotten youth sitting not two yards away, staring up at him. 
 
A man whose sense of smell waxed and waned with the phases of the moon, yet was always a 
minimum of twenty times stronger than any normal human’s.  A man who was only one day 
away from the full of the moon, Severus nervously realized, and whose senses would be 
correspondingly acute.  A man who’d met Hermione Granger more than once, and who would 
remember her scent, given enough time to ponder the matter.  A man who had every reason in the 
world to hate him enough to expose a certain professor’s affair with a certain student, nevermind 
how that affair had begun.  A man, though he knew it not, now held Severus’ happiness in the 
palm of his hand, and with it, his career, his future, everything. 
 
A man who was about to see an astonishing sight:  Severus Snape begging and pleading for 
mercy and understanding from a man who would probably, and quite gleefully, have none. 
 
{Stop being so bloody maudlin!  Remus isn’t going to be that bad.  I hope.} 
 
[You don’t think?]  he retorted. 
 
{Well, not if you can get him to dismiss the boys.  If they’re there, lingering in the doorway, 
either they’ll try something to break through those barriers out of impatience, or Remus will be 
too inhibited by his memories of James, thanks to Harry’s face, to take anything you might say to 
him with the serious consideration it is due.  So the first step in the two of us thinking our way out 
of this mess is to get rid of them.} 
 
Severus wiped at his eyes, sniffing to clear his sinuses.  Embarrassed that he had to do even that 
much, in front of the other man.  Lowering his hands, he let out a heavy breath, then looked at the 
grey-and-brown haired man.  “We need to talk.  And not with those two looming over our 
shoulders.  So I must ask you to do me a favour—though I know you and I have little enough in 
our history to incline you to do so—and tell them to go away, without telling them who I really 
am.  Everything I have to say to you is already complicated enough, without involving them,”  he 
muttered, running a hand through his wavy, blond-coloured locks.  “So, if you please, give me 
your word as a Gryffindor that you’ll tell them to go away for the rest of the night, so that you 
and I can have a quiet conversation, alone.  And not one word of my true identity.  If there is any 
scrap of pity in you for me, then I beg that you lend it to me, tonight.” 
 
Lupin eyed him speculatively.  “Well, well.  This is an interesting turn of events.  Severus Snape, 
begging me for a favour.” 
 
“Sod—!”  Grimacing, Severus bit back the rest of his curse.  He tried, he really tried to contain 
his anger and embarrassment.  It didn’t work.  All he could do was mostly keep his back to Harry 
and Ron.  “I protected the son of my most hated childhood enemy, the other night!  I had the 
chance to destroy the most irritating thorn in my side for the last seven years, and yet I stood 
there, guarding his bloody back, and I gave him the spell that severed any enchantments that 
could’ve possibly brought Voldemort back to life—I did these things for Harry!  And you have 
the gall to say that I should be begging you for a favour!  You and that whole goddamned Order 
should be on your knees, kissing my bloody feet, and you sit there and you sneer up at me as you 
have always bloody done!  ‘It’s more the fact that he exists…’  Do you remember that little quip?  
Or the rest of that fucking day?  Granted, you didn’t laugh, but you certainly didn’t put a stop to 
it! 
 
“And now, here I stand, trying to apologize and put an end to our little feud—me, the bloody, 
black-hearted, slimy Slytherin bastard, who supposedly has no sense of honour—and you can’t 

even have the bollocks to admit you’ve never once apologized for all the shite you’ve given me 
over the years, just because I existed!  And still you sit there, pretending to be better than me!  
You know what you can do, you bloody hypocrite?  You can fucking kiss my arse!” 
 
{That isn’t helping the situation, Severus!} 
 
“—And you can fucking shut up, too!”  he snarled, twisting his head to glare at the bureau-mirror 
off to his right, as if he would be able to see her hovering around him like some ruddy ghost.  
Pain stabbed through his chest as he did so; for a moment, he feared he’d given himself a heart-
attack, and rubbed at his sternum with a grimace.  But wasn’t his pain; it was her pain.  The anger 
and bitterness drained away, replaced by a flood of remorse.  […I’m sorry, Hermione.  I didn’t 
mean to snap at you!  I’m just…I just…dammit, I’m sorry!] 
 
He could feel her blinking away the tears his harsh words had prickled into existence.  {…I know 
it wasn’t personal.  I just don’t think yelling at him will make him inclined to do any favours for 
you.} 
 
[Dammit, I know that!  I just can’t help it!  He just…he terrifies me, because he could expose 
everything between us, and he hates me enough to do it in a heartbeat,]  he admitted truthfully, 
glancing back at the aging werewolf. 
 
Lupin was eyeing him warily.  “Severus…who are you talking to?” 
 
Oh, ruddy hell.  Severus grimaced again, and gestured vaguely at his head.  “I’m linked 
telepathically to someone, currently, and that someone doesn’t approve of the way I’m yelling at 
you.” 
 
“You’re shiting me.” 
 
He gave the older-looking man a pained look.  “…Do you really think I would be standing here, 
looking like a ruddy Muggle, trying to be nice to you, of all people, if someone wasn’t constantly 
nagging at me to be a better man, day in and day out in the back of my head?” 
 
{…Nagging?} 
 
He winced again, then from her dangerous tone of voice, then frowned firmly at the air.  [Would 
you rather have me lie to the man, when it’s the bloody truth?] 
 
He could feel her wanting to protest, but she subsided.  It was the truth, after all; the Veritamoria 
between them would permit no lies, mind-to-mind, not even over the hundreds of miles currently 
separating them.  They’d had more than enough time to test that fact; true, the sub-thoughts and 
undercurrents had to be deliberately shared between them at a distance, and so they could 
prevaricate a little more easily, but they still couldn’t lie to each other outright.  Or to themselves, 
by extention. 
 
“Either you’ve really lost it…or you’re telling the truth.  You’re sharing thoughts, right now, with 
someone else?” 
 
Severus closed his eyes.  Most of his anger was gone, but not all of it.  Forcing himself to let go 
of those last few scraps—his hands felt like they ached, as if he’d been clenching something 
physical for far too long—he sighed roughly and nodded.  Looking at the other man, he let one 
side of his mouth twist up sardonically.  “Feel free to pity in turn the poor soul who’s stuck 
listening to my thoughts, day in and day out.” 
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Shaking his head slowly, hazel grey eyes betraying his confusion, Lupin muttered,  “You have 
got to tell me what this is all about…  You’re not making any sense!” 
 
“That’s what I’m trying to do.  But I will not risk revealing my identity in this getup to those two, 
and I will not tell you anything else while they’re still here.  This is not a tale for them to hear.  
Not when you nor I have the right to tell it to them.  That belongs to someone else, for another 
day, and another time.  If ever.” 
 
Lupin stood, eyeing him speculatively.  His lips firmed in decision, and the former Defence 
Master nodded.  “Alright.  I’ll send them away.  And I won’t tell them who you are…for now.  
Whether or not I do so tomorrow will depend on what you tell me tonight—and that’s all I’m 
promising you.” 
 
{Take it; he’s dead serious.} 
 
[I think I could’ve figured that out on my own, thank you.]  Nodding, Severus hesitated, then held 
out his hand.  “Your word of honor?” 
 
“My word as a Gryffindor.” 
 
They clasped hands for a moment, then parted.  Severus pulled out his wand, and with a swish-
and-flick, dismissed the door-barrier and the sound-bubble.  Ron fell through the doorway, unable 
to catch himself in time, though Harry didn’t, clinging to the doorframe.  Giving them a smile—
seeing Mr. Weasley take a pratfall was undeniably funny—Severus resumed his American drawl.  
“Sorry ‘bout that, boys.  It seems Lupin and I have some business to discuss that’ll take all night, 
and it didn’t seem fair to leave the two of you standing out there, waiting for it to end.” 
 
“You two had better go on back to the school,”  Remus added, lifting his chin toward the staircase 
behind them.  “It’s getting late, and you’ll have to sneak back to your rooms, if you don’t want to 
get caught being out after curfew.” 
 
“What do you have to discuss?”  Harry enquired with a brief frown for Severus.  “It looked like 
he was yelling at you, Remus.” 
 
“Yes, well, that’s just because of what we have to discuss.  It’s…Order business,”  Remus 
improvised, glancing at Severus to make sure the other man would play along.  Not that Severus 
intended to object. 
 
“What Order business could there be?”  Ron asked, brushing himself off as he regained his feet.  
“Voldemort’s dead!” 
 
“There’s still several Death Eaters on the loose, and the possibility of a revenge-attack,”  Lupin 
told him.  “And, er, this fellow here…” 
 
“’Herman’,”  Severus supplied, rolling his eyes at the ruddy name. 
 
The werewolf’s mouth twitched.  “Herman, here, has some business to discuss with me.” 
 
“’Herman’?”  Harry repeated skeptically.  “That’s your name?” 
 
“It’s an alias, boys,”  Severus drawled, spreading his arms with a touch of wry drama.  “Honestly, 
do I look like a ‘Herman’ to you?” 

 
“Well, no…more like a ‘Jason’, or a ‘Nick’,”  the young, scarred man admitted slowly.  
“Something more trendy, at least.” 
 
Remus choked, trying to bury his grin behind a hastily raised fist.  It was all Severus could do to 
not sneer  at him.  Sneering wasn’t a ‘Herman’ thing to do, though.  He managed to fake a rueful 
smile.  “Well, my true identity is one of the best-kept secrets of the Order, at the moment.  Go on; 
he’ll still be here in the morning.  My word of honour to you.” 
 
{The question being, will he still be alive, or will it just be his body that’s still here?} 
 
[Don’t tempt me, woman.] 
 
“Yes, you can come back tomorrow.  After lunch,”  Remus added firmly, eyeing Severus warily.  
“And you’ll leave a full hour before sundown, too, and not come back all night, since it’s the full 
of the moon.  But do come back after lunch; I have the feeling my conversation with ‘Herman’, 
here, will last all night long, so I’ll need my rest, afterwards.  Make sure the teachers don’t see 
you coming out here, either.  Just because you killed off the Dark Lord doesn’t mean you can’t 
still get into trouble.” 
 
“Well, if it’s Order business, then why can’t we stay and hear it?  We did defeat Voldemort, after 
all,”  Harry reminded the two older men, poking his thumb at his freckled friend. 
 
“Because you’re still in school, and Dumbledore won’t bend his strictest rule for anyone, not 
even the two of you,”  their former DADA professor reminded them.  “Go on, now.  We’ll have 
plenty of time to continue our visit, tomorrow.” 
 
Reluctantly, Harry and Ron left.  Severus waited, listening to the last of their footsteps fading, 
then moved over to the stairwell.  A pass of his wand warded it against intrusion.  Another pass 
warded the outer walls, and a third sealed the entire upper floor against the passage of sound.  
Ensuring that the boys wouldn’t be able to simply linger at the bottom of the steps, or hover 
outside on their brooms, trying to eavesdrop on them.  While he was securing their privacy, Lupin 
dragged the table they’d cleared of chairs into the space in front of the bed, and set two of those 
chairs on opposite sides. 
 
When Severus came back into the bedroom, the other man had opened up a bundle of cloth on the 
tabletop, tearing off a piece of bread from the loaf tucked inside.  Severus thought of the gourmet-
quality buffet he’d enjoyed just a short time before, and contrasted it to that stiff, stale-looking 
bread.  “…Is that all you have to eat?” 
 
Remus gave him a dark look, as he chewed and swallowed the scrap.  “Not everyone can get 
tenure as a professor, you bloody arse.  Or have you forgotten that?” 
 
“Sod off; I was genuinely concerned.”  Raising his wand, Severus briefly lowered the outer 
wards, which included an Anti-Apparating spell, and conjured not one, but three platters of food.  
Summoning a sampling from that very same buffet, two place-settings of plates, utensils and wine 
glasses, and even a couple bottles of wine.  The extra bit of magic tired him, reminding him how 
much his feet still hurt.  Pulling out one of the chairs as soon as they were secure against intrusion 
again, he sat down at the table.  Lupin sniffed at the food warily. 
 
“…Where did you get all of this?  Last I knew, the elves weren’t making fancy crab-and-
artichoke spreads for the students, not even for the feasts.” 
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“It’s from the buffet of the Muggle wedding I was at, earlier.”  The other man hesitated visibly, 
and Severus gave him an annoyed look.  “I’ve already tasted everything on these trays, Remus; if 
it’s not going to kill me, it’s not going to kill you.  If I wanted to kill you, I would’ve conjured 
that horrid pink stuff they call ‘fruit punch’, and force-fed it to you.” 
 
Remus drew out the other chair and sank down into it, staring at him with an almost rueful 
expression.  “You know, it’s actually a relief to hear you being your normal, sarcastic self?  For a 
moment there, I even actually wondered if you were being possessed, you were so out of 
character.” 
 
“The real wonder is that the Devil didn’t try, at some point during my misbegotten life—oh, don’t 
give me that look!”  Severus sneered, disgusted with the other man’s surprise.  He picked up the 
first bottle of wine and tapped the cork with the tip of his finger, extracting it with a wordless, 
wandless spell.  He was the ruddy Potions Master; if he hadn’t had enough practice at uncorking 
tightly sealed bottles without needing word or wand after sixteen years, he should bloody well 
quit the job.   “We both know your opinion of me.  Why should it surprise you that I finally 
agree?  You should be doing bloody cartwheels, that I’m admitting that you’re right.” 
 
Lifting a brow, Remus held out his wine-glass, letting Severus fill it with a splash of pale liquid.  
“Well, it is a surprise.  I thought we’d always be at loggerheads, between your bloody pride, and 
mine.  But I must confess, I’ve grown rather tired of all the sniping and back-biting, too.  We are 
adults, and allies, and we should damned well learn how to get along, by now.  We should’ve 
done it long ago, actually.” 
 
“Yes, well, some hatred are hard to give up, just as some insults…and incidents…are hard to 
forgive.” 
 
“It was bloody fifth-year, Severus.  A quarter-century ago, give or take.  Get over it.” 
 
“…I’m trying.  Try some of the peach-and-green stuff; it’s salmon-spinach pate’.  The barbecue 
sauce in that dish, there, is also particularly good with the meatballs, though the caterers were a 
bit heavy with the pineapple.”  He demonstrated by spearing one with a toothpick and dipping it 
in the dark, reddish-brown sauce. 
 
“I’m allergic to pineapple.  But I do appreciate the spread,”  Remus admitted.  He speared one of 
the meatballs and tasted it, sans sauce.  The surprised sound of appreciation that escaped him, and 
his hungry stab at another one immediately afterward, made Severus smile.  Remus frowned, 
speaking defensively through a half-full mouth.  “—So what if I’m starving?  Just because 
Voldemort’s gone doesn’t mean anyone is now suddenly willing to hire an old werewolf.” 
 
“Sorry.  And don’t speak with your mouth full.  You look like Ron Weasley at mealtime.” 
 
Remus snorted at the insult, but let it pass.  He cleared his throat with a sip of wine and changed 
the subject.  “So while we try to bury the old grievances, and break the bread of truce and 
tentative friendship, what’s this telepathy nonsense all  about?” 
 
Severus hesitated on what to say, and how much, and when.  A sub-thoughted suggestion from 
Hermione, still listening to their conversation in the back of his head, and he instead offered,  “I 
have one more favour to ask of you, first.” 
 
“Mm?”  the other man enquired, mouth full of a sample of salmon-and-spinach smeared on a 
cracker. 
 

“Given how we can barely tolerate each other, and given the impendingly volatile nature of our 
discussion…may I please have your wand?  I would really rather not test your noble character by 
tempting you to Avada me mid-confession, before you’ve had the chance to hear and understand 
everything that’s happened.  This is not the time to go off half-cocked over something you don’t 
yet completely understand.” 
 
“…You want me to give up my wand?  Are you going to give up yours, too?” 
 
Severus levelled a skeptical look at him.  “I do trust myself a little more than you, since I have no 
intention of killing you.  And, as a werewolf, you have greater strength and reflexes than I do.  So 
my answer would be…no.  I’m not giving up my own wand.” 
 
“You really think I’d actually want to try and kill you, whatever it is you’ll have to say?”  Remus 
challenged him. 
 
“I know you too well.  I followed the old adage to ‘know thy enemy’, and learnt all I could about 
you and the others.” 
 
“And I don’t know you?  The last time we were in this room, you tried to kill my best friend!  I 
knew you’d try, too, the moment I saw you,”  Lupin muttered darkly. 
 
“I tried to capture him, not kill him…and you don’t know me.  You never once bothered to try to 
get to know the real me, even after I joined the Order.  You certainly know nothing of the man 
that I’ve become, over the last few months,”  the Potions Master retorted. 
 
Remus parted his lips to protest, then subsided, staring at Severus.  Finally, he drew his wand out 
of a pocket of his shabby robes, and placed it on the table.  “I certainly don’t know what to make 
of your current getup—blond hair, trendy clothes, the cloak-and-dagger disguising of your voice 
around the boys…but you can have the wand.   For now.” 
 
“Thank you for your trust.”  Sliding the wand away from the other man, Severus tucked the 
walnut shaft up his right sleeve, opposite the one he used for storing his own.  “I wish I could say 
I won’t make you feel as though I’ve abused it, but I don’t think you’ll like anything I have to 
say.  And I have to say it, because you’d figure it out sooner or later on your own, and without 
knowing the whole truth of the matter, you would try to kill me.” 
 
“So what’s this matter you think I won’t be able to stand hearing?”  Remus asked him, popping 
another meatball into his mouth. 
 
A brief, internal debate with his partner on how to go about the matter, a sip of wine to clear his 
throat, and Severus began with what he had already revealed.  “As I told you, I’m in constant 
telepathic touch with someone else.  I have been for some time, now.” 
 
Remus looked around the room.  “Where exactly is this person?  I don’t smell anyone hiding 
under an Invisibility Cloak, and I thought mind-reading only worked well enough to exchange 
thoughts when one was within visual range of their target.  I’ll admit I’m not an expert on 
Legilimency like Albus is, but even I know that much, thanks to our discussions in the Order over 
Harry’s scar and his cursed link to Voldemort.  I just thank god the ruddy bastard’s dead.” 
 
“’This person’ is several hundred miles away, actually.” 
 
“—Bullshite!  I don’t see a Killing Curse scar on your forehead!”  Lupin scoffed openly, reaching 
for a chicken-wing. 
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“It’s not from some ruddy scar.  It’s the result of a ritual.  One that I cast as my only viable option 
at the time to save that person’s life,”  Severus told him.  “As I said, I’ve been mentally linked to 
this person ever since.  We’ll get to the circumstances, fallout, and reasons for all of it later, but 
you wanted to know why I’ve changed, and that’s the biggest reason, right there.  The others are 
because I am tired of all our bickering, and senseless, needless hatred of each other, as much as 
you might not care to believe it.”  His mouth twisted into something that was too sour for a smile, 
but too rueful for a grimace.  “I think I’m finally growing up.  And I know who to blame, too.  
My ruddy telepathic partner.  Which, if you knew the person’s identity, is a bit ironic.” 
 
Remus shook his head in mock-dismay, serving himself some of the pasta salad from one of the 
other trays.  “You, in constant mental contact with someone else.  I do feel sorry for the poor 
soul.  Who should I pity?” 
 
He smiled slightly, receiving a pulse of indignation from Hermione.  “The person in question—
who is listening in even as we speak—is telling me to tell you to sod off, because you don’t know 
what you’re talking about.” 
 
“They are, are they?  This person is really listening in to our conversation, right now?”  he wanted 
to confirm. 
 
“They definitely are,”  Severus agreed. 
 
That made Remus frown softly in confusion.  “So, who is it?” 
 
“…Have some more food; you’ll need it to help cushion the shock,”  Severus encouraged him 
dryly, avoiding that subject for the moment.  “Though I’m probably an idiot for telling you to 
keep up your strength…  Suffice to say, this other person and I have been forced, through the 
ritual we underwent to save that person’s life, to be absolutely, utterly, and irrevocably honest 
with each other.  It’s been like having a permanent dose of Veritaserum on one’s mental tongue.  
I could try to lie to myself all I liked…but not when I tried to send that thought to my mental 
partner.  The truth always came out instead.  It’s been very…self-revealing.  Painfully so, at 
times.  And painfully revealing for them to go through, too.” 
 
“—You’re not getting out of telling me who this person is forever, you know,”  Remus warned 
him, threatening him with a wave of the chicken-wing in his hand.  “Pour me some more of that 
excellent wine, please.” 
 
Severus obliged.  “You’ll know who it is soon enough—you’d figure it out soon enough on your 
own, thanks to that sharp nose of yours.  But if I stated who it was at the beginning, without 
explaining to you what has happened since then, you’ll never stop to think about what you’re 
hearing, nor pause long enough to realize just how much the experience has changed me, because 
you’ll have stopped listening to the rest of it.  And it is the rest of it which explains why it 
happened, which is the only justification either of us can make for the whole mess we’re in now.  
So I’m simply making you listen to the rest of it now.  Forcing you to think, before you attack.” 
 
“Get on with it, then.  And pass me the salad-bowl, there.  Molly would kill me if she ever heard I 
ate my meat without some sort of civilized, leafy green.” 
 
Severus smirked, handing it over.  “…Yes, she would, wouldn’t she?  Perhaps I should lie and 
tell her otherwise?” 
 

“Try it, and die.  Even without my wand, I’d rather face you than her any day.  Continue your 
little tale,”  he ordered the Potions Master, serving himself a portion of the salad.  “So, the two of 
you, whoever it is, have been forced to exchange all sorts of mental confessions.  I pity the poor 
sod.” 
 
“Rather, you should be proud of them.  I’ve softened considerably from the sour, bitter, hard man 
that I was, back at the start of the school term, thanks to that person’s mental influence.  Their 
constant opinions, and my uncomfortably enforced honesty, have led me to change my mind on 
any number of matters I thought I’d held dearer than life, before now.  A lot of things that I’d lied 
to myself about…but which I couldn’t lie about, mind-to-mind, when discussing them with my 
partner.” 
 
Remus shot him a wary look.  “—Should I be concerned that you’ve been brainwashed, 
somehow?” 
 
“If I have been, I don’t see why you should be so ruddy concerned,”  Severus quipped, serving 
himself a bit of the salmon on a cracker.  “Thanks to the constant influence of this person, I’m a 
far better man than I was.  I proved it to myself in the Final Battle, when I had not a single 
thought about betraying or killing Harry.  If that battle had happened last year, before my change 
of heart…I don’t think I would have acquitted myself quite so well, or so nobly.” 
 
“’Nobly’ isn’t a word I’d have associated with the old Snape, no,”  Remus agreed.  “But your 
actions in the battle do qualify, from what I’ve heard.” 
 
“It’s another measure of how much I’ve changed, to realize I can now admit both to myself and 
out loud that praise from you actually means something to me.” 
 
The former Defence Master choked on his food.  Coughing, he gasped out,  “—Good god!  You 
have changed!  I think you’re trying to kill me from the shock alone—a touchy-feelly Severus 
Snape?  Has the world really gone that ruddy mad?” 
 
Severus smiled faintly as the man across from him groped for one of the paper napkins he’d 
conjured next to their plates.  “It’s worse than that.  It’s a world wherein Severus bloody 
Snape…has fallen in love.” 
 
Remus Lupin gaped at him, utterly floored by the revelation. 
 
Taking advantage of his shock, feeling too serious over the whole matter to laugh, despite the 
other man’s rather comical stare, Severus continued.  “Before you ask, yes, it’s a female, because 
no, I am ruddy well not gay, despite the many rumors to the contrary.  And yes, it’s the same 
person I’ve been sharing my thoughts with, all this time.  You cannot share thoughts and feelings 
and opinions with someone on such an utterly truthful, daily basis, without either becoming 
completely repulsed by each other through sheer mental, emotional, and philosophical 
incompatibility…or falling in love.  Whatever mysterious good deed I’ve done to deserve it—by 
some miracle of Heaven and Fate—she also now loves me as deeply as I love her.” 
 
“You…you…are in love?”  Remus questioned him, his face pinched with doubt and disbelief as 
he half-spluttered the words.  “And the woman in question can not only read your mind—on a 
daily basis—but…she actually loves you back?” 
 
The smile the Potions Master gave the werewolf was tight with sarcasm over the other man’s 
disbelief, yet undeniably smug at the same time.  “As I said, it’s a bonafide miracle…and the 
absolute truth.” 
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Remus’ brows lifted and he ran a hand over his hair, blinking in shock.  “Well…well, they do say 
that the love of a good woman can literally change a man…but you?—Good god, Severus!  I 
can’t even get more than one or two dates in a row with a woman, because of the lycanthropy 
thing, but I’d always consoled myself that at least I wasn’t as pathetic as you!” 
 
“—Sod off!”  Severus frowned at him, disgruntled.  A mental caress from Hermione, and he 
relaxed his scowl.  “…I suppose I can be magnanimous, in victory.  Next to you, I am the only 
other Order member who’s been getting the shite-end of the stick all these years as a reward for 
all our efforts.  I’m in love, and I have a job, which is more than—oh, do shut up, woman!”  he 
muttered as the caress became a poke.  “I’m trying to be nice to the man!  You can’t expect thirty 
years of mutual hatred and bad habits to just vanish overnight!” 
 
Remus reached for his wineglass, staring at him with wide, wary hazel eyes.  “I can’t imagine 
what it’d be like, to have a woman’s thoughts constantly running through one’s head.  Now I 
don’t know who to feel more sorry for…her for your thoughts, or you for hers.  Whoever she is.” 
 
“You know, I could inflict the ritual on you,”  Severus quipped, the mildest retort he could make, 
with Hermione waiting to poke him mentally again if he strayed out of civilized line.  “If I ever 
ending feeling particularly vindictive, I might do it between Hyacinth and you.” 
 
It was a lie, of course; Veritamoria had to be enacted by at least one person who was aware of the 
ritual, and Severus didn’t think Hyacinth would go for it.  But Lupin didn’t need to know that.  
The other man shuddered.  “Merlin!  You’re still vindictive, even as the new touchy-feelly you.  
What sort of a ritual links two people’s minds together, anyway?”  Remus enquired, frowning in 
bewilderment at the Potions Master.  “And what would be the ruddy purpose?” 
 
“It’s called Veritamoria.  The True Love ritual.” 
 
Remus coughed, choking on his food again.  He cleared his throat with a sip of wine and 
demanded,  “—True Love?  You’re shiting me!  Severus Snape knows a ritual to invoke True 
bloody Love?  Now I know the world has gone utterly starkers.” 
 
“It’s…worse than that.  Veritamoria is a Tantric ritual.” 
 
CVI. 
 
“—Eromancy?”  The werewolf’s voice actually cracked on that exclamation.  He blinked, then 
craned his head around to look at the bed for a moment.  Returning his gaze to Severus, he asked,  
“So, all that bloody, weeks-old lovemaking I was smelling, just now…?” 
 
“You must understand that I initially invoked the ritual to save her life, nothing more.  The 
telepathic link forged by the potion we drank permitted me to shelter her mind from the Dark 
Lord.  That prevented him from forcing it open with his Legilimency, and learning half the 
secrets of the Order.  Including the fact that I was a spy for the Order, a secret that she 
unfortunately knew.  Given the imminent danger that information was in, I had no other feasible 
way to protect her thoughts from Voldemort,”  Severus stressed,  “nor any way of summoning 
enough of the others in time to rescue her, without exposing my position in his camp and 
weakening one of our greatest advantages.  She didn’t know Occlumency at the time, and 
wouldn’t have stood a chance against him, once the Death Eaters finished torturing her.” 
 
“How is it I haven’t heard any of this, before?”  Remus asked, nibbling on a cracker dipped in the 
crab-artichoke spread.  “When did it happen, anyway?” 

 
“If we’d told the whole Order what had happened, Remus, it would’ve killed the poor woman 
from sheer embarrassment and shame,”  Severus reminded him dryly, darkly, ignoring the 
revealing explanation of the timing of all of this for the moment.  He mocked the other man’s 
question, sneering,  “‘I’ve just saved you from certain rape and death, my dear, by not only 
inflicting my nasty self upon you in a Tantric sex-magic ritual in front of the eyes of all those 
Death Eaters, plus the Dark Lord’s own crimson leer, but I’m also about to tell everyone who 
might possibly know your identity all the smutty, sordid details of the ritual, too.’  That would’ve 
gone over really well!—God and Merlin!  Do you really think I’d be such a bastard, doing that to 
the poor woman?  Do you really think I’d care to endure the mixture of sniggering and death-
glares I’d receive for saving the ruddy woman’s life in the only way I had available to me at the 
time?” 
 
“Well, no, but…an Eromantic ritual?”  the man across from him protested.  “Did it have to be 
that?” 
 
“They were going to rape her, Lupin,”  Severus told him bluntly.  “Whether I did anything or not.  
They were going to group-rape her, and quite possibly kill her, too.  And probably via the same 
way Voldemort killed those other women.  The same way…”  Tightening his mouth against the 
emotions threatening to spill out of him, Severus calmed himself, and collected his wits, shunting 
those memories firmly aside.  “I knew I could shelter her mind, and give them a bit of a…a 
‘floor-show’, slaking their lusts second-hand through titillating voyeurism, by administering the 
ritual. 
 
“So I fed Voldemort a palatable soup of lies and half-truths, telling him I had a potion and a ritual 
that would allow me to read her thoughts, which it could, and control her every move like a sort 
of superior, touch-based Imperio—which it couldn’t, being al ie—and that because of her 
positioning among his enemies that if she ever overheard anything valuable, I could pass that 
along to the Dark Lord the moment I read that information in her mind…a pipeline of 
misinformation you did know about, through the Order,”  he reminded the greying wizard across 
from him.  “And I convinced him that, with only the one dose of the ritual potion that I had, for 
anyone else to interfere sexually in our unholy little union—which I also told him would have to 
be consummated at least once a week to remain active, two more truths mixed in with all the lies I 
was feeding him—that would ruin my telepathic contact and control over her, ruining her 
usefulness as a future, supposedly unwitting spy.  Ensuring that I would be the only one to touch 
her, sexually. 
 
“Thankfully, he bought it, and permitted me to complete the ritual in front of everyone.  Then 
commanded me to bring her with me, the next time I was summoned before him.  Forcing us to 
remain sexual partners, in order to keep her mind safely linked and sheltered by mine.  Neither of 
us went into this expecting to use the ritual for its original Tantric purpose, to sort out whether or 
not a particular couple is actually compatible enough on a mental and emotional level to feel true 
love for each other, or if it was merely physical lust…but we fell victim to that very purpose all 
the same.”  Lifting his wineglass, Severus gestured briefly with it, saluting that fact, before taking 
a sip.  “…There’s a bit more to it than that, but that’s the essence of the matter.  I saved her life, 
in the only viable option I could think of at the time, saving my own position in Voldemort’s 
camp at the same time.  And because she’s a good woman, deep down inside, where neither of us 
could hide…I became a changed man, just like you said.” 
 
“Well, I think I’d like to meet the woman who could change Severus Snape around!—Do I know 
her?  Could you at least tell me that much?”  Remus asked, his composure recovered enough to 
make further inroads on the meatballs and crackers. 
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“Yes, you know her.” 
 
“Is she in the Order, then?” 
 
“No, though you have seen her at one of our meetings.” 
 
Remus frowned at that.  “No one who’s not in the Order is allowed to attend the meetings, 
Severus!” 
 
“She looked like me, at the time.  I believe you were on the far side of the room from us, that 
night?” 
 
Lupin’s eyes widened.  “—That was her?  But—that was a male!  At least, you referred to her as 
a male…” 
 
“Polyjuice doesn’t care what gender the donor’s body bits are, only that it comes from a fellow 
human,”  he was reminded dryly.  “And referring to her as a male while she currently looked like 
one was convenient for further obscuring her true identity.” 
 
“I’ll bite that reason.  But, why would she want to look like you?”  Remus asked, puzzled. 
 
“She was filling in for me back at Hogwarts that night, as two of my Slytherins had to serve a 
detention with me at the same time as the Order meeting.  I couldn’t put them off without word 
getting back to Voldemort, which could’ve roused his suspicions against me, given they were 
from my own House,”  Severus pointed out dryly.  “How ironic to find out later that he already 
had plenty of reasons to suspect me.” 
 
“So she’s not officially a member of the Order, then—why would you think I would kill you, if 
she’s not someone I know from the Order?  It’s not as if you and I know very many of the same 
women, outside of its members,”  he pointed out, wiping his fingers on his napkin.  “In fact, the 
next-largest batch of females we both know would be the stu…” 
 
He paled a little, stilling mid-word.  Hazel grey eyes widened in horror as he shook his head 
slowly, staring at Severus, who brought his hands together under the edge of the table, drawing 
his wand with subtle care from out of his left sleeve, using the wooden surface to hide the action.  
Just in case the werewolf went berk. 
 
“Oh, no…no, no, no…  Not even you would be that bastardish!  But…”  Every last drop of blood 
drained out of the older man’s face, as realization collided with information.  “…It all started in 
mid-December, didn’t it?  When…she…was kidnapped—” 
 
Severus gripped his wand firmly under the table, ready to defend himself.  The former Defence 
Master’s face turned red, an alarmingly, ruddy-beet-red.  His lips curled back from his teeth in a 
feral, frightening snarl, and his fists slammed onto the table, making the platers, plates, silverware 
and glasses jump.  A howl-like sound whined out of his throat, erupting into words so loud and 
fierce, the Potions Master wondered briefly if his Silencing Sphere would even hold. 
 
“—Hermione Granger!  Goddammit, Severus!  I could bloody kill you!”  Remus Lupin shouted, 
and slammed his hands onto the table again, knocking over the open wine-bottle as well as 
rattling and jouncing everything else on the table.  Severus caught it with a flick of the ebony 
shaft in his hand before it could spill, but didn’t quite aim his wand at the other man.  Lowering 
his head, Remus continued in a feral growl,  “God, if I ever could turn into a werewolf at will, 
this would be the bloody time!  I’m going to rip your bloody throat out!” 

 
“Hermione says, and I quote,  ‘God, don’t be so melodramatic, Remus!’”  Severus quoted, 
forcing his baritone up into an eye-rolling falsetto, before dropping it back down again in a 
snarled warning of his own.  “—Get ahold of yourself!  She’s threatening to make her parents 
stop the car so she can Apparate up here!  I don’t want her trying to Apparate back to their 
location afterwards, which would be on the side of the highway, in the middle of nowhere!  The 
last thing I’d want is for her to splinch herself, trying to get back to an unfamiliar location.” 
 
Gaping, Remus stared at him.  “Her parents know about…?” 
 
“Certainly not!”  Severus frowned at the former Defence Master.  “There are only a handful of 
people who know the full details.  Myself, Hermione, Albus, and now you.  And Alastor, too, 
though he knows only a fraction of what I’ve revealed to you.  No one else has needed to know.  
And frankly, you wouldn’t, either, if you hadn’t the ability to smell her scent in the air, figure it 
out eventually on your own, and leap to all the ruddy wrong conclusions!” 
 
“—Moody knows?”  Remus asked, lifting his brows, before a considering look creased his brow 
again.  “So that’s what he wanted to kill you over, that night at the meeting.” 
 
“You’ll notice how fiercely Hermione came to my defence, that night,”  Severus agreed wryly.  
“Kindly do not encourage her to do the same tonight, by trying to attack me.  She’s like a bloody 
Norse Valkyrie—a right termigant and a ruddy terror, when she’s being all bloody righteous and 
wrathful, whatever cause she chooses to champion.  It’s even more frightening when she’s doing 
it on my behalf.  I’ve never had anyone defend me before, aside from maybe Albus.” 
 
Remus eyed him warily.  “You say something like that, and yet you also say she’s listening in to 
our every word?” 
 
He shrugged slightly, his wand still ready to defend himself, if the other man should grow 
enraged again.  “Why not?  She already knows it’s the truth.  We can’t bloody well tell each other 
anything but the truth.  I’m also not the only one who’s had to face a few previously hidden self-
facts, in our relationship.” 
 
That made the other man wince in disgust.  “’Relationship!’  Merlin’s Bollocks, Severus—she’s 
your student!  How could you even contemplate—!” 
 
His cheeks heated, but Severus didn’t back down.  “—It was either myself, under carefully 
controlled circumstances, or a whole bunch of them, as rough and cruel as they could manage.  I 
still loathe myself for what I had to do, though she did tell me of her own free will right 
afterwards that she understood why I did what I had to do.  And that she forgave me for it, not 
even half an hour after the deed.” 
 
“But you didn’t stop there!”  Remus retorted, pointing at the bed behind him.  “You’ve been 
using this place for a ruddy shag-pad!  With your own student!  God, I thought you were capable 
of a lot of things over the years, but I never once thought you capable of that!” 
 
“—I had no bloody choice!  Or weren’t you listening, earlier?”  Severus sneered angrily, face 
flushed with shame and defensiveness.  “The terms of the ritual demand sexual congress between 
the pairing involved on a minimum of a weekly basis, in order to maintain telepathic contact, and 
Voldemort himself ordered me to bring her back whenever I could so that he could plumb her 
mind, which was to be whenever he summoned me into his presence!  She had no Occlumency 
abilities, Remus!  She knew I was a member of the Order! 
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“What would you have had me do, quit snogging her, expose myself, endanger her life, and with 
it removed our most powerful pipeline of information flowing out of his camp?  Even after 
Voldemort’s death, I still get no bloody respect out of any of you!  I put my life on the line just as 
often as the rest of you—even moreso, given how Voldemort liked to torture those of his 
followers who nerves merely quail at some of their tasks, nevermind those who actually try to 
betray him—and yet I rarely even get a ruddy thank-you-and-job-well-done!” 
 
“We’re not talking about your self-importance, here!  We’re talking about the sanctity of Miss 
Granger, your student!” 
 
Contemplating the angry ex-teacher across from him, forcing himself to be calm and not yell 
back, at a prod from the woman lurking in the back of his mind, Severus tapped the fingers of his 
left hand against the edge of the table in front of him.  “…What pisses you off the most, Remus?  
The fact that I was smart and ambitious enough to take care of two serious problems with one 
simple act, or the fact that I wasn’t exposed and tortured to death by the Great Snakey Git?” 
 
That made the werewolf in him snarl, and for a moment it looked like Lupin might actually attack 
after all.  Snape still gripped his wand, keeping it ready, but Remus subsided after a few seconds.  
His anger seemed to escape the greying, slightly older man in a rough sigh.  “…Damn you.” 
 
“I’d tell you to get in the queue for that, save you were one of the first ones to condemn me to 
Hell, in my youth, and are already near the head of the line.” 
 
“So who’s the first one, if not me?”  Remus demanded sarcastically. 
 
“Lucius.  At least you only damned me with your words.  He damned me with my own acts.” 
 
“—Am I supposed to pity you, now?”  the ex-professor scoffed. 
 
Severus looked down at the fingers of his left hand; they had stilled, under that question.  “…You 
know, I don’t particularly care what you feel about me, right now.”  Dark eyes shot a look at the 
other man from under his brows.  “But I do care what you feel for Miss Granger.  If you expose 
everything that’s happened between us, you’ll humiliate and shame her for something she had no 
control over.  Something with which she has managed to bear so far with a great deal of grace and 
courage, despite the horrid things we’ve had to do together, while Voldemort was alive. 
 
“I’d not expect you to hesitate at harming me, or trying to ruin my career—I realize I deserve it, 
especially for what I did to your own career, here at the school—but I ask you to take her feelings 
into consideration, and think very carefully before you speak on this subject to anyone else.  
Especially to her two best friends.  If she wanted them to know, she would have told them herself, 
long ago.  Clearly, she hasn’t.” 
 
His quiet words seemed to sink into the other man, though Severus couldn’t entirely tell.  
Certainly Remus Lupin sat back in his seat, pondering the younger man’s advice with a shuttered, 
thoughtful wariness.  Seconds slid into minutes, as they stared at each other.  Finally, Severus 
sighed and lifted the wine bottle with his hand, pouring each of them more of the pallid vintage.  
He had his own glass lifted to his lips when the other man finally spoke again. 
 
“Tell me something, Severus.  Now that Voldemort is dead, are you still…intimate…with young 
Miss Granger?”  Remus asked, his voice tight but not quite a growl. 
 
He didn’t quite know how to answer that one, truthfully.  Not and still keep from enraging the 
other man.  Hermione, not the least bit sleepy despite the lateness of the hour, offered a 

suggestion in the back of his mind.  As it was better than saying nothing, he proffered it in turn.  
Sipping one last time, he lowered the glass back to the tabletop and spoke. 
 
“When we returned from the scene of her kidnapping, Albus found us in the forest, and took us 
up to his office,”  Severus told him.  “In that damnable way of his, he clearly knew more or less 
what had happened between us—I suspect he might have read bits of it in Hermione’s 
unoccluded mind—and yet he took great pains to not expose those details out loud, in the 
presence of the portraits of all the past Headmasters and Headmistresses.  Which would’ve had 
the lot of them calling for my resignation, and my wand, and probably my head. 
 
“Instead, he guided Miss Granger subtly into making the spurious request to undertake an extra-
credit project in the Art of Eromancy, with myself as her supervising instructor and study-partner.  
Thus reserving for us a cover-story, should anyone discover us…carnally relating to each other.”  
His fingers twisted the glass around by a quarter-turn.  “Given her general, overwhelming level of 
academic zeal, she immediately took on the project with all the seriousness she’s given every 
other class she’s ever taken.  Save for maybe Divinations, but then you know Sibyll, so you could 
understand why.” 
 
“Are you saying that, even with Voldemort dead, you’re still…?  God, I can’t even bring myself 
to say it!”  Remus muttered, rubbing at his face with his hands, bracing his elbows on the edge of 
the table.  “Sweet, innocent little Hermione, debauched by you!” 
 
{You, debauch me?  You can bloody well tell him that I did a lot of that debauching on you, too!} 
 
“—I will not say that, Hermione!”  he snapped out loud, frowning into the air.  “Do you, or do 
you not, want me to come out of this ruddy conversation with my hide intact?” 
 
“…What did she say?”  Remus asked, frowning in curiosity as he lifted his face from his hands. 
 
“I am not that foolish,”  Severus retorted darkly, lifting his glass for another sip.  “You can leave 
your bloody curiosity unsatisfied, on that point.  And most of the rest of it, too.” 
 
“As disturbing and disgusting as this whole topic may be—are you still having an affair one one 
of your students?”  Remus demanded, pinning Severus with his hazel-grey stare. 
 
There was no telling if Lupin would sniff them out, later.  Severus gripped his wine-glass and 
replied as levelly and honestly as he could,  “…I am still supervising a student in a course of 
academic study.” 
 
“Dammit, Severus!  End the affair!”  Remus Lupin ordered him sternly. 
 
Severus levelled him a look.  “Do you know where I was, today?  I was at a Muggle wedding for 
one of her cousins.  Where I spent over six hours at her side.  And during that entire six hours, I 
did not once leap on her like a stoat in heat. 
 
“When I say I am supervising her in a course of study, that is precisely what I am doing.”  That 
was a bit of a truth-stretch, maybe even a slight lie, but Severus knew it would pass.  “I have 
danced until I developed blisters on my feet, I have engaged in polite conversation with her 
parents—no, they do not know who I am, and shall not, Merlin willing, for some time yet, though 
at least they’re a lot more open-minded than most of the Muggles I’ve met—and I have even 
endured an experimental cup of fruit-punch.  Just to amuse the woman.  And though I could’ve 
dragged her off to a storage closet or rented one of the rooms at the hotel, and slipped her away 
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for a hot and heavy snog-fest without anyone noticing for at least half an hour, not even her 
parents…I did not. 
 
“I do have some sense of self-control, whatever you and anyone else may ruddy well think.  I am 
a teacher, and I do take considerable pride in that fact,”  he reminded the aging werewolf.  “I am 
well aware of how loathesome it is for any teacher to take advantage of his or her students in that 
manner—as hard as it may be for you to believe, I am currently torn in two diametrically opposed 
directions, Remus.  Heaven, for the love I now have for her, and Hell, for the things I’ve done 
with her.  But do not dare to presume to set yourself up as my judge, jury, and executioner, Lupin.  
Not until you’ve suffered the exact same problem.  Not until you’ve fallen in love, and been told 
it’s a sin and a shameful thing, to feel the way you do about the woman you love.  Even if you 
know the latter part is true.” 
 
“It’s a shame, but not a sin?  How do you explain that one?”  Remus challenged him skeptically. 
 
“You’ll have to ask Hermione to explain it to you,”  he muttered, lifting his glass to his lips.  “I 
swear, the woman could tell me down was up, and I’d end up believing her and walking all over 
the ceiling without a second thought.  Or the assistance of a Levitation spell…” 
 
Remus stared at him, blinked a couple times, then picked up his glass and downed a hefty 
swallow.  “Merlin, she’s got you wrapped tight around her wand, doesn’t she?” 
 
Severus snorted; the answer was too obvious to even deserve comment.  The other man held out 
his glass for a refill.  Severus obliged, and dipped himself some more of the crab-artichoke 
spread.  A more dignified sip of his wine, and Remus sighed, shaking his head. 
 
“You’ve got to give her up, Severus.  Just…give her up.  Please!  I’m practically begging you!” 
 
Clearing his mouth with a swallow, Severus gave him a level look.  “You’re asking me to give up 
the beating of my heart, or the air I breathe.  No matter how much I may regret our long-standing 
feud, and now wish it to end, I am not going to drop dead just because you asked me nicely.” 
 
“Dammit, man—!” 
 
“We’ll cease interacting carnally when her projects are finished.  Albus did say he would consider 
them a part of her final grade, and she’s too much of an overachiever to give up all that extra 
credit.  It has also,”  Severus stressed as Remus clenched his jaw,  “given her something positive 
to associate with her experiences.  Something she can be proud of accomplishing.  I will not take 
away her pride as a researcher.” 
 
“—Pride as a researcher!”  Remus snorted.  “What could she possibly be proud over, 
Eromantically?” 
 
“How old am I?” 
 
Remus frowned at him, thrown by the odd change in topic.  “—Beg pardon?” 
 
“How old am I?”  Severus repeated himself.  He knew the werewolf knew; not only could the 
man see the evidence with his own eyes, it had undoubtedly been a topic of conversation at the 
Order meetings he hadn’t been able to attend.  “Physically, how old am I now, Remus?  Work it 
out for yourself.” 
 

Those hazel-grey eyes widened.  “You…you’re saying that Hermione figured out a way to de-age 
you?” 
 
“It was more of a joint effort, but yes.  That’s one of the main reasons why I can’t tell anyone the 
details of how it was managed,”  Severus admitted.  “The other reasons are that it occurred the 
first time purely by accident—don’t ask—and while the second time was under slightly more 
controlled circumstances, we’re both convinced it was only possible through the Veritamoria 
linking our minds.  I doubt the sheer amount of magic needed to be raised could’ve been directed 
so effectively if our thoughts, right down to the sub-subconscious level, had not literally been 
joined as one at the time.” 
 
Quickly holding up his hand, Remus warded off anything more.  “I do not need to hear any 
details!”  His gaze sharpened on Severus’ face.  “…Could you please drop that disguise, now?  
All of this has been rather disconcerting to hear on its own, but even more so when looking at all 
the alterations you’ve made to your apprearance.  You really don’t look anything like yourself, 
save for that god-awful nose.” 
 
Severus resisted retorting that Hermione loved his nose.  Though the other man wouldn’t even 
realize it, that would be far too intimate a confession to make.  Instead, he merely said,  “I’d 
forgotten about them, actually.” 
 
Drawing his wand from his sleeve, Severus stood and moved over to the bureau-mirror.  Tapping 
his shoes and clothes, he unTransfigured them, then stripped the shades of blond from his hair, 
concentrating to bring the original sable colour back in full.  A final murmur of,  “Pallidus,”  
removed even the tan, leaving his normal—for a twenty-eight year old version—self reflected in 
the cracked surface.  Turning, he faced his former colleague. 
 
“…Is that better?” 
 
Remus grimaced a little, but nodded his head at the same time.  “Yes, and no.  You now look like 
yourself, so I know I’m not hallucinating any of this extraordinary conversation, but you also 
unnerve the shite out of me, seeing the real you and trying to match it up with all the things I’ve 
just been told.” 
 
“Suffer.”  In his normal shoes, with his feet blistered, weary from dancing despite the renewed 
vitality of his youthened body, Severus could feel tiredness seeping through his bones.  “It’s late, 
and you’ll need your rest.  Give me your word you’ll stay quiet on this whole matter, and not hex 
me the moment my back is turned, and I’ll give you your wand back.” 
 
“Blackmailing me into cooperating, are you?”  Remus quipped dryly, darkly. 
 
“I’m a Slytherin.  I’m merely securing my own safety.  If I were to truly blackmail you, I’d 
threaten to sic Miss Granger on you,”  Severus retorted.  “Mind you, she’s telling me to sod off, 
for that…but as I know you care about her, you’ll have to promise to keep silent on the matter.” 
 
Remus, however, wasn’t listening.  His brow had pinched in thought, and now the colour drained 
from his face.  “Good god…we’d heard whispers of rumours, from that raid on the Malfoy place, 
the one where those Muggles had died.  There was another woman involved, along with an 
unnamed Death Eater, doing…sexual things…perverted things…that was you, wasn’t it?  You 
bloody blastard!” 
 
“—God, you’re an idiot!”  Severus scorned him, giving the man a pained look.  “I told you, 
Remus!  Voldemort commanded the two of us to appear, and perform for him; that bloody well 
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meant sexually!  A prospect neither of us could stomach readily…and yet we did it, for the 
bloody good of the Order!” 
 
“Oh, yes, you say you couldn’t stomach it!  But you could clearly still perform, sexually!”  he 
protested. 
 
Severus rolled his eyes, glaring at the idiotic man.  “…I should have said a colossal idiot!  I’m the 
bloody Potions Master, Lupin—have you never heard of aphrodisiacs?  And before you ask, and 
make an even greater arse of yourself,”  he continued, flushing with embarrassment as well as 
irritation,  “yes, we’ve been taking contraceptive potions, too!  I did my damnedest to ensure both 
that she could at least find some pleasure in the disgusting floor-shows we were forced to enact, 
and that I myself could manage to perform, too, and yet not have any lasting consequences other 
than the nightmares we both still endure!” 
 
“No, I didn’t want to ask…though I should be grateful for your foresight,”  Lupin muttered, 
unnerving Severus with his understanding, if heavy, sigh.  “What I don’t understand is, how were 
those men not able to recognize either of you?” 
 
“—That’s where Mad-Eye comes in,”  Severus muttered, sighing roughly himself.  He ran his 
hand through his hair, absently noting that it still wasn’t as greasy as it should’ve been.  The 
shampoo-tincture he’d whipped together from his mental notes at girls’ night was apparently 
controlling that little problem.  At least now he was free to indulge in such things.  A gesture with 
his other hand, and he explained, returning his attention to the mess of the topic at hand.  “Alastor 
caught sight of us fleeing the scene through the Floo, and confronted Albus in his office later on 
that night.  Hermione confronted him, the Headmaster stepped in, and the end result was Moody 
agreeing to sneak into the prisoners’ cells to modify their memories, to protect her good name.  
He’s since done the same to the other prisoners, too, the ones captured the night of the Final 
Battle with the Dark Lord.” 
 
“I’d wondered about that…  Damn, you’ve given me too much to think about,”  Remus muttered, 
burying his face in his palms.  His voice was a little muffled as he continued.  “I don’t know if 
I’m going to be able to sleep in that bloody bed, now, for fear I’ll start imagining you and 
her…urgh!” 
 
“Imagine one single bit or bobble of hers, and I will kill you,”  Severus promised him coldly, 
narrowing his eyes to slits of dangerous coal-black.. 
 
{Would you mind not being quite so dead-serious?}  Hermione prodded him.  {I do like the man, 
and it’s not as if he could help himself!  We’ve given him a ruddy huge shock, tonight.} 
 
[…It would be easier for both of us if he’d dropped dead of it.] 
 
{Severus!}  she snapped, scolding him with a frown he could feel all the way up in Scotland. 
 
[I don’t wish the ruddy bastard to actually drop dead.  There.  Satisfied with the truth?]  She 
subsided, and he addressed the softly groaning, miserable werewolf.  “We haven’t used the bed 
since before that particular nightmare.  I was too busy being sick in the corner, remembering what 
happened to my mother, and she was too busy being horrified by her first glimpse of death.” 
 
“Why didn’t you tell us any earlier about—?  Nevermind.  I’m a bloody idiot; I know it,”  Rmeus 
muttered, surprising Severus a little at the weary admission.  He lowered his hands from his face, 
then ran a hand through his greying hair, rumpling the straight, short strands.  “No one would go 
around announcing that his mother had been brutally raped and murdered by someone they’d 

admired and followed blindly for a couple of years beforehand.  And they certainly wouldn’t do it 
to a group as cold-fish towards you as we’ve been, all this time… 
 
“Fine.  You have my word of honor, as a Gryffindor,”  Remus promised, sitting back again in his 
chair.  “I will not mention any of this to anyone without your permission.  For her sake.” 
 
“Hermione asks that you also swear as a Gryffindor not to harm me, once I give you your wand 
back,”  Severus added dryly, as she prodded him mentally. 
 
“Did she, now?  Are you sure that’s not just you, trying to save your own hide?”  the aging 
werewolf snorted. 
 
“She says, and I quote,  ‘Stop being such a suspicious idiot, Professor!’  End quote.” 
 
Sitting back in his chair, Remus folded his arms across his shabbily robed chest.  “Prove to me 
that she’s really talking to you, in your mind, right this minute…and I’ll swear it.” 
 
A quick consultation, and Severus related,  “…She says you gave Harry a note along with his 
Christmas present, telling him to try ‘Fossiora’ to try and excavate the collapsed tunnel behind a 
certain mirror on the fourth floor…a mirror I apparently shall now have to start monitoring, to 
keep the other students from attempting to use—now that I know about it, woman, do not think to 
dissuade me from doing my bloody job!”  he snapped, glaring at himself in the mirror off to the 
side.  “The fact that you three holy terrors  survived your many escapades to the point of 
triumphing over Voldemort simply means you’re going to inspire a whole new generation of 
mischief-makers!  I’ll remind you most of the students in the school have neither your ruddy luck, 
nor your ruddy skill!” 
 
“…Alright, I believe you,”  Remus muttered, staring up at him.  “You have my word—for her 
sake, if she really loves you—that I won’t hex you in the back for all of this.  I’ll reserve the right 
to hex you to your face…but I won’t do it tonight.  I’m too bloody tired.” 
 
“Join the bloody club.”  Extracting the length of ageworn walnut from his right sleeve, Severus 
set the other wizard’s wand on the table.  He turned to leave, and spotted the Invisibility Cloak, 
still hanging on its nail.  Crossing over to it, he lifted it off the nail protruding from the wall, and 
glanced back at the ex-DADA professor, whose face had tightened in barely concealed 
uncertainty and anxiety.  “…Relax, Remus.  I intend to return this to Harry in the morning.  He’ll 
need it, if he and Ron expect to sneak out to the Whomping Willow in broad daylight without 
being seen…  God, I really have changed,”  he mused, looking down at the shimmering cloth in 
his hands.  “A year ago, I would’ve confiscated this with undeniable glee.  Even so recent as four 
months ago, I would’ve kept this from them until the day they were to return home that one, last, 
final time on the train.  But…she cares deeply for both of them, and I find to my dismay and 
chagrin that I am forced by association to do the same, as well.  I don’t want to, but I’m losing the 
fight…and to my lingering dismay, I find I don’t mind it as much, anymore.” 
 
“You have bloody changed,”  his childhood nemesis observed in a thoughtful mutter.  “I think for 
the better.  And because I do care for young Miss Granger, almost as much as I care for Harry 
himself, I’ll keep your secrets for now, and not stab you in the back.  Though you still deserve it,”  
Remus warned him dryly. 
 
“Thank you.”  A flick of his wand to dispel the Silencing Sphere, and the wards around the 
building and stairwell, and Severus Disapparated with a crack to his usual entry-point at the 
bottom of the long hill behind Rubeus’ cottage.  It was going to be a painful slog up that path, 
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with his blistered feet, but far less painful than the longer trek through the hidden tunnel between 
the Shack and the Willow. 
 
He was tempted, sorely tempted, to go up to Gryffindor Tower in the morning and present Harry 
with his own ruddy Cloak, face-to-face.  He could picture it now:  the surprised wariness on the 
youth’s face, the confusion as Severus Snape returned the bloody-irritating thing to the Boy Who 
Triumphed, the scathing remarks he could make about how he’d confiscate it permanently if the 
hero of the wizarding world was ever caught using it again…but doing any of those things would 
raise awkward questions.  Ones of how Severus had gotten his hands on it, and who ‘Herman’ 
was.  No, better to deliver the blasted thing anonymously, via the house-elves. 
 
That decision made a now sleepy Hermione send him a pulse of love and approval through their 
Veritamoria link.  She did not, thankfully, send him any sub-thoughts of disapproval for the 
scathing bits of his imagination, but he did feel a little sting of shame for even thinking 
them…which irritated him at the same time.  Wrapping the Invisibility Cloak around himself, he 
started up the path.  Warmed more by his lover’s mental embrace than by the folds of silvery 
magic shimmering faintly around him in the cold spring air. 
 
CVII. 
 
{Severus?} 
 
The thought drifted across his mind like a scarf made of wistfulness and warm velvet.  The words 
of the tome he was reading faded instantly from his consciousness, her mind-voice was so 
welcome.  [Yes, my love?] 
 
{…I can’t sleep.}  Lying in her bed, staring at the shadows of the ceiling, Hermione felt too 
restless.  Too lonely.  Last night, she’d fallen asleep quickly enough, sleepy from the long day of 
wedding-preparations, and the long evening of dancing in her lover’s arms.  Tonight, however, 
she couldn’t sleep a single wink. 
 
[Neither can I.] 
 
{I miss you.} 
 
[So do I.  Hogston’s Treatise on the Effects & Qualities of Pectin in Potions-Making normally 
puts me to sleep, since it’s such a basic text, but I’m finding I’d rather read it a thousand times 
than face the loneliness of my bed.] 
 
{I know.  I’ve been eavesdropping as you’ve read the text,}  she confessed.  {While it might help 
me pass my N.E.W.T.s, it’s not what I really want to be doing.} 
 
Sampling her sub-thoughts, Severus closed the volume, not bothering to bookmark his spot as he 
dropped it on the coffee table.  [I didn’t want to impose, but…I would rather be doing that, too.] 
 
{Good.  Mind if I ‘watch’ while you get ready for bed?}  she teased him lightly. 
 
[Minx.  You’re already tucked into yours, pajamas and all.] 
 
She laughed, a shimmer of silk in his mind.  {Poor Potions Master…would you like me to strip 
my nightie away?} 
 

Severus extinguished the candles in the sitting room with a flick of his wand, leaving only the 
glow of the dying fire in the two hearths for light.  Stepping into the right-hand hallway, he 
retreated to his bedroom.  [As I said, “minx.”  Myself first, I think.]  Shutting the door behind 
him, he prodded the fire with a flick of his wand so that it burned a little brighter, and moved in 
front of his closet-hung mirror.  Another flick lit a stand of candles, illuminating his image in the 
polished surface for her senses-borrowing pleasure.  [I want to be naked when you strip off your 
clothes, Hermione.  I want you to see what the sight of you—the mere thought of you—does to 
me.] 
 
She giggled, vocally and mentally.  {—As if I didn’t already know!} 
 
He smirked at his image.  He could feel her moving closer in his mind, meshing her senses with 
his, and knew she was admiring his figure.  His nose was still too large for his face—save for the 
earliest years of his childhood, it had always been too big—but his hair was no longer quite so 
greasy and stringy.  With the fall of Voldemort and the lapse in his need to maintain the physical 
side of his greasy, gitty personality, he’d started experimenting with some of those shampoo-
potions that had been discussed at girls’ night.  Now it stayed relatively grease-free for most of 
the day, which meant it looked soft.  For her sake, he lifted his fingers to his scalp and ran them 
through his hair, letting both of them enjoy the softness of the fine black strands.  A glide of his 
palms down his jawline showed it a little rough and sandpapery from a greyish hint of stubble. 
 
A flick of his wand—the charm was so old and well-known, he didn’t even have to say the 
triggering words—and his stubble vanished, leaving him smooth-shaven.  Setting the wand on the 
nightstand, he lifted his hands to his face again, caressing his face.  Not for his sake, but for hers, 
because he could feel the sub-thoughted wish that she wanted to touch his skin for herself, yet 
could not do so over the distance separating them.  Sliding his fingertips next to the topmost 
button of his frock-coat, Severus unfastened it, then the next one, feeling her anticipation building 
in the back of his mind. 
 
It wasn’t the most erotic strip-tease ever invented; there was no music, no ridiculous bumping and 
grinding of his hips, but Hermione watched avidly through his eyes, utterly enthralled by the fact 
that this disciplined, conservative man was deliberately stripping away all those starchy, formal 
black clothes specifically for her enjoyment.  Separating her thighs, Hermione rucked up the hem 
of her knee-length nightgown, and slipped her fingers under the waistband of her knickers, 
delving them down into the damp curls at the apex of her legs. 
 
His eyes gleamed, in the mirror.  He knew exactly what she was up to, and encouraged her by 
shrugging out of his finespun coat, letting it drop untidily to the floor.  A tiny show of impatience 
and wantonness, just for her.  Lifting one foot at a time, he pulled off his boots, then his socks, 
also letting them drop to the carpeted floor.  A flick of his fingers at one wrist unfastened the 
cufflink there, baring his wrist.  He teased her by taking his time with the other one, stroking the 
soft warmth of his skin, the crisp coolness of his sleeve, until he felt her shuddering under the 
swirling, flicking pressure of her fingertips, a minor temblor at best.  Baring his other wrist, he 
reached up towards his high shirt-collar, and slowly, methodically unfastened each button his 
fingers encountered. 
 
Hermione whimpered in the quiet of her room at the first mental sight of sparse black hairs on his 
lean chest, and quickly flicked her wand out of its ever-present charm bracelet, casting a 
Silencing Sphere around her bed; she wasn’t underage anymore, so there was no need to refrain 
from doing magic in her own home, even if she was still attending school.  It might draw some 
witch or wizard’s attention, but that was a risk Hermione was willing to take.  She simply didn’t 
want her parents to hear her, because she knew she was probably going to wind up quite vocal, 
quite soon. 
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Sure enough, when he stopped unbuttoning his shirt with one more button to go before his 
waistband, she whimpered again, frigging herself into a slightly stronger mini-orgasm from the 
teasing pause. 
 
Smiling slightly, Severus dropped his hands to the buttons of his trouser-fly.  One at a time, he 
unfastened them, though he was now hard enough underneath to cause the material to tent visibly, 
making it a little awkward to release some of the more pressure-strained buttons.  Dropping the 
slacks, he stepped out of them, then slid his hands up under the hem of his shirt.  Slowly, 
deliberately, he eased his boxers off of his hips, and his erection.  It was hidden by the thigh-
length fall of his shirt, but his arousal gave the finely spun cotton, a little peak and crease in the 
drape of the material.  Stepping out of his underwear, Severus lifted his hands to the remaining 
buttons concealing himself from her, his eyes following each deft, deliberately slow move.  One 
button…two buttons…three… 
 
Head pressing back into her pillow, eyes squeezed shut as she clung to what he saw and shared 
with her, Hermione climaxed with a gasp, the moment that turgid shaft poked itself through the 
opening being made in his shirt-front.  There was still another button to go before he was revealed 
in his entire masculine glory, but the sight of his desire-reddened, moisture-beaded glans was 
enough to tip her into quivering pleasure.  Her other hand slid up under her nightgown, cupping 
her breast, sharing with him the sensation of its soft warmth, and the pebbled feel of its tip, 
prolonging her pleasure. 
 
Holding himself still, Severus waited until he had regained her attention, then released the last 
button from its hole.  The folds of his shirt drifted apart.  He brushed his fingertips up the dark-
haired curve of his scrotum, questing his palm along the length of his shaft.  A light, scraping 
flick of a fingernail across the hot, delicate skin of his glans made him shiver with pleasure, then 
he smoothed his palms up his stomach, over his chest, and dragged the shirt from his shoulders 
with his fingers.  Baring himself to their shared gaze. 
 
At an impulse-request from her, he glanced down at his left forearm.  The skin there was now 
utterly smooth.  Scarless.  The combined casting of Voldemort’s Revenge and her counter-spell 
had morphed the Dark Mark right out of his flesh, while the concentrated healing draught had 
smoothed away every last sign of his injuries.  He still had other scars on his skin, the wand-
whippings his father had given him, a hook-shaped cut on the side of one finger from a Potions 
accident early on in his teaching career, the flaws and mementos of a life lived imperfectly.  But 
she liked his skin as it was, and he was comfortable with his appearance.  Even his once-hated, 
often-mocked nose was now no longer quite so loathsome to see, protruding thin, narrow, and 
beak-like from his features as it still did.  It was that nose which gave his beloved so much 
pleasure, after all. 
 
{…My turn, beloved,}  Hermione sighed in the back of his mind.  Closing his eyes, he joined 
with her thoughts and senses as she slid out of the bed, turned on the overhead light—squinting 
and shielding her eyes as the Muggle light seemed to explode painfully in their vision—and 
positioned herself in front of her own dressing-mirror.  Her room, relatively tidy save for the way 
it was cluttered by shelves and stacks of books, made him long to see it with his own eyes, to 
peruse those colorful spines, to flip through their pages.  But there was something more important 
to peruse at the moment, and it was the sight of her cotton-draped curves, as her vision recovered 
from the overhead lights. 
 
He watched through her eyes, mesmerized, as she grasped the material at her hips and inched the 
hemline up one teasing fingerful at a time from her knees.  Those creamy thighs enthralled him as 
they were revealed, pale and soft, yet flexing with muscles as she shifted her weight; Severus 

knew the feel of those muscles when they clamped around his hips, his waist.  He knew the feel 
of them well. 
 
Hermione could almost feel his body, slotted between her legs, ready to thrust past the plain white 
knickers she bared to his gaze, if he were only there in her bedroom with her.  Easing the nightie 
up past her waist, she bunched it up under her arms, baring the curves of her breasts for his avid 
enjoyment.  She had to close her eyes for a brief moment as she lifted the gown over her head, 
tossing it aside, and felt herself blush as he prodded her with a sub-thought to stare at her breasts, 
and to cup them wantonly in her hands.  It was for his sake that she not only did that, but gently 
pinched and twisted her nipples between forefinger and thumb, enjoying the delicate thrill of 
pleasure-pain imparted by the simple act. 
 
[Drop your knickers,]  Severus ordered her, his voice a silky, disciplinary murmur in her mental 
ear as he decided on the spur of the moment to do a little role-playing with her.  He was so 
aroused by the sight of her, he could feel liquid seeping from the tip of his erection without even 
looking.  [Drop them, or I’ll punish you most severely, Miss Granger.] 
 
{But, Professor, that would be sooo naughty,}  she returned, trying to sound intimidated.  There 
were too many aroused undercurrents in her mind to succeed at playing the innocent ingenue, 
unfortunately. 
 
[Succubus!  Do as I say,]  he ordered her firmly. 
 
Smirking, she eased the elastic of the waistband down, and down, and down, bending over at the 
waist so that her breasts swung as she eyed herself in the mirror.  She had to duck her head to 
drop them the last few inches, and straightened, stepping out of the leg-holes.  Straddling her 
fallen panties, she dipped her fingers into her dew-drenched curls, looking at herself in the mirror.  
For his pleasure, as well as her own. 
 
Severus shuddered as he felt the soft, hot, slick flesh under the pads of her fingers almost as 
intensely as if they were his own.  Curling his own fingers around his erection, he stroked 
himself, eyes tightly shut as she stooped and rubbed her fingers through her moisture, coating 
even her palm.  Tension prickled in his balls, and he tightened his buttocks, determined to not let 
his pleasure get out of control.  [Lie…down.  Must lie down, now.] 
 
Together, they released themselves and hurried back to their beds.  Impatiently, Severus tossed 
back the red coverlet and slid between the golden-hued sheets of his four-poster, while Hermione 
crawled back under the white sheets and blue blankets of her own narrow, uncanopied bed.  
Lying on their backs, each of them caressed their stomachs, their nipples and breasts, eyes closed, 
and sharing sensations with each other.  It almost felt as if it were his hands teasing and tickling 
her thighs, burrowing between the curls of her womanhood, as if it were her hands rubbing the 
taut skin of his manhood, squeezing the slightly greater thickness just an inch or two below that 
aching-hot head where he liked to feel a little extra pressure. 
 
Certainly the sharing of a sub-thought here, an impulse there, directed each of their hands, each of 
their efforts.  They took their time, and yet only so much time, to bring their ministrations to a 
mutual peak.  Hermione gasped and cried out his name when she orgasmed again, grateful for the 
spell she had cast to silence the sounds within her room from the rest of the house.  Severus 
groaned and chanted hers as he climaxed, thankfully too deep under the castle for anyone to have 
heard.  With release came relaxation, and as their minds cuddled close despite the distance of 
their bodies, both of them sighed and slipped into the depths of sleep. 
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…Where they met and merged in a shared dream of gliding fingers and sipping lips, of entwined 
limbs and unsteady breaths.  Where the nebulous setting didn’t matter, only the intertwining of 
dream-bodies and sleeping minds.  Where they mentally made love all night long. 
 
CVIII. 
 
“Ah, there you are, Severus!” 
 
Severus turned, arching a brow at the blond woman striding toward him, her long hair knotted 
and skewered on her head, her asian-cut garment a shimmer of dark blue silk brocaded with tiny 
hummingbirds and scrolling honeysuckle vines.  A wary glance to either side—the damned 
woman insisted on using his first name even in front of the students—proved they were alone in 
the second-floor corridor.  For the moment. 
 
“Kathleen,”  he acknowledged with a dip of his head.  Prior to the Dark Lord’s fall, he might not 
have given her as generous and courteous a nod.  “You wanted something?” 
 
“Yes.  Your assistance.  I have some errands to run today in Hogsmeade.” 
 
That arched one of his black brows.  “And you need my assistance for these…errands?” 
 
“Yes, as it so happens,”  she drawled with equal sardonicism, her American accent leaking 
through the British one she normally adopted.  Her talent for such mimicry, he suspected, was 
one of the things that allowed her to blend into a background so well.  He also suspected some 
form of obfuscating magic, since he could’ve sworn the corridor ahead of him had been empty 
mere moments before.  He certainly didn’t trust the encouraging smile she gave him as she 
coaxed,  “Come on, get your cloak.” 
 
“I have errands of my own to run,”  he informed her coolly.  It was true that he was already 
headed to Hogsmeade, though she surely didn’t know that; his main purpose in going there was to 
take the public Floo to Bath, where he sometimes shopped for the rarer ingredients used in his 
personal potions-work, and from there, a public Floo to Exeter. But that was something he would 
be doing in two hours.  Right now, he had corridors to patrol, and made no bones about pointing 
that out to her.  “I also currently have responsibilities to maintain order within these walls.  As 
you yourself should be doing.” 
 
“Stop being such a stick-in-the-mud, Severus!  Go get your cloak, or I’ll hex your hair pink.”  
The dark glare he gave her barely made her blink.  “Okay, I’ll just hex it purple.”  The arch of a 
black—and it was going to stay that way—brow destroyed the remainder of her threat, forcing a 
rueful sigh out of her.  However, the Defence Mistress was far from done.  Rather than using 
further threats, she did something worse; the dratted woman tucked her hands too-companionably 
around his left elbow, freezing him in place as she said,  “Then how about you go get your cloak 
because it’s a fine sunny day out, one of the few I’ve seen so far in this overcast, dreary land, and 
I’d enjoy chatting with you as we walked to Hogsmeade.” 
 
Gingerly—god, the woman was nerve-wracking; how did she get so bloody close without his 
noticing?—Severus shook her off his arm, taking a hopefully subtle, thoroughly defensive step 
back.  “We could chat just as easily in these halls, where we can keep an eye on the students’ high 
spirits.” 
 
Those blue eyes rolled expressively.  “—Don’t be such a bloody killjoy!  Come on, play hooky 
with me!  It’s the perfect day for it.” 
 

“Play what?”  he asked, unsure what she was talking about. 
 
“It’s an American expression—what was it my students used, the other day?  Ah, yes, come 
‘skive off’ your duties for the day,”  she amended, catching his elbow again with her hands.  His 
startlement at the unwelcome touch must have shown this time, for she pulled back—fingers still 
laced around his black-sleeved arm—and gave him a coy look.  “Why, Severus, are you actually 
afraid of me?” 
 
That made his cheeks flush with embarrassed heat.  “Don’t be ridiculous, woman!  You’re simply 
acting in an indecorous manner!”  he snapped reprovingly under his breath, as if the Headmaster 
himself were lurking around the nearest corner.  “What if a student should see you draped off my 
elbow like a…like some…” 
 
“You know, you’re kind of cute when you splutter,”  she drawled, amusement lacing her tone like 
arsenic lacing an aquifer, and dared—dared!—to tickle the bottom of his chin with her finger, 
before flicking that finger away sharply.  Her voice firmed as she released his elbow,  “—But 
you’re not my type.  I actually have a problem-student to discuss with you, and I merely thought 
to kill a couple birds with the same spell, and all that.  Because it is a lovely day, and I’d value 
your company as a fellow teacher on a stroll down to the village, and I want to discuss the matter 
on my mind far from prying eyes…and painted ears, shall we say?” 
 
That intrigued him.  He wanted to scrub the lingering feel of her touch from his chin, for she 
wasn’t and would never be Hermione, but whatever she had to talk about had to be fairly serious, 
and fairly delicate, if she didn’t want even the school portraits to know what she might have to 
say.  A moment of consideration, and he dipped his head.  “As you say, it is a nice day, and a 
stroll out in the fresh air, miles from anyone, might be enjoyable in the right company…provided 
you do not grab and clutch at me like that again.  As aesthetically lovely as you may be, Professor 
Frejne…you are not exactly my type, either.” 
 
Thankfully, she didn’t take offense.  At least, not from any of the signs he could see in her 
features.  Shrugging, she gestured towards the stairwell.  “Then shall we gather our cloaks and 
meet in the entrance hall?” 
 
This time, he dipped his head in irony at acquiescing to her suggestion, walking with her to the 
stairwell.  “You should’ve made your offer a lot more straightforward than all that folderol you 
displayed.” 
 
“For godsake, Severus, lighten up!  Spring is in the air!”  the DADA teacher reminded him tartly 
as they descended the marble steps.  “Voldemort is dead, both of us have our health, we’re 
employed in jobs that we love, and the sun is shining!”  Kathleen’s voice dipped into the intimacy 
of one friend cadjoling another, though he’d never have categorized them as friends, exactly.  
Respected colleagues, yes, but nothing that rated the teasing friendliness in her voice as she 
added, her adopted British accent firmly back in place,  “I’ll even buy you a pint of Rosemerta’s 
finest, if you’d like…” 
 
“We’ll see.”  He supposed he could go into Hogsmeade early.    He’d have to fetch everything he 
would need up front, however; his feet were still a little tender from Sunday, and it was a long 
trek to the village and back, if one had to take it twice in a day. 
 
It didn’t take him overly long to gather all the things they would need, tucking the bottles into 
pockets lining his frock-coat.  Still, when he returned to the Entrance Hall, Kathleen was already 
waiting there for him, fastening the clasps of a cloak striped in an abstract, geometric pattern of 
several complimentary shades of blue.  It pleased him she wasn’t one of those infernal dawdlers, 
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male or female, who insisted on taking forever to get ready, especially if they insisted on 
coordinating their outfits.  Of course, he had never seen the poncho-like cloak before, so it was 
possible she had just grabbed something from her closet and Transfigured it on the run to match 
the rest of her outfit. 
 
He, of course, had simply grabbed one of his unmangled black cloaks, albeit one of a lighter 
weight suitable to the fine spring day around the castle.  It was easy to find comfort in the dark 
folds of wool, as they settled around his shoulders.  It was harder not to wish he was enfolded in 
the arms of his love. 
 
[Just a few more hours…] 
 
{Mm?} 
 
[Just wishing I were with you, love,]  he demurred to Hermione. 
 
She sent him back a pulse of warmth, and the sub-thought of her smile.  He debated a moment, 
then decided he might as well curve his own lips in an answering smile.  Let the Defence Mistress 
think it was meant for her if she wanted; for her, he merely gave her a polite nod and a gesture of 
his hand for her to precede him.  Hermione knew who the smile was for, and that was all that 
mattered. 
 
He modulated the smile briefly into a reproving frown as a clutch of Hufflepuffs almost ran into 
them, dashing through the courtyard, but didn’t put as much effort into it as he had in the past.  
The day was beautiful, up here in the wilds of Scotland.  Birds were chirping, children were 
laughing—for once, the sound didn’t irritate him, despite some of the higher, shrill shrieks of 
mirth—fluffy wisps of clouds drifted slowly past over their heads, and in the arc of the sky 
overhead could be seen at least three shades of azure matching the stripes on Frejne’s cloak, from 
the paler blue ringing the edges of the horizon to the deep blue directly above the school. 
 
Neither of them said anything—indeed she was so quiet, he almost forgot she was there, walking 
over the gravelled road with a tread so light it was almost unheard—until they had passed the 
gates marking the boundary of Hogwarts.  The Defence Mistress walked at a brisk but 
manageable pace that he could match in mileage, though her stride didn’t quite match in rhythm 
with Severus’ longer legs, being closer to five steps to every four of his.  Still, the odd rhythm 
didn’t hinder their strolling togethr.  Once they were past the wrought iron gates and the tingling 
force of the magic warding the school grounds, she tucked her hands behind her back and 
broached the silence. 
 
“…I want to talk to you about ‘Kathy’.” 
 
Severus stumbled.  He caught himself and deliberately glared at a patch of the gravelly road 
behind him, which was certainly lumpy enough to have taken the blame for a more normal faux 
pax.  Lifting his eyes to the woman at his side, he arched a brow, mastering his surprise.  “What 
about her?” 
 
“I think you need to confess her identity.” 
 
He hadn’t survived sixteen-plus years as a spy for Albus Dumbledore without being able to 
dissemble at the drop of a pin.  Or a statement like that.  The dissembling and hedging, however, 
wouldn’t be very useful without more information.  “For what purpose?” 
 

“Oh, I think we both know the reason,”  she murmured lightly.  Her eyes were on the rolling, 
steep green hills around them, but he wasn’t fooled; her attention was firmly on him, and his 
reactions. 
 
His reply was innocent, with just a hint of irritation to give it versimilitude.  “No, I don’t.” 
 
“Don’t play games with me, Severus,”  Kathleen warned him. 
 
“You’re the one playing games.  State what you mean, or say nothing,”  he admonished her. 
 
“Fine.  You are Kathy.  Admit it.” 
 
He didn’t even bother to hide his snort of contempt.  “If I’d known I was going to be walking 
with someone who was delusional, I would’ve invited Rubeus down to the Three Broomsticks for 
some firewhiskey and a so-called ‘serious discourse’ on the viability of reinstating the breeding of 
dragons in the British Isles.” 
 
“You know, I’ve always admired your wonderfully sarcastic sense of humor,”  she returned in a 
brief aside.  “However…I’m serious.” 
 
“You’re delusional,”  he scoffed again. 
 
“…No, it all fits.  I’ve been making some discreet inquiries, and every last one of the Slytherin 
girls has been accounted for, on Valentine’s Eve,”  Kathleen Frejne asserted calmly.  “Along with 
every last one of the Hufflepuff girls, and every last one of the Ravenclaw girls, and every last 
one of the Gryffindor girls.  But more than that…every single one of the boys of every single 
House can be accounted for, as well.” 
 
“I’ve heard of no such investigation.” 
 
“Oh, I didn’t ask the students outright.  I simply listened to them.” 
 
“When?”  Severus enquired, curious in spite of himself. 
 
“For the last month-plus.” 
 
“How?”  was his next question, as he glanced at the woman walking at his side. 
 
“I have a flair for wandless illusions.” 
 
A flick of her hand, and she vanished.  Severus stopped, listening for the crunch of footsteps on 
the gravel.  There were none, not even the faintest tread that was all that existed of her 
lightweight stride.  She reappeared a few seconds later, half a dozen strides further down the road, 
her feet making noise once more.  Severus joined her as she smiled. 
 
“I can’t cook an egg without half of it coming out burnt and the other half raw, but I can almost 
shadow the wind itself,”  Kathleen told him as they headed further down the road. 
 
“Then it’s a good thing you weren’t taking my seventh-year mid-term exam,”  Severus quipped, 
and used the topic to distract her.  “How did you get to be such a competent Defence teacher, if 
you cannot even master the most basic principles of potion-making?” 
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“Oh, I can brew a reasonable potion or two.  It’s the actual art of cooking I’m terrible at; I’m 
Muggleborn, and my family grew up using a device called a ‘microwave’ to heat premade 
packages of food, for the most part.  It doesn’t exactly lend itself to teaching one the finer points 
of gourmet techniques.  Or good nutrition, but then my parents encouraged us to eat a lot of fruits 
and vegetables to try and make up for it.” 
 
“I thought you might be Muggleborn,”  he observed.  “But you never mentioned it outright, 
before.” 
 
“Well, with Voldemort dead and hopefully his Death Eaters’ ambitions with him, there’s no point 
in being shy about it,”  Kathleen shrugged.  And, like a dog with a tasty bone, returned right to 
her targetted topic.  “But as I was saying, I listened in my spare time to all the students.  Since 
they were curious to know who ‘Kathy’ was, too, it was soon apparent that none of them knew.  It 
was possible that there was one person who was masterfully playing as dumb as the rest, of 
course, but they weren’t talking.  So, I travelled to Flutin’s Tailory in Diagon Alley and cast 
illusions of all of the students in front of the clerks, when I visited London last weekend.  That 
lead came up blank, unfortunately—the pajamas could’ve been a gift from a relative—so I 
thought I was left back at square-one.” 
 
Severus arched a brow.  “Why would you go to this tailory shop?” 
 
“Because I reconfigured the pajamas I took from ‘Kathy’ as a replacement-detention and 
discovered they had come from there,”  Kathleen told him.  “Men’s Medium-Tall.  So I 
questioned the house-elves next, and they couldn’t identify the pajamas, so it appeared they were 
used too infrequently to be seen going through the school laundry all that often.  Now, the 
students are required to wear pajamas of some sort,”  she continued as they rounded a bend and 
entered a stretch of trees between themselves and the village.  “Either these had been purchased at 
Christmas and hadn’t been worn yet, or they were being infrequently worn by a staffmember.  So 
I started haunting the conversations of the staff, next.  They aren’t as interested in discussing the 
identity of the mystery-girl, though, and that meant I’ve only targetted the whereabouts of half the 
staff on that night, so far.” 
 
“This seems to be a lot of trouble to go to, just to identify one student,”  Severus pointed out 
dryly. 
 
Kathleen shrugged.  “Everyone needs a hobby.  So.  There I was, growing impatient…when I 
realized there was another avenue open to me.  You see, the pajamas had been cleaned utterly of 
any traces of their former wearers; it must’ve been one of the more powerful, mundic-class of 
spells, too, it was that clean.  I could only evoke a trace of Miss Granger from the fabric.  But 
then I realized something.  There was a potential source of material for identifying the mysterious 
‘Kathy’.” 
 
“…And that would be?”  he enquired, mystified. 
 
“Oh, come on!  Don’t you remember?  The hairbrush!”  she told him, flicking her hand 
expressively between them. 
 
“Come again?”  he asked, frowning in confusion. 
 
“Everyone was using Hermione’s hairbrush, at girls’ night.  Including ‘Kathy’, our mystery-girl.  
It was a slim shot at best—what if Hermione had already cleaned the hairs from the bristles?”  the 
DADA professor asked with a rhetoric shrug.  “So I snuck into her dorm-room on this last 
Wednesday night…when she wasn’t anywhere to be found,”  the younger professor added on a 

dark, disapproving note,  “and cleaned all the hairs out of the bristles.  Which I then took back to 
my quarters and started the tedious task of sorting and testing each individual strand for its 
owner’s identity.  Would you like to know what I discovered?” 
 
No, he wouldn’t.  Severus hoped the cold sweat that was now chilling his forehead and cheeks in 
the shadows of the trees wasn’t overly visible.  But he had to play the game as laid out by this 
clever, cunning, unexpected opponent.  As calmly as he could, he stated,  “Yes, I think I would.  
Your methodology is fascinating.” 
 
Her brows rose at that, and she gave him an appraising look.  “Really?  You like the way I’ve 
figured it out?” 
 
“You haven’t ‘figured out’ anything, yet.  You haven’t pronounced the denoument, the who-
dunnit,”  Severus drawled.  “But it was clever of you to think of the hairbrush as a source of 
tracing the girl’s identity.” 
 
She eyed him, strolling at his side as they emerged from the strand of trees into the sunlight.  
Rather than restating her assertion on the girl’s true identity, the Defence Mistress chose to 
meander towards her target by another path.  No doubt thinking she was tormenting him…which 
she was, damn her American hide.  “You know, I did wonder at the comment ‘Kathy’ made while 
under Truth Glow.” 
 
“—Truth Glow?  When did that occur?”  asked the Potions Master, as if he’d never heard about 
the Truth or Dare game played at the top of Gryffindor Tower on that night. 
 
“Oh, come now!  Don’t you remember?  When we were all playing Truth or Dare?” 
 
“How could I remember, if I was not there?”  he shot back dryly. 
 
“Don’t try to distract me with dodges like that, Severus,”  she rebuked him, her foreign accent 
once again leaking through the local one for a moment.  “My father often likened me to a pitbull, 
since once I sunk my teeth into a juicy story, I’d rarely let go until I’d chewed all the way through 
it to the end.  You’ll only get a sore ass, trying to spar with me…  Anyway, there was a comment 
that ‘Kathy’ had made, that she was a lesbian.  And the Truth Glow barely flickered.  That 
bothered me, you see.  How could a man, even in Polyjuiced disguise, confess so truthfully to 
being a lesbian?” 
 
He snorted.  “It’s impossible.” 
 
“…Perhaps.  And perhaps not.  You see, I overheard something funny, in the course of my 
investigations among the students—humorous-funny, not strange-funny,”  Kathleen clarified 
quickly.  “Not the usual, other way around.  Apparently Hermione said at some point earlier in 
the evening that, if she was going to be homosexual-anything, she’d be ‘a gay man trapped in a 
woman’s body’.   Once I recalled that, it all fit, linguistically.  You are a lesbian trapped in a 
man’s body!” 
 
He managed a bark of a scoffing laugh that would’ve done the late Sirius Black himself proud.  
“—Me?  A lesbian?  If you were a student, I’d strip a hundred House-points from you, for 
mouthing such foolishness!” 
 
“Not a lesbian, Sevvy; a lesbian in a man’s body.  There is a difference,”  she chided him.  “A 
subtle but distinct difference.  After all…why would a man want to Polyjuice himself into a 
female, and undergo the horrors of leg-waxing charms, and have his finger- and toenails 
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lacquered, and have his altered, long blond hair brushed out and braided by dozens of young girls, 
under his patient direction…if he wasn’t in full contact with his ‘feminine side’? 
 
“…I see from the blush in your cheeks, and the glare in your eyes, that I’ve hit the mark,”  she 
finished with a smug smile and a shrewd, cool look in her blue eyes as Severus stopped and 
stared at her.  “I guess I don’t even have to mention how Polyjuiced hair, even when it’s been 
brushed out of its owner’s Transfigured head, reverts back to its original color and length…now 
do I?” 
 
{—Severus?  Are you alright?  Your sub-thoughts are very agitated,}  Hermione sent to him. 
 
[I’m three seconds away from killing your DADA professor, who is too fucking clever for her own 
good.  She’s figured out who ‘Kathy’ is, and is gloating over the fact.] 
 
{Shite.  Erm, don’t kill her, alright?  Maybe we can still do some damage-control?} 
 
The graphic thought he sent back to her had ‘damage’ in it, but very little ‘control’.  Glaring at 
the woman, his pleasure in the sun-warmed spring day evaporated, Severus asked tightly,  “What 
do you intend to do with this…supposition?” 
 
“Well, now there’s the interesting bit,”  Kathleen drawled.  “If you are Kathy…you kissed a 
student, and admitted how much you liked it.  Under Truth-Glow, no less.  I believe your exact 
words were, ‘bloody-well turned on by it’.  Which means you, as an instructor, have confessed to 
having sexual desire for one of your students.” 
 
Severus kept his lips pressed tightly shut, waiting for her to get to the point. 
 
“I also heard through the student-grapevine that ‘Kathy’ gave Hermione a lovely dress right 
before the Victory Ball…and a rather salacious note.  Something about wishing to express 
‘sapphic’ love with the Head Girl,”  Kathleen added, her voice hardening in disapproval. 
 
Crossing his arms, Severus studied her.  Still waiting. 
 
“Nice, intimidating pose, by the way,”  the Defence Mistress added in an aside, the same sort of 
inane comment she’d made when she’d praised his Transfigured pajamas.  “Do you practice that 
in a mirror?  Because it’s a really effective talent.” 
 
“It comes naturally,”  he growled.  “Get to your point, madam, and stop wasting my time.” 
 
“—Do not call me ‘madam’!”  she snapped back, poking a finger at him.  “I am not a whorehouse 
owner!” 
 
That quirked his brows, distracting him with the inane aside.  “…Is that why you won’t let the 
students call you that?” 
 
“Of course; I’m an American!  ‘Madam’ means something entirely different, across the 
Atlantic—and stop distracting me!”  she added, scowling at him, jabbing her finger his way one 
more time. 
 
“You’re the one who’s not getting to the point,”  Severus retorted, biting off each word.  “Get.  
To.  That.  Point.  Now.”  The bloody suspense was killing him. 
 

The exchange-teacher levelled him a hard look from under her brows.  At some point, she had 
moved to stand within a foot of him, which meant she had to lift her head sharply to compensate 
for the five-inch difference in their height.  “Veritas Valdemaris!—I want to know your intentions 
towards Miss Granger!” 
 
[Goddamned Truth Glow spell!]  Swaying forward, almost brushing her body with his own, 
Severus growled as truthfully as he dared,  “She is my student, and I am her teacher!  I instruct 
her in the art of potion-making, and oversee her various projects!” 
 
“Yes, but is that all you do with her?” 
 
His brow pinched in a pained look, eyes briefly rolling heavenward.  “…If I say ‘no’, then the 
damned Truth Glow you’ve cast will falter, because I have also conversed with her, and danced 
with her, and just the other day I passed her a ruddy quill, and for no other reason than I saw that 
she needed one!  None of which have anything to do with potion-making or overseeing various 
projects.  And yet conversely, if I say ‘yes’, your little Truth-spell will lead you to conclude all 
sorts of nasty, depraved little thoughts in your idiotic little head!” 
 
Kathleen Frejne stared back at him, her normally full, rosy lips compressed in a tight line, an odd, 
shrewd, thoughtful look lurking in the back of her narrowed, light blue eyes.  “You haven’t 
answered my question.” 
 
“Which one?”  he sneered. 
 
“What are your intentions towards Miss Granger?”  she repeated firmly. 
 
“Do you mean my intentions for her today, or my intentions for her when she graduates, or my 
intentions when she’s old and grey?”  enquired Severus in a silky, cold drawl. 
 
“Short-term.  By the time she graduates,”  Kathleen picked with an off-the-cuff impatience 
edging her reply. 
 
“Primarily, to ensure that she graduates at the peak of her scholastic abilities, at the top of every 
subject she will test for in her N.E.W.T.s.  Between the brilliance of her mind and the strength of 
her abilities, it would be a crime of monumental proportions to waste her talents in striving for 
anything less!”  That much was the absolute truth, and that he could say it with all the heat 
engendered by her confrontation of him, was almost satisfying.  Save that he was still afraid of 
what she intended to do with her investigated information. 
 
She studied him for several moments, her expression shuttered.  Severus didn’t feel the brush of 
Legilimency against his mind, but quickly layered it against a subtle intrusion, just in case.  
Kathleen sighed.  “…Alright.  That much, at least, is the truth.  There’s probably more to it, but 
we could play One Hundred And One Questions all morning, and probably not cover all the 
necessary topics.  So, what are your intentions towards her, long-term?” 
 
A faint crunching sound pricked his ears, as Severus sought for some answer he could give that 
wouldn’t give the last shreds of the game away.  A glance down the road leading up from 
Hogsmeade showed a familiar, lean, shabbily-dressed, greying-haired figure, apparently out for a 
stroll.  For the Potions Master, the sight of the last of his childhood foes, the werewolf whose 
toothy maw he’d almost walked right into as a boy, was at that moment a very welcome sight.  
From the frustrated sigh that escaped the woman at his side, he knew she wasn’t going to 
continue this subject in the presence of a stranger.  Thank God and Merlin. 
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Oddly, she stiffened a little as Lupin drew near enough to squint, then raise a hand in welcome 
toward them.  “Does he know you?  ‘Cause I know he doesn’t know me.  I’ve never seen him, 
before.” 
 
“That’s Remus Lupin.  Former Defence Master for Hogwarts, from a few years back.”  Any 
distraction was welcome in a stormy sea of suspicion, thankfully.  Even this one.  Hermione 
trusted that Remus would hold to his sworn word, so he would try to trust the man, too. 
 
An elbow dug into his ribs, and it didn’t belong to his beloved, who was too many hundreds of 
miles away.  Frejne had angled herself by his side, and now muttered out of the corner of her 
mouth.  “…Is that the one that’s the werewolf?” 
 
Shame flushed his cheeks.  Severus cleared his throat.  “Yes, but…he’s a very good man, aside 
from that minor affliction.  It, ah…wasn’t his fault.  He was attacked, when he was young.” 
 
{Choking on words of praise for Harry’s alternate-godfather, my love?}  Hermione enquired in 
the back of his mind as he forced the words out. 
 
[Choking on the fact that I’m willingly offering them,]  was his disgruntled reply. 
 
{Poor baby.}  Her sympathy was thankfully just that, honest sympathy.  It coaxed some of his 
tension into relaxing, as the former DADA professor approached the current instructor and him. 
 
Lupin stopped a bodylength away and nodded curtly to his former foe.  “Severus.” 
 
“Remus.” 
 
The ex-Defence Master eyed the woman next to Severus with an almost diffident curiosity.  
“…Hello, there.” 
 
Thump.  Kathleen retracted her elbow from Severus’ bruised ribs, not even glancing at the dark-
haired Potions Master frowning at her.  No, her attention was focused almost entirely on the 
middle-aged man across from her, though she did toss a demand Severus’ way, as well as that 
too-sharp, blue-draped elbow.  “Introduce us, Sevvy!” 
 
“…‘Sevvy’?”  Remus repeated, brows rising up under the bottom of his somewhat shaggy fringe. 
 
“Remus Lupin, former Defence Master, this is Kathleen Frejne, current Defence Mistress,”  he 
introduced.  “I’m sure you’ll have a lot to talk about,”  the Potions Master added self-dismissively 
as Remus reached out to take her hand; he determined to leave now, while both of them were 
distracted.  He didn’t think Kathleen was going to discuss ‘Kathy’ with Lupin, but he wasn’t 
going stick around if they did give it a try.  Severus also knew she’d try to discuss the matter with 
him again, and wanted to make a quick getaway.  In fact, he almost expected Kathleen to protest 
his departure…but a glance at her face showed an odd reaction on the self-confident woman’s 
part. 
 
She was blushing.  Kathleen Frejne was blushing at Remus Lupin, who was holding her hand 
gently in his, like an old-fashioned courtier.  As Severus looked to the other man to gauge his 
own reaction, the werewolf’s nostrils flared twice with deliberately drawn breaths.  A glance back 
at the Defence Mistress showed her blush deepening even further. 
 
She clearly knew what Remus was doing.  Scenting her.  Barely a day or two after the full moon, 
no less; there were literally no olfactory secrets to be kept from a lycanthropy victim at this time 

of the month.  And a final look at the former DADA instructor showed a light in his hazel grey 
eyes that told Severus the man had smelled something…interesting.  A lift of that hand, a dip of 
his head, and he pressed his lips to the backs of her fingers.  Keeping his eyes on the pink-
cheeked Defence Mistress the whole time. 
 
The intimacy of the moment made Severus uncomfortable.  The two were clearly attracted to 
each other, and he didn’t want to be the sour-faced git who ruined the moment for them—
romance wasn’t his stock-in-trade, but Severus’ attitude towards Lupin had softened enough that 
he could wish the man some small moment of happiness in his admittedly miserable situation, 
and he certainly didn’t wish Kathleen any ill-favors.  Well, maybe he did; she was too bloody 
clever for her own good.  Certainly she was competent enough as a Defence Against the Dark 
Arts professor to be able to handle herself around Lupin, which would make him an extraneous 
gooseberry, if he lingered. 
 
He didn’t get far, though.  Kathleen’s voice, sharp as a scalpel, called out to him before he’d gone 
more than ten strides down the road to Hogsmeade.  “—I’m not finished with you, Severus!” 
 
He kept walking.  “We are, for today.” 
 
“Not if you want me to remove the Truth Glow still hovering about your aura,”  she stated.  
Severus stopped and swung around.  Kathleen, her hand still cradled in Remus’, smirked openly 
at him.  “Answer my question, and I’ll dismiss it.  Otherwise, you’ll just have to stay glowing 
with the truth of all matters verbal for the rest of your day.” 
 
Gritting his teeth, biting back the urge to call her several rather nasty names, Severus enquired 
with the silky-sweetness of a tincture of extra-concentrated belladonna,  “And what 
question…discreetly asked, of course…was that?” 
 
“What are your long-term intentions towards the person we were discussing?” 
 
It was discreetly asked, thankfully.  Severus gave her his equally circumspect reply.  “I merely 
want whatever is best for that person.  Without equivocation.”  A spread of his hands, a slight, 
mocking smile, and he bowed to the blond-haired woman.  “Which is for the person in question 
to decide, as it would be presumptuous for me to attempt to speak on their behalf.  Is that truthful 
enough for you?” 
 
Her mouth compressed for a moment, her gaze shrewd and skeptical, but she flicked her hand.  
“Finite Veritas.  We’ll discuss this later, in more detail.” 
 
“Much later.  Goodday, Remus…Kathleen.”  A swirl of his cloak, and the Potions Master strode 
down the road, heading for the sunlit village in the distance.  Relieved to have escaped, and 
determined to put off their next confrontation for as long as possible. 
 
The walls of their secrecy were beginning to crumble around them.  Severus knew he would have 
to discuss the matter with Hermione, today; if they didn’t find a way to fix the problem, the 
tapestry of misdirection concealing their activities would unravel, revealing the truth that was 
hidden behind it to all and sundry.  He didn’t want their situation so crudely exposed; something 
would have to be done.  He just didn’t know what. 
 
It wasn’t until he was passing the first house at the outskirts of Hogsmeade that Severus realized 
he hadn’t extracted a promise from the Defence Mistress to keep her suspicions silent around 
anyone else. 
 

 95



Shite. 
 
CIX. 
 
The doorbell rang while Hermione’s hands were busy with hotpads and baking sheets.  Before 
she could toss the pans down, her mother called out a cheery,  “—I’ll get it!” and nipped out of 
the kitchen, heading for the front door.  Ears straining, heart pounding with nervousness, 
Hermione listened to her mother opening the door in the distance, and her greeting of,  “Oh!  You 
must be Kathy!  You, er, look a bit older than I’d expected, for a school-girl.” 
 
“Yes, I get that a lot; you must be Mrs. Granger,”  Severus’—Kathleen’s—voice floated up the 
hall.  “I can see Hermione takes after you in most things.” 
 
Hermione hastily set down the sheet of piping-hot biscuits and hurried over to the sink to wash 
her hands, trying not to laugh at his ‘…I get that a lot’ quip. 
 
“Yes, well, save for her hair; that’s from her father.  Well, come on inside.  No need to leave you 
lingering on the doorstep.  Hermione’s in the kitchen, baking,”  her mother added almost 
needlessly, leading the way up the hall as soon as the front door clicked shut; the whole house 
had to be perfumed by now in the scent of cinnamon and vanilla.  The two of them stepped into 
the kitchen as Hermione dried her fingers on a kitchen towel and faced them with a shaky, 
nervous smile. 
 
“Hello, Hermione,”  Severus greeted her, his—Kathleen’s—voice low and mellow, suitable for 
the friendly smile curving his mouth, but not for the sly glint in his transformed, light blue eyes.  
“How have you been?” 
 
“Just fine.  Busy,”  she added.  “Very busy.  Holidays with the family, and all.” 
 
“Busy baking, from the looks of it,”  he teased her, glancing at the tray on the tiled counter.  
“Snickerdoodles?  Isn’t that what you had to do for your Advanced Potions midterm?” 
 
{As you should well know, considering you’re the one who assigned it to me!}  Hermione chided 
him silently, blushing.  {We didn’t have any hazelnuts, so we used walnuts, but they still taste 
great.}  Grabbing the spatula, she started transferring the Muggle biscuits to a cooling rack.  
“Yes.  Mum was rather curious to know how they turned out, so I said I’d bake them with her.  
You’re a bit earlier than expected.” 
 
“I finished all my shopping early, and was bored,”  he shrugged, strolling closer as he watched 
her work.  “This is the altered recipe the Potions Master gave you such grief about, isn’t it?  I can 
smell the vanilla in the air.” 
 
{You’re a horrible tease, Severus Sebastian Snape—you know that, don’t you?}  Out loud, she 
offered,  “Would you like one?” 
 
“Yes, please.”  Snagging one from the nearest stack on the cooling racks occupying the counter, 
Severus nibbled on the spicy-sweet biscuit.  “Mm!  Thank you.  You’re a good cook, Granger.” 
 
“That, she is,”  Rachel Granger agreed, reminding both of them that she was still present.  She 
went back to her own task, scraping out the last of the dough, balling up the bits and rolling them 
in a pan of cinnamon, nutmeg, and sugar.  “Are you in Hermione’s Advanced Potions class 
yourself, Kathy?” 
 

“Yes, I am,”  he agreed out loud.  And made Hermione choke down a laugh as he added mentally,  
[I should ruddy well hope so, given I’m the one teaching it.] 
 
“What was your mid-term exam dish, then?”  Hermione’s mother asked, curiosity rampant as she 
glanced over her shoulder at the black-haired young woman in her kitchen. 
 
“Er…a triple-layer chocolate torte.  I could almost suspect our Potions Master of having a sweet 
tooth,”  Severus added in a Frejne-like drawl, giving Hermione a wicked, teasing look, sending 
her a sub-thought of their last shared slice of Chocolate Suicide.  “We weren’t the only ones 
assigned desserts, though most of the dishes were entrees.” 
 
“Hm.  Hermione told me most of the dishes were quite complicated, but she herself was assigned 
this biscuit recipe, which is a fairly simple one,”  Rachel added, as Hermione set the pan she’d 
just cleared in the sink to cool down and await scrubbing.  “How is it that you lucked out and got 
an easy dish, Daughter?” 
 
Hermione shrugged self-consciously, acutely aware of the smug gleam of humor in her beloved’s 
altered eyes as he waited to hear her reply.  “I’m not sure…  Maybe because, now that 
Voldemort’s dead, Professor Snape is finally free to be nice to me.  It’s not false pride to say I’m 
the best student in his whole class…and neither is it a lie to say he’s never been free to be kind to 
anyone other than a Slytherin until recently, no matter how talented they might’ve proved to be.” 
 
“Well, it’s not like he had a choice,”  Severus drawled, folding his forearms under his breasts.  He 
unfolded his arms after only a moment, scratching at the skin bared by the short-sleeved lavender 
blouse and skirt set he’d Transfigured out of his normal severe, stark clothes.  “There were a lot 
of things he had to sacrifice, while spying for the Headmaster on He Who’s Thankfully Dead and 
all of his minions, for all these years.” 
 
“Well, I, for one, appreciate all the things he’s done, helping out the Order and saving Harry’s 
life,”  Hermione told him, holding his gaze with a little more intensity and meaning than her 
words would’ve otherwise merited for anyone else.  “I’m surprised he hasn’t gotten an Order of 
Merlin, First Class, for what he did, the night Voldemort fell.” 
 
“The Headmaster’s already turned in a list of recommendations for that, actually,”  he told her, 
scratching at his arm again.  “He’s recommending a lot of people for that honor.  I know Harry’s 
at the top of the list…and I think your name’s on it, too.” 
 
“Really?”  Hermione asked, as he tucked his—Frejne’s—nails under his collar and scratched 
there.  His skin—the Defence Mistress’ skin—was beginning to turn a little blotchy.  Frowning in 
concern, she asked him silently,  {Severus, are you alright?  Only, you kind of look like you’re 
suffering from a rash of some kind.} 
 
He blinked, frowned, and drew in a sharp breath…and coughed, pressing his fingers to his throat, 
feeling the heat and swelling there.  […Shite!  She’s allergic to nuts!  Of all the bloody ironies to 
suffer—]  “I, er, could use a trip to the lavatory, before we take off for the day.” 
 
“Of course, it’s this way,”  Hermione quickly offered, taking off her apron as she headed out the 
kitchen door.  Ducking inside, she pulled him in after her and shut the door, locking it.  In the 
light pouring through the frosted-glass window, Severus’ altered face was definitely mottled in 
reddish hives, and his breath was now starting to wheeze.  Thinking quickly, Hermione flicked 
out her wand from her bracelet.  “Expurgomovere!” 
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It was almost a relief to double over the toilet and heave out the contents of his stomach—purging 
his body of the Polyjuice Potion also purged it of the walnut-sprinkled biscuit he’d eaten.  It was 
also a relief to feel his altered clothes Transfiguring a second time under the swish of her wand, 
changing into a simple dressing gown while he sank to his knees and heaved until his body was 
done resuming its natural shape and form.  As uncomfortable as the purging charm was, it did 
cure him of his allergy quite effectively. 
 
A knock on the door startled both of them.  “—Kathy?  Hermione?  Are both of you alright?” 
 
“Er…it turns out Kathy’s allergic to walnuts, Mum,”  Hermione confessed quickly, grimacing as 
Severus heaved one last time, then slumped, panting.  The last time she’d been in a bathroom 
with him like this was when she’d been practicing the difficult Expurging Charm, in preparation 
to torturing Ron and Harry for the deception they tried to pull.  “I didn’t even think to warn her 
about them.” 
 
“Oh, dear!  And she’s vomiting?  Should I call 999?”  Rachel asked quickly.  “Or…or whatever 
the emergency number is for witches in distress?  I’m not sure if the Muggle hospitals would be 
as good a place to go—” 
 
“No, no—we’ve got it under control!”  her daughter asserted through the door.  “Seriously, Mum; 
it’s just a matter of an Expurging Charm, and giving her a few minutes’ rest.  She’s done this 
before.  It’s a quick-cure, in the wizarding world.  Embarrassing, but effective.” 
 
“If you’re sure…” 
 
“Quite sure, Mum; don’t worry.  We witches are a hardier lot than you might think.” 
 
[Tell that to my tender stomach,]  Severus muttered, resting his forehead on his forearm, which 
was braced on the curve of the toilet seat. 
 
“Well, I feel just terrible that she’s suffered an allergy-attack because of something we served 
her.  Kathy, sweetie, are you sure you’re okay?” 
 
“She’s…she’s not in a condition to reply just yet,”  Hermione cobbled together quickly, which 
was the absolute truth, then improvised,  “but she’s nodding her head.”  {Did you bring the bottle 
of Essence of Frejne with you?} 
 
[It’s in one of my pockets,]  he admitted.  [I brought enough for a couple of doses, since I’d have 
to be ‘Kathy’ again to escort you home, and wanted a few sips to spare, just in case.] 
 
“Are you sure she’s alright?”  Rachel asked anxiously through the door. 
 
“Yes—we’ll be out again in a few minutes, Mum, don’t worry.” 
 
“Well, I can’t help but worry…  I’ll check on the biscuits, I guess.  Give a holler if you two need 
anything…” 
 
[Your mother’s very sweet, for a woman uncertain about you being friends with “two” 
Slytherins,]  Severus found himself confessing as he pulled the lever on the toilet tank.  He 
frowned after a moment.  [Wait a minute—what is she doing home at this hour?  I thought you 
said both your parents were dentists.  Don’t they both have to be at their practice?] 
 

{Mum and Dad are taking turns having days off, this week, so they can spend time with me before 
I have to go back to school.} 
 
His brow furrowed and his upper lip wrinkled in a sneer, but it wasn’t directed at Rachel and 
Jeffrey Granger, and it wasn’t directed at Hermione, either.  […Great.  Now I feel guilty for 
taking you away from your parents for half the day.] 
 
Leaning down, Hermione kissed him on the nose.  Then wrinkled her own, and reached for the 
mirror, opening the medicine cabinet it concealed.  {You, ah, need some mouth-rinse, after all 
that.} 
 
[Wait until after I take the Polyjuice.  Essence of Kathleen leaves an odd, minty-orange-evergreen 
aftertaste in my mouth.  I’d rather use the rinse afterwards, to kill both flavors.] 
 
Hermione wrinkld her nose.  {Eww…} 
 
[You’re the one who pointed out that my breath stinks,]  he chided her, fishing his wand from the 
pocket of the robe and Transfiguring his original clothes back onto his body.  Patting through 
them, he fetched the correct bottle, downing a swig of the luridly blue-green liquid inside.  
Quickly replacing the vial, he flicked his wand even as he transformed once again, shifting his 
clothes back to the previous outfit.  It was Hermione, however, who flicked her wand at his hair, 
transforming its colour from blond to black once again.  [Thanks, love.  Now, what’s in this 
mouth-rinse?] 
 
{Scary Muggle ingredients, with not a single toenail-of-bugbear,}  she teased him.  He eyed the 
capful she poured dubiously, but gamely gave it a try.  He spat it quickly into the sink with sub-
thoughts of disgust a second later, and spent a few moments rinsing and re-rinsing his mouth. 
 
[A pity the Ministry would toss me in Azkaban for showing your parents a much better brew than 
that burning-minty slop,]  he muttered.  [Gahh, my mouth still burns!] 
 
{Yes, but your breath is now minty-fresh,}  she reminded him, not bothering to suppress her sub-
giggle. 
 
[I refuse to dignify that with a reply.  Let’s go say goodbye to your mother, and get out of this 
house.  I’ve got plans for our afternoon together, and if we hurry, we can catch the first matinee 
showing of the film I’ve picked,]  Severus directed her.  Complying, she unlocked the door. 
 
It took several rounds of reassurances once they emerged, but ‘Kathy’ managed to drag Hermione 
and himself out of her mother’s clutches without too much of a delay.  Once outside, they walked 
a few blocks to a small local commons, where he ducked with her behind a screen of trees, and 
Apparated them to an alley in downtown Exeter.  From there, it was just a few more blocks to the 
cinema he’d selected. 
 
Hermione eyed the colourful playbills as they waited briefly in line, wondering what they were 
going to see.  This wasn’t her normal choice of cinema theatre; normally she went somewhere 
less trendy, and a lot closer to the suburbs.  She didn’t even recognize most of the films listed on 
the marquee.  Severus didn’t hesitate, however.  He led her up to the box office, and passed a 
couple quids through the little slot in the window. 
 
“Two for ‘Night of the Living Duckies’, please.” 
 

 97



“…‘Night of the Living Duckies’?”  Hermione asked him hesitantly, as the cashier passed him his 
change, and two ticket stubs.  Craning her head, she looked for the poster.  “I’ve never even 
heard of that one!” 
 
“It’s an American import,”  he told her.  “Animated, independently produced, and rated as a top-
notch comedy action/adventure by genre insiders.  All of the characters are ‘furres’, 
anthropomorphic creatures.  Walking and talking cats, dogs, bats, gerbils…you name it.  The 
artwork’s beautiful and the dialogue witty, without losing that irreverent edge that really good 
cartoon comedy needs every once in a while.” 
 
“Have you seen it before, then?”  Hermione enquired, bemused, as he hustled her into the theatre 
lobby.  She wasn’t sure what to believe—Severus Snape, waxing enthusiastic over…cartoons? 
 
“No, but I’ve been a fan of the originating artist’s work for some time, now.  One of my 
colleagues over in America sends me updates.  The movie is based on the artist’s comic-strip, 
‘Apollo 9’—you don’t mind my picking our choice, do you?”  he asked her. 
 
“Well…I suppose not.  This time.  Next time, though, I get to pick the movie,”  she bargained, 
just in case his choice this time turned out to be terrible. 
 
He laced his fingers—Frejne’s fingers, for the moment—through hers, drawing her toward the 
popcorn line.  “You’ll like it, trust me.” 
 
Hermione shook her head, switching to thoughts.  {I’m not sure I can believe it—Severus Snape, 
enthusiastic for animation!  Next you’ll be telling me you like watching cartoons on the telly!} 
 
[Don’t be ridiculous!]  he snorted mentally.  [Movies don’t come with the inane agony of 
commercials interrupting the action every few bloody minutes…though I’m disgruntled at the way 
they’re starting to put commercials into the interminable waiting period before the film starts.  
Popcorn, love?  We’ll have to hurry, to catch the opening credits.] 
 
{I’m not hungry; I’ve been snacking on fresh-baked snickerdoodles all day.} 
 
[Torturer, mentioning my favorite biscuit when I’m in a body that can’t even have any!] 
 
{You’ll change partway through the movie, never fear,}  Hermione soothed him, squeezing his 
fingers as he led the way towards their assigned theatre.  {Will there be any romantic moments, 
do you think, so I can snog with you in a darkened cinema?} 
 
[Let’s hope so…] 
 
CX. 
 
The film was fantastic.  Severus—as himself, clad in a black denim jacket, matching jeans, and a 
red shirt that he’d Transfigured discreetly under the cover of the theatre’s darkness the moment 
he felt his hair and body change shape—and a now convinced Hermione emerged from the 
cinema complex still laughing from the final scenes.  He guided her next to a top-floor restaurant 
in a local, upscale hotel that he had researched in advance for their date, where they enjoyed a 
tasty late luncheon.  Severus excused himself for several minutes midway through the meal, 
returning to enjoy the dessert course with her, a gleam of anticipation in his dark eyes and a key-
card to their room tucked in his breast pocket. 
 

Descending to the correct floor, they found and entered their assigned room.  Hermione warded 
the door against interruption or intrusion, while Severus cast a silencing charm to insulate them 
aurally from the rest of the world.  Like most modern hotels around the world, there was a nook 
with a closet that led to a bathroom, and a plain, unpostered bed draped with a flowered coverlet, 
a bureau, a telly, a table and a chair.  It wasn’t much, but it was clean and tasteful, and entirely 
theirs for the next couple of hours.  A whispered word, a flick of her wand, and both were 
stripped naked in an instant, their clothes neatly folded and settled on top of the table. 
 
A now naked Severus eyed the tidy stacks, shoes placed beside them, and arched a brow in 
amusement at her.  “Were we on the school grounds, I’d give you thirty points for your successful 
mastery of that particular spell…and if I could get away with it, another five for your display of 
lustful impatience.” 
 
“Shut up and snog me,”  she mock-growled, catching him by the neck and dragging him down for 
a kiss.  He wrapped his arms around her, pressing her naked flesh against his own.  Both of them 
sighed in pleasure as their mouths mated hungrily.  Hermione could feel his arousal as a hard, 
warm lump against her lower stomach, and shivered in anticipation. 
 
[Mm, yes, I could lift you up into my arms and thrust into you right where we stand,]  he 
murmured in her mental ear, tugging hungrily, gently on her lower lip with his teeth as he 
answered the undercurrents of desire in her mind.  [And you could do the same to me if you like, 
too.] 
 
That pulled her head back.  {I could?} 
 
[Mm, yes.  I brought “samples” of everybody,]  he told her, dark eyes gleaming with humor 
before he lowered his head for another heated kiss.  [You, me, Frejne…though I’d rather not 
make love to you with her body, for either of us.  I feel too uncomfortable as it is, remembering 
how I masturbated with her flesh, Valentine’s Eve, thinking about you.  Not when I’d rather just 
masturbate you…] 
 
{Sweet talker…  Hmm, you as you and me as me, or you as me and me as you?}  She licked the 
inside of his lower lip while they kissed, contemplating the choices.  {…Would you mind terribly 
if we traded bodies?} 
 
[However you want me, love.  You have something specific in mind?]  he asked, hunting for the 
sub-thought idea lurking in her mind. 
 
{I’d like to try my hand at an Aqua Vigo, actually.  As a male, and you as a female.  I think I’m 
finally skilled enough a lover as a man to attempt that, now.  If you have a spare bottle on hand, 
that is.} 
 
[I did come prepared for a potions-making possiblity, and I certainly have no complaints with 
your masculine skills as a lover…but then I’m very biased,]  he teased her, kissing his way to the 
pulse on the side of her neck.  [You could recite the Muggle phone book, A to Zed, and I’d be 
aroused by you.  I’m almost wishing I’d snuck your hand into my lap, at the cinema.  If there 
hadn’t been children in the audience…] 
 
{Severus Snape, you naughty, kinky man,}  she teased, kissing his brow before pulling back.  
{But as I’d rather not get arrested for indecent exposure, it’s a good thing we didn’t do that.  
Remind me to give Slytherin fifteen points for “being prepared”.  Bring on the bottles, love!} 
 
************************** 
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On the wall over the head of the bed hangs a Muggle painting of a circus parade.  The three 
brightly caparisoned elephants in the watercolour draws the reader’s eye.  The fine-print, drawn 
in golden yellow ink amidst all that scarlet red, reads on the first one: 
 
“Quasi-Autoerotic Partners & Kinky & Quirky Sex Ahead Proudly Presents:” 
 
The next elephant’s drape reads:  “—Snogfest On Parade!  Cum See the Greatest Show in 
Exeter, England!” 
 
While the painted cloth on the third one, a baby pachy, says:  “Or skip straight to the next 
chapter—you know the drill!” 
 
************************** 
 
As soon as she had finished altering form, Hermione summoned her wand and tapped it to her 
perineum.  “Ngdze!” 
 
Severus frowned softly as he finished unTransfiguring the hourglass he’d brought, disguised in 
the shape of a coin; he rummaged through his clothes, extracting one of the small vials he’d 
brought.  A vial he had almost forgotten to give to her.  His voice—hers—gave his partner a 
sharp reminder.  “Do not forget to drink the contents of this one before we leave, after you 
resume your regular form.” 
 
Her contraceptive.  Right.  Hermione nodded her complaince and held out her hand to him, 
inviting him to join her.  Pulling his feminized curves against her masculine ones, she embraced 
him lightly, trading kisses and caresses.  She kept her touch light, almost ticklishly so, determined 
to arouse him as fully as she knew her body could be driven.  Her fingertips trails over his ribs, 
the slope of his breasts, the dip and flare of his waist and hips.  Her lips ghosted over his chin to 
the soft flesh of his throat, to the graceful curve of his shoulder.  Lifting his wrist, she kissed her 
way down his altered bicep to the crook of his elbow.  A soft nuzzle with her Transfigured nose, a 
teasing lick of her tongue in the soft little hollow, thrilled him with unexpected pleasure, vibrating 
through the link binding their minds together. 
 
{…You like that, do you?  Imagine me doing it to the folds of your quim,}  Hermione teased him, 
her feminine mind-voice husky with desire as she sipped her way down his forearm to his wrist.  
{Imagine the questing touch of this nose—which I intend to teach you to lust after as much as I 
do—tickling its way along that vulnerable crease between your thigh and your hip…} 
 
He moaned, his—her—voice breathy with desire.  Guiding him over to the bed, Hermione urged 
him down onto the coverlet, and quested her—his—nose all over that altered, feminine flesh.  She 
didn’t rush, but she didn’t dawdle, either, well aware of the grains of sand trickling down through 
the hourglass over on the table.  Recalling his lecture on the different rates of arousal for men and 
for women, she made sure she spent a full quarter-hour arousing her lover in every methodical 
manner she could imagine, based on what she knew of her own flesh. 
 
When she quested her Transfigured nose along that promised crease beside his groin, he gasped 
and cried out, arching his back, tickled and aroused to an unbearable level of sensitivity.  She 
couldn’t resist the scent of herself, a heady, potent brew when inhaled through his nostrils, and 
buried her mouth in his musky, slick mound, greedily licking and devouring the soft folds.  There 
was no need to arouse herself; the flavor alone, as experienced by these tastebuds, had her prick 
burning and her scrotum prickling with burgeoning, heavy need.  But he tasted so good, and those 
panting cries, the shuddering of his body, it was too addictive to readily stop. 

 
When she couldn’t stand it anymore, Hermione crawled up his gasping body, pulling away the 
hands that had been stroking her dark-turned hair, removing them from her head.  Pinning his 
wrists to the bedding, she settled between his thighs.  His hazel eyes—her eyes—narrowed at the 
dominant position.  A lift of his knees, and he hooked his calves around her currently narrow 
buttocks.  She eased into his opened, vulnerable depths, sucking in a sharp breath as hot wet heat 
enclosed her shaft.  A tingle raced up from her bollocks, and she shuddered in a dry, sterile 
spasm.  As soon as the temblor passed, Hermione pressed deeper, rested for a moment, then 
released his hands from under hers. 
 
Bracing her upper body over his with her elbows, she settled her knees for purchase, and flexed 
her hips, withdrawing from his tight folds.  Not all the way out, but enough that he nibbled his 
lower lip, his sub-thoughts on the verge of begging for her return.  Hermione eased back in, then 
pulled out again, slowly working into a steady, firm rhythm.  His breath hitched and his hands 
clutched at her back, as what felt like a medium-size orgasm rippled through his belly, echoing 
through their bond.  Taking advantage of the moment, Hermione slammed into him, eliciting a 
gasp as his eyes flew wide.  She could tell through their bond that he enjoyed the sudden, almost-
painful maneuver, and did it again, mashing her pubic bone into his clitoris as she bottomed out 
with the stroke. 
 
His fingernails—her fingernails—bit into the scarred flesh of her Polyjuiced back, as Hermione 
thrust hard and fast, powerfully, into her lover’s equally altered depths.  Focusing on making love 
as vigorously as she could, she dipped her head, curtaining out the world with her—his—dark 
locks, eating those lips that she knew so well, tasting that tongue that was normally hers.  The 
Perineum Charm was a blessing, for the friction was unbearably delicious, and when he nudged 
the two of them over on the bed with a thought, pausing just long enough to reposition himself 
over and sink down with a sigh, she bucked up into in him another dry climax, making him cry 
out and tremble against her with a more fluid one of his own. 
 
From there, it only grew more vigorous; Hermione doubled her legs, braced her heels, and thrust 
up into the depths of her lover, generating a meaty, rapid smacking of their flesh.  He clawed at 
her chest, collapsing to bounce and sway over her, his breasts rubbing her chest with each stroke.  
Hermione rolled them onto their sides, shifted onto splayed knees, and tugged one of his legs up 
over the crook of her arm, driving into him relentlessly.  Another shift of their position, and she 
hooked both of his feminized knees up and apart, pounding into his body as her perineum tingled 
and pressed, staving off the waves of a major climax while his next, major peak mounted 
somewhat more slowly. 
 
It was with relief that she finally felt him teetering on the edge of a high, vigorous climax, and 
released the spell holding herself back, gasping for air with each bedframe-rattling stroke.  
Pressure built inside of her masculinized body instantly, collapsing her over him, wrecking her 
control of everything but the pounding, driving thrusts demanded by her altered frame.  Equally 
aroused beyond bearing, Severus clutched at her short, black locks, yanking on them as he yelled 
her name in his plummet from the pinnacle of ecstasy.  Overwhelmed—pain wasn’t normally 
such a strong a source of pleasure for this body, but right now it certainly qualified—she cried out 
his own name as she climaxed almost painfully hard. 
 
The fall from that peak was a long one, with a gradual landing as heaving lungs eventually 
grabbed enough air, as trembling limbs subsided and turned limp, as racing hearts slowed their 
pounding.  Aware of how heavy her lover’s body could be from her own experiences, Hermione 
managed to shift to one side, giving Severus the room to breathe.  Tucking him close against her 
chest, she panted for a few more minutes, then lifted her tired head and peered at the hourglass.  
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A thumblength of time left.  Freeing her right arm from where it had somehow ended up under 
Severus’ tangle of chestnut curls, she flicked out her wand. 
 
“Accio empty bottle!” 
 
The necessary vial smacked into her outstretched left hand.  A pop of the cork with her thumb, a 
swirl of the ebony shaft  in her other hand, and sparkling liquid swirled off of their bodies, 
gathering inside the clear-sided philter.  Sparkling, faintly glowing blue liquid. 
 
{Ah, damn…} 
 
[Mm?  What?]  Severus enquired, rousing from his pleasure-sated stupor.  [What’s wrong?] 
 
In answer, she held the bottle where he could see the sparkling, pale-azure contents. 
 
[Ah.  Another mystery-potion for us to examine.  Undoubtedly yet another variation on Vigo.] 
 
She smiled.  {Ten to one odds it’s an aphrodesiac that alters the drinkers’ gender.} 
 
He snorted.  [That’s a sucker’s bet.  What’s the prize?] 
 
{Ten orgasm to your partner’s every one.} 
 
[Only if they’re your orgasms.  I may be a younger man, and therefore much randier,]  he 
murmured, as his breasts slowly sank into his flattening, lengthening chest,  [But I’m not a 
woman—anymore—and I do not have the inexhaustible appetites and sexual resources of 
one…unless I get to be you, at the time?] 
 
She chuckled weakly, her voice rising from the deep baritone range to a low mezzo as she, too, 
lost her masculinized features with the inevitable return of her own.  A flick of her wand, and she 
sent the mystery-Vigo back to the table, before dropping the slim shaft back into its hidden wand-
wallet.  Caressing his chest, and more interesting points lower down on his body, she drawled 
mentally, teasingly,  {Poor, little old thing.  Did I exhaust you?  Perhaps I should fix you a bowl 
of gruel to gum your way through, and tuck a blanket around your aged, decrepit body?} 
 
He hooked his wrist under her thigh, rolled her fully onto her back, and slid home in her tight, wet 
depths.  Making her gasp from the startled pleasure of the unexpected attack.  Staring down into 
her eyes, he met her challenge with a rocking thrust.  [—I’ll show you aged and decrepit, woman!  
With age comes experience, and I have plenty of experience to show you just what I’ve learnt in 
my forty-one-plus years.  And it was you who gave me the stamina of a much younger man.  
Twice, no less.  Do not complain if I shag you raw with my heightened lusts, young lady.] 
 
{Whoever said I was complaining?}  she chuckled, wrapping her arms around him so she could 
draw him down for a kiss. 
 
CXI. 
 
There was no way to put it off any longer.  Their limbs were entwined as they lay together on the 
bed, the remnants of a hearty room-service meal evidenced solely by the stack of plates and cups 
on the tray balanced on top of the low, broad bureau, their appetites sated as much as hunger and 
lust could be for the moment.  Severus sighed heavily, unhappy about what they had to do.  “We 
have to talk.” 
 

{I hate those words,}  Hermione groused, twisting against him with a sigh and a grunt, switching 
to speaking out loud.  “What about?” 
 
“Kathleen knows I’m ‘Kathy’.  And she suspects my intentions towards you are less than 
circumspect.  She also knows about the…lascivious note I wrote to you, with the dress.” 
 
“Bloody woman’s too bloody smart for her own bloody good,”  the woman cuddling in his arms 
muttered.  “So she suspects us, then?” 
 
“Yes…and I haven’t extracted a promise on her part to remain silent.  I didn’t have the chance, 
before we were interrupted and I had to make my escape.  Remus knows, Alastor knows, the 
house-elves know, and now Kathleen knows.”  He sighed roughly again, unhappy.  “We can’t 
keep this a secret for much longer, ‘Mione.” 
 
“I know.  I’d hoped otherwise…but I know.”  She nuzzled her cheek against the muscles of his 
shoulder, thinking.  Coming to the same conclusion.  “We’ll have to wrap up my extra-credit 
project and then…and then let the link subside and fade.  At least, until the end of the school-
term.  I’m not happy, but I know it’s the right thing to do.” 
 
“I don’t like it either, but if we end the link, we’ll just to wait at least a lunar month, and then 
we’ll be able to retake the Veritamoria, reinstating the ritual link.”  A slight twist of his head was 
all it took to press a kiss to the curls edging her forehead; the slightest flexing of his arm around 
her torso was enough to hug her a little closer.  [I love sharing my thoughts with you…  At first, it 
was horridly uncomfortable, an alien intrusion inside my head…but not now.  Not when our 
minds mesh so well, together.  You’ve become a very cherished part of me; being separate from 
you for the necessary amount of time will be an absolute agony.] 
 
{Definitely,}  she agreed, snuggling closer.  {Do you think we could hold off finishing my projects 
until…until after your birthday?} 
 
[If Frejne hasn’t told anyone,]  he agreed.  [My birthday present is one of your projects, after all.  
If she has told the others…this could be the end of our idyll.] 
 
That wasn’t a happy thought, for either of them.  They lay together for a while, not really 
thinking, just being together, but as he’d said, all idylls had to end.  Eventually, they stirred and 
separated. 
 
Rising, Severus drank Essence of Kathleen Frejne, while Hermione drank the Nihou Dze.  They 
dressed in the appropriate clothes, swept the room to make sure they had everything, and left the 
hotel, pausing only long enough to turn in the key-card at the front desk.  A crack of dual-
Disapparation in a nearby alley, and Hermione brought them back to her home, Apparating into 
the bushy, tree-lined privacy of the garden yard at the back of the walled lot. 
 
Severus caught her hand as she turned reluctantly to head inside.  [I’ll try to find Frejne and hash 
this out.  Maybe…maybe she’ll be reasonable, like Remus.  Maybe she hasn’t told anyone, yet…  
It’s a slim hope, but I find myself inclined to grasp at it.] 
 
{I hope not—god, I don’t want to lose you!}  Hermione thought fiercely, flinging herself into his 
Transfigured arms.  He embraced her back, and they clung, trembling, in the night-shadowed 
yard, somewhere between the spinach-patch and the pole beans.  {You’re my light, and my life, 
Severus!  Merlin—melodramatic as it sound, I’d dwell in darkness, without you in my life!} 
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That provoked an involuntary chuckle from him.  Lifting her head from his throat, Hermione 
frowned at the feminized face of her lover. 
 
{—What’s so funny?} 
 
[I was just remembering a film I’d seen years ago, “Willow”.  The hero of the movie reels off 
these beautiful, seductive lines to his love-interest while under the effects of a spurious love-
powder.  Let me see if I can remember them; I’ll probably get them all out of order, but they’re 
worth the time to recite.  Especially as you inspire me with the same feelings,]  he murmured, pale 
blue eyes gleaming in the faint glow imparted by the lights streaming through the kitchen 
window.  [Ah, yes, I remember, now…  “You beauty has enchanted me, and I stand helpless 
against it…  You are my sun, my moon, my starlit sky—without you, I dwell in darkness.”] 
 
That made her giggle; it was funny, that she’d picked more or less the same line.  {I remember 
that movie, now.  I saw it when I was little, shortly before I got the letter to Hogwarts, I think.  It 
was a rather romantic scene, wasn’t it?} 
 
Taking one of her hands in his, he lifted it to his lips, kissing it as he held her gaze, all of his 
attention focused on her.  Warmth flowed through them, a swirling sea of emotion as he quoted 
more of the film, putting his own emotion behind the mind-voiced words.  [“Come with me—
tonight!—Let me worship you in my arms!”] 
 
{Mm, been there, done that, would love to do it again…}  she murmured back, shifting her 
fingers to his face, feeling not the smooth, downy cheek of her Defence Professor, but the 
memory of his stubbled, more angular jaw. 
 
[“Death, next to love, is a trivial thing,”]  he quoted next, closing his eyes to savour her caress.  
[“Your touch is worth a hundred thousand deaths…”] 
 
With a thoroughly seduced sigh, she melted into him, meeting his lips with her own.  One of his 
hands speared through her curls, the other sliding down to the curves of her bottom.  He pulled 
her tight against him, as if he could make her feel the erection of his real body, despite his 
alteration.  She gripped his jaw with both hands, consuming him in a hungry, regret-filled kiss 
that they couldn’t continue their lovemaking any further than this.  It was growing late, and she 
did have to return home at a reasonable hour, ‘lest her parents worry. 
 
Breaking apart, they dropped their hands with a last caress, and a longing, worried look.  Brow 
pinched in reluctance, Severus eyed her one last time, then flicked out his wand and Disapparated 
with a crack!  Leaving Hermione alone in the garden. 
 
Uncertain if the DADA teacher had already confessed to another that Severus was snogging her 
in disguise, depressed at the thought of having to end—however temporarily—their mental bond 
in the near future, Hermione turned toward the back door.  Mounting the steps, she opened the 
door and stepped inside the darkened mud-room.  Shutting the door quietly, she stepped into the 
lit kitchen, and stopped.  Her mother and father were seated at the kitchenette table, staring at her 
with rather…gobsmacked…expressions of disbelief and confusion. 
 
“You…kissed…a girl!”  Jeffrey Granger managed to express, eyeing his daughter as if she’d 
sprouted two extra heads, like Hagrid’s old pet from her very first year of wizarding school, the 
three-headed-dog, Fluffy. 
 

“—You told us you were in love with Herman!”  Rachel, her mother, protested.  “And yet, when 
we looked out the mud-room window to see what that noise was about, we find you embracing 
and kissing Kathy!” 
 
“You’ve got a lot of explaining to do, young lady!”  her father snapped, going from shock to 
anger in a red-faced heartbeat.  “I didn’t raise my little girl to be a slut, let alone a…a…!” 
 
{Shite!  They saw us?} 
 
Crack!  The back door opened, and the body of a furious, black-haired Kathleen Frejne stalked 
into the kitchen through the mudroom, rattling the windows as the door slammed shut behind 
him.  “—Your daughter is not a slut!  And if you’re even half as smart as she turned out to be, 
you should’ve realized long ago that love transcends all gender-boundaries!” 
 
Hermione stared at her lover.  She’d seen Severus angry, before, that wasn’t the big deal…but 
never had she seen him protectively so angry, even in her DADA professor’s body.  It was her 
turn to be flabbergasted.  He stepped up beside her, tucking his arm around her waist 
supportively, protectively, glaring at her parents on her behalf. 
 
“But, she’s in love with Herman!”  Rachel protested, staring between her daughter and the 
Polyjuice-woman at her side.. 
 
“I am ‘Herman’!”  Severus retorted, narrowing his altered blue eyes.  “I told you; I sometimes run 
around in disguise.  This just happens to be one of them.” 
 
Jeffrey ran his hands over his face, while his wife stared dumbfounded at the younger couple.  He 
finally lowered his palms.  “So you’re not…not cheating on your boyfriend, so much as…  I can’t 
believe you kissed a fellow girl!  And what kind of a man are you, to run around in skirts 
and…and…” 
 
“A man who’s supremely confident in his masculinity,”  Severus defended himself coolly. 
 
{I can’t believe you came storming back in here!}  Hermione murmured in his mind, still stunned 
by his firm defense of her. 
 
[What, you think you’re the only one who can play avenging Valkyrie?]  he quipped back, teasing 
her gently for all his profile—Kathleen’s profile—was still sober as he regarded her parents. 
 
{…Well, Frejne’s certainly Nordic enough, even with black hair,}  she allowed, somewhat 
inanely.  Recovering her wits, she slid her arm around his waist as well.  “Mum, Dad, I told you 
my relationship was complicated.  This is…this is just one of those complications!” 
 
“—Do you even know what he really looks like?”  her father demanded, gesturing at Severus.  
“He looks like a bloody woman, for chrissake!  If he’s willing to do that, how do you know what 
he really looks like? How can you trust a man whom you’ve never really seen?” 
 
“Jeffrey, watch your language,”  Rachel ordered her husband.  “Though your point is valid.  Who 
are you, exactly?  And what’s all the secrecy still about, if this Voldemort fellow is dead?”  she 
demanded, looking at the couple in the doorway. 
 
[This is not the time nor the place I’d choose for this particular denoument,]  Severus muttered, 
looking at her.  With only an extra inch of height, it was easy for his blue eyes to meet her light 
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brown ones.  [I’m sorry if I made things worse…but the moment your father said that the woman 
I love is a slut—I lost my temper, and had to come back.] 
 
{You’re not the only one.}  She ran a distracted hand through her hair, hooking her hand behind 
her nape as she studied him.  {I don’t know.  I don’t know what to say, or to do.  How to explain 
the situation we’re in, without either of them going right berk.  As it is, Dad’s on the edge of a 
ballistic explosion.  He doesn’t lose his temper very often, so when he does, it’s more than a bit 
intimidating for me to face him down.} 
 
[We’ll have to tell them something,]  Severus shrugged, studying her. 
 
“Are you two…talking to each other?”  Hermione’s mother asked, giving them a puzzled frown. 
 
“Yes, Mum.  Telepathically,”  Hermione admitted reluctantly. 
 
Her parents exchanged a sharp, confused look. 
 
“Your daughter and I have been telepathically linked since mid-December,”  Severus added, 
since that was as good—or lousy—a place to begin as any.  “It’s a part of how I saved her life.” 
 
“…Some sort of…of wizarding equivalent to the old Chinese proverb, that once you save 
someone’s life, you own a piece of their soul?”  Rachel asked, trying to make sense of what he—
she—was saying. 
 
“Not quite, Mum.  I…I never told you the full details of my attack, back in December.” 
 
“You never told us anything,”  her father pointed out, giving Hermione a disappointed, dry look.  
“Not voluntarily.  We heard from the Headmaster that you were missing, and then that you’d 
been found, and when you wrote back, you just said it had been a bit of kidnapping, and someone 
had rescued you before anything really nasty happened.” 
 
“And that you were fine, unharmed for the most part, but that you couldn’t talk about it,”  her 
mother added.  “We were relieved to hear you were alright, and you seemed quite normal in your 
letters home, but now that’s just not enough!  We need to know what really happened!” 
 
“And we have a right to know, as your parents,” Jeffrey admonished his daughter.  “What 
happened, exactly, that night in December?” 
 
“You don’t want to hear the details.  It would give you nightmares,”  Hermione hedged 
unhappily, shaking her head. 
 
“Nightmares?”  Jeffrey repeated cautiously. 
 
“Well, it would’ve been every parents’ nightmare, if I hadn’t intervened,”  Severus stated as 
bluntly, yet discreetly, as he could.  “The spell I cast to save her from being…brutalized…was 
designed to give the Dark Lord the impression Hermione was being placed under my mental 
control, allowing me as a supposedly loyal Death Eater to use her to spy against Harry, his mortal 
enemy.  It had a twofold purpose, to convince him to allow her to continue to live because of her 
usefulness whenever I read her thoughts, and to save her from being harmed by anyone else, by 
convincing him that…interference…from outside sources would break the bond, which would 
ruin her usefulness as a mind-slave and a secret, unwitting spy in the heart of the school.” 
 

“It was all a mixture of lies and half-truths,”  Hermione continued for him as her parents studied 
them both uncertainly.  “Yes, ‘Herman’ could read my thoughts, as I could read his.  Yes, 
interference from an outside source would damage the bond between us.  No, I wasn’t his mental 
slave in any way; we’ve been partners in this mess from practically the very beginning.  But I 
pretended to be, whenever Voldemort summoned us so that he could skim through my memories, 
looking for weaknesses among my friends.” 
 
Rachel winced. “You’ve actually had to…to face this Voldemort fellow?  In person?” 
 
“More than once,”  Hermione admitted quietly.  “I didn’t want to scare you by letting you know 
how much danger I’ve been in—and don’t complain that I didn’t tell you, Daddy.  There was 
nothing either of you could’ve done to protect me.” 
 
“We could’ve pulled you out of that school,”  he snorted.” 
 
“It was already too late,”  Severus murmured.  “Her involvement was noted and watched by the 
Death Eaters from nearly her very first year.  She also didn’t know how to protect her memories 
from his magic, back in December.  But I knew, bound telepathically as we could be through the 
spell I used, I could do that for her.  I disguised her thoughts until she picked up the trick of it for 
herself,”  Severus explained.  “She already knew my true identity, and my position as a spy in the 
Dark Lord’s camp, and I needed to prevent Lord Voldemort from learning that information, too. 
 
“His demand that we return to face him at later points forced us to maintain the link.  You cannot 
spend three months inside someone else’s head,”  he murmured, looking at the young woman at 
his side,  “without either being utterly repulsed by an innate incompatibility with their thoughts 
and philosophies…” 
 
“…Or falling in love,”  Hermione finished for him, meeting his eyes. “Because we are 
compatible, on an untold number of levels.” 
 
“—Do you mind?”  Jeffrey interjected impatiently, tearing their gazes from each other.  “Try to 
keep your thoughts on the subject at hand.  What’s so complicated about all of this?  Yes, you had 
to cast a spell, and you’ve been reading each other’s thoughts since the turn of the year!  Why so 
much secrecy?” 
 
“Well, aside from the fact that if Voldemort found out, he’d have tried to kill us both?”  
Hermione asked her father sarcastically.  “And in a most unpleasant fashion?” 
 
“Yes, aside from that!”  her father retorted, planting his hands on his hips as he glared at his 
daughter.  “I want some answers, young lady, and I want them now!” 
 
She rolled her eyes in a pained, impatient look.  “Well, first of all, it’s an Eromantic spell.”  At 
the blank stares of her parents, she sighed.  Sometimes her parents were such Muggles!  “You 
know…sex magic?” 
 
[There was a more tactful way to put that, love,]  Severus winced as her mother shrieked, 
clapping her hands over her mouth, and her father yelled, shaking his fist at both of them. 
 
{I’m not an innocent little child anymore, and I’ve endured far worse dangers than they’ll 
hopefully ever know.  But if they have a hint of what I’ve gone through, maybe it’ll wake them up 
to the fact that I’m not that little girl of theirs, anymore.}  “—Mum, Dad, do be quiet!  What 
would you rather have me undergo,”  Hermione demanded impatiently as they fell quiet, glaring 
at her for her disrespectful words,  “a sex-magic ritual with a man who was honestly trying to 
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save my life, or being beaten half to death, multiply raped, and possibly even stricken with the 
Killing Curse by Lord Vol—?” 
 
Severus clapped his hand over her mouth, as her mother gasped behind her hands and her father 
stared aghast, both of them stricken.  “That was not the most tactful way of putting it, Hermione!  
They are your parents, and they deserve your respect!” 
 
{I’m tired of having to defend our actions!}  she sent him with a glare over the top of his 
silencing hand. 
 
[Well, get used to it anyway!]  he admonished her, none too happy himself.  [It’ll only get worse 
from here.] 
 
“—Is that true?”  Rachel demanded, removing her hands from her face.  “Were you…were they 
going to do all those…things to you?” 
 
Severus released her mouth, permitting Hermione to nod and respond. 
 
“It’s the absolute truth, Mum.  There’s been horrible things going on, in the last three months.  
Things I’m not particuarly proud of, and things I could never confess to either of you, who have 
this perfect image of me as an innocent little girl…but I did them in the name of survival, and to 
help the Order defeat Voldemort, and I’d do them again if I had to, to win this war. 
 
“I’m not a little girl anymore.  I know that some victories come only at a terrible cost.  Which 
we’ve finally achieved—thanks in no small part to the sacrifices we’ve made,”  she added, 
gesturing at Severus and herself.  Carefully avoiding his name.  That part, they didn’t need to 
know just yet.  “Now that Voldemort’s dead, for good…things are still a bit complicated.” 
 
“What’s complicated?”  her father demanded.  “I keep hearing that word, but I don’t know what it 
means!” 
 
“The ritual had to be…maintained, Eromantically,”  Severus replied delicately. 
 
“And our liason had to remain a secret, because of his true identity, and my position as a student,”  
Hermione added.  “Plus the fact that no one was supposed to know, aside from the Headmaster, 
that I’d been locked into the position of unwitting, unwilling spy by our careful little deception.  
If it was kept a secret, then I remained valuable to the Dark Lord, and he wouldn’t try to attack 
me, or have me killed.  The risks and benefits balanced each other out enough to maintain the 
deception, because that turned me into another spy inside his camp, whenever I was brought 
along on a visit.” 
 
“A deception that had you kissing this woman…man—whatever!”  her father exclaimed, flipping 
his hand sarcastically at Severus-as-‘Kathy’. 
 
“A deception that saved your daughter’s life,”  Severus reminded him coldly.  “And my own.” 
 
“Yes, and we mustn’t forget the fringe benefits!”  Jeffrey snarled glaring at him with all the heat 
Severus himself refused to display.  “You must be really one smug, self-satisfied git, getting to 
shag my daughter on a regular cycle, ‘maintaining’ this little ritual of yours!”  he mocked. 
 
Severus glared at the older man as Hermione blushed, then paled at her father’s harsh words.  
“You will speak more respectfully of my future wife!” 
 

“—Please!  We’re getting off-track, here!”  Rachel ordered both of them.  “Calm down, and try to 
behave yourselves!” 
 
Her husband toned down the anger in his voice and volume, though not the biting sarcasm of his 
words.  “If she’s going to be your future wife, why don’t you marry her now, and make a 
respectable man of yourself?” 
 
“Because things are complicated, Daddy!”  Hermione retorted for her lover, rolling her eyes 
impatiently.  “There’s a lot more to the story that we haven’t told you, and a lot more that we 
aren’t going to tell you!  Not for some time to come, and some of it never!  And this is exactly 
one of the reasons why I didn’t tell you about what happened, before!  You’ve got this absurd 
idea in your head that I’m some innocent little girl, still!  I haven’t been a little girl since I first 
starting having adventures seven bloody years ago, and I’m certainly not innocent anymore!” 
 
“Not after what he did to you—!” 
 
“—I meant that I’ve seen people die, Father,”  Hermione told her father, glaring at him.  “I’ve 
seen them die, and been powerless to prevent their deaths!  I have endured things that I don’t 
even want to think about, and the one scrap of happiness that I’ve found in all of this is so bound 
about by troubles and complications, that despite how our liason led directly to Voldemort’s final 
defeat, if word of it ever got out, he’d be sacked from his job, I’d be expelled from the school, 
and my best friends would be trying to kill the man I love more than life itself!  That’s the sort of 
complications we’re mired in! 
 
“Now, if you can’t say anything polite or constructive, I respectfully request that you shut up!  I 
grew up a long time ago, and I’ve gone into this almost from the very start with my eyes wide 
open, and making my own choices nearly every step along the way!  Yes, it’s rude of me to say 
that, and normally I’d be a lot more polite about it, because I do love you,”  she asserted as they 
stared at her,  “but if I’ve made a mess of it, then it’s my bloody mess, and I’ll thank you to not 
cock it up any worse with your attitude!” 
 
The silence in the kitchen that follow her heated words was stiff with tension.  Involuntarily, a 
thought crossed Severus’ mind, curving the corner of his mouth.  Jeffrey Granger frowned at him. 
 
“What are you smirking about?” 
 
“Merely the thought that this is the temper I’ll be bound to for eternity,”  he murmured, smiling 
wryly at Hermione as he shared the jest with her.  She smiled back at him, but then her lips 
trembled, losing their curve.  Tears fell from her eyes; she buried her face against his throat, 
hiding them from her parents. 
 
“…Great! You made our little girl cry!”  Jeffrey snapped, glaring at Severus. 
 
“No, Dad, the whole fucking situation made me cry,”  Hermione muttered, her voice incompletely 
muffled. 
 
“—Watch your language, young lady!  While you live in this house, you’ll speak more politely 
than that!”  Rachel admonished her daughter primly.  She hesitated, taking in the protective, 
almost tender way Severus cradled her daughter.  “…Kath—erm, Herman…I take it your intent is 
to wed our daughter?” 
 
“When circumstances permit it, yes.  It’s too complicated, right now,”  he added, listening to 
Hermione sniffle, trying to clear her nose.  Her face was probably blotchy again, as she’d warned 
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him the last time she cried.  He didn’t care, though.  She could Polyjuice herself into Voldemort’s 
body, and he’d still love her. 
 
“So we keep hearing,”  the older Granger woman muttered wryly, proving herself no less a 
stranger to sarcasm than her husband.  “Well.  As bizarre as all of this has been, it cannot be 
denied that the two of you do seem to care deeply for each other.  However much I know Jeffrey 
and I wish I this whole situation were otherwise.” 
 
“I want to know more about you, young wo…man,”  Jeffrey asserted, correcting himself with a 
flush.  “What is your real name, how old are you, what do you do for a living, and how do you 
plan to treat my little girl?  Who will remain my little girl until she’s old and grey…though I’ll 
admit she’s grown up rather distressingly fast, of late.” 
 
At least Mr. Granger seemed calmer, now.  Severus suspected that was due to the way he was 
cradling the other man’s daughter, gently stroking her upper back in soothing circles.  He flushed 
at that thought, uncomfortable with having his gentler side—due entirely to Hermione’s presence 
in his life—being so openly displayed, but it was more important to comfort her right now than to 
preserve his pricklish dignity.  Just as it was important to answer the other man with carefully 
curtailed honesty. 
 
“My identity is a part of the complications besetting us, I’ll be forty-two next month, I’m 
currently employed in a decently salaried job, and I plan to treat Hermione with all the care and 
consideration due to her as my beloved.” 
 
“I mean,”  Jeffrey corrected, sighing roughly,  “do you expect her to stay at home, keep house, 
and watch over the children, or what?” 
 
“Her choice of career is entirely up to her, sir, whether that’s in our home, or in the Ministry of 
Magic, or anywhere else…though I personal think she’d make a marvelous Unspeakable, over at 
the Department of Mysteries,”  he added as Hermione lifted her head and looked at him.  Her face 
was blotchy from crying, and yet beautiful in his eyes at the same time.  He looked at her, letting 
her sense his sub-thoughted preferrence for her above all others, but spoke to her father.  “She has 
an incredible potential to do and be anything she wants to be, and I intend to support her in 
whatever endeavours she may choose.” 
 
“…Good.  Then I might be able to forgive you,”  Jeffrey informed him tartly.  “I might not 
approve of the age-difference, or the manner in which the two of you are skulking about, keeping 
so many secrets…but if you ever treat her as less than an equal, you’ll have to answer to me, for 
it.  And don’t think to laugh off my threat, either.  An enraged father will always be more 
dangerous than the most magic-riddled wizard!” 
 
“I’m well aware of the danger of losing your respect, sir,”  Severus murmured, quite sincere.  
That mollified the other man, thankfully.  He looked at Hermione.  [I think he’s calmed down, 
now.  Will you be alright?] 
 
She nodded.  {I think so.  They’re both calmed down, and they’re finally accepting what’s 
happening between the two of us.  I might get grilled, later, but they’ll let most of the anger drop 
for now.  I think…I think seeing how tender you are with me is helping to convince them just how 
serious we are about each other.} 
 
Tucking a stray curl behind her ear, Severus lifted his altered chin, pressing his—Frejne’s—lips 
to her forehead.  [If you can’t get any sleep, don’t hesitate to touch my mind.  I’ve got to go 
confront Kathleen, now, and see what sort of havoc she’s been wreaking up north.  I don’t know 

how long that’ll take, but I hope the situation’s not irreparable.  If it is…I’ll just come straight 
back, and we can run away to somewhere tropical and warm, alright?]  he attempted to tease her, 
sliding the knuckle of one finger down her cheek, gliding it along her jawline.  [Which would you 
like, Fiji, the Bahamas, or perhaps the Gold Coast…?] 
 
{I think I’ll start wondering what you’d look like on a surfboard,}  she teased back.  Hermione 
daringly pressed a soft, brief kiss to his lips, and drew back.  “…Goodnight, ‘Herman’.  Don’t 
splinch yourself, Apparating home.” 
 
“I won’t.  Mr. and Mrs. Granger,”  he added politely, looking over at them.  “Whatever you think 
of me, try to remember that I love your daughter more than my life itself.  I promise her that,”  he 
added, gazing briefly at Hermione again.  Letting her know how serious he was.  A last glance at 
her parents, who finally looked calm enough to accept their odd relationship, and he knew he 
could leave.  Politely, Severus nodded a farewell.  “…Goodnight.” 
 
Hermione and her parents watched him leave, as Severus ducked out through the back door.  
Taking just enough time to close the door behind him, he concentrated as he stood on the back 
steps, and Disapparated.  Now that he knew the location of her house, it was an easy enough 
matter to focus on a familiar location—the back gate of the school—and whisk himself there.  
Almost ridiculously easy, given the hundreds of miles that separated Hogwarts from Exeter.  
Such a long distance would normally exhaust him, forcing him to rest just past the gate and the 
border of the many wards protecting the grounds for a little while, but with the Veritamoria-bond 
bolstering his magic, Severus was able to make the climb up the path with very little effort. 
 
In the back of his mind, he could hear Hermione calming down her parents further, reassuring 
them that she had already careflly considered most of the difficulties their relationship would 
face—especially with him being over twice her age, a more important gap in the Muggle world 
than in the somewhat longer-lived wizarding one—and that she wasn’t planning on doing 
anything rash or hasty in said relationship.  No rushing to get married, nor rushing to start a 
family, though that was a delicate suject to tiptoe around.  As he listened, she finally bid them 
goodnight and started preparing herself for bed.  Sneaking into the castle, Severus managed to 
make it to his quarters unseen.  Re-Transfiguring the garments he’d worn, he showered and 
donned fresh ones as his body shifted back to its natural form, and went looking for the reclusive 
DADA teacher. 
 
For her part, Hermione clutched at her pillow, as she lay in her solitary, narrow bed.  She hadn’t 
found Crookshanks in time to cage him for the trip home, so she couldn’t curl up with him, and 
she’d given up her stuffed animals a couple years before, but she needed something to hold.  
Everything was unravelling around them, with no way to tell how or when the final threads of 
their secret would snap…and for the moment, their future happiness dangled from the grasp of an 
unconventional, hard-to-judge American exchange teacher. 
 
Frejne was nowhere to be found within the castle grounds.  She didn’t answer when Severus 
spell-knocked on her stretch of wall, she wasn’t out patrolling the halls—not that it was her night 
to do so, anyway—and she wasn’t anywhere else that he could think she might logically be, 
within the school grounds.  Severus mulled that over…then hurried out to the Whomping Willow.  
Poking the knot with a long bit of branch, he hurried into the tunnel, following its twists and 
turns.  If she’d gone off with Remus all day long, it was possible she was still with him… 
 
Noises echoing from ahead slowed his approach.  Mounting the stone steps to the basement of the 
Shrieking Shack, Severus craned his head, ears alert for anything that might help him make sense 
of those odd sounds.  A blush stole over his features as he discerned the sounds of two voices 
moaning in ragged rhythm, one low, one high.  Two voices growling, one masculine, one 

 104



feminine.  Two voices crying out in ecstasy, one Remus Lupin’s, the other Kathleen Frejne’s, and 
underlying it all, the ragged creaking of a bed.  Wincing, Severus about-faced and hurried back 
down the corridor, contemplating the use of a Memory Cleansing Charm.  Then doubled back and 
traced a subtle warning-spell on the stairs and corridor, to alert him as to when, exactly, the 
current Defence Mistress would return to the school.  Trying not to hear any of the noises in the 
distance.  Trying really hard not to hear Remus’ howls, or Kathleen’s near-incoherent sobs. 
 
Merlin’s beard!  He did not need to know that his current colleague and his old nemesis had such 
a…a vocally satisfying sex-life! 
 
CXII. 
 
A chiming noise woke Severus from a dream of domestic tranquility.  A shared dream; he sat 
sideways on the couch, his back propped up by a Transfigured armrest and several pillows, his 
knees splayed so that Hermione could nestle between them.  Her knees were raised as well, both 
sets needed to prop up the huge, heavy tome they were reading, for they were reading the 
Grimoires together.  Her back sloped comfortably against his chest, her curls tickling his jawline 
with herbal-scented sweetness.  It wasn’t important that they were only reading dream-broken 
fragments of what they both remembered from reading the translated book individually; it was 
important that they were together in spirit, sharing their dream.  Spending time together. 
 
But the chime of that annoying little spell ruined their quiet reverie, and it was with a tortured 
groan that Severus released the pillow he’d been clutching in lieu of his beloved, rolling over to 
slap at his alarm-clock.  It didn’t stop chiming, which dragged him irritably out of the last dregs 
of the deeply restful slumber that had claimed him.  Focusing his mind, he worked on identifying 
the source of the sound, and finally remembered  the trip-alarm spell he had cast last night.  
Kathleen was exiting the Shrieking Shack, via the tunnel that led to the Whomping Willow. 
 
Abruptly aware that he didn’t have much time to catch the wily woman, Severus thrust out of 
bed.  Snatching his wand, he closed his eyes, concentrated, and asserted out,  “Sartorlagen!” 
 
In an instant, he was dressed from head to heel in his usual stark black.  Hermione wasn’t the 
only one who’d been practicing this particular, reversed application of the Disrobing Charm.  
Wrapped in a cloak, since the hour was fairly early in the morning and the temperature bound to 
be cool, he strode out of his quarters.  It didn’t take long to exit the castle, nor that much longer to 
tromp down to the valuable old tree, though he wished halfway there that he’d paused long 
enough to pee.  As it was, the tree froze in place while he was still several dozen yards away.  A 
moment later, a blond-haired figure emerged from the narrow opening, clad in a familiar stripes-
of-blue cloak, as severus descended the path. 
 
She moved far enough from the tree to be out of range of its long, whip-like twigs and club-like 
branches, then stopped and waited for him.  Somehow, he wasn’t surprised by that.  Nor was he 
phased by the firm look she gave him, nor the arch of one dark gold brow. 
 
“…Care to explain the trigger-spell on the steps, Severus?”  she asked him crisply.  “And why 
you went all the way out there?” 
 
He wasn’t surprised she’d traced the aura of the spell to him.  He hadn’t exactly done anything to 
disguise it, other than setting it to manifest only when someone crossed its boundary.  “I wanted 
to make sure I had a word with you this morning.  To continue our…discussion of yesterday.” 
 

That raised both of her brows.  “You mean you actually want to talk about it, today?  You didn’t 
seem nearly this eager yesterday,”  the DADA professor pointed out.  “What changed your 
mind?” 
 
“Who else have you talked to, about these…suppositions of yours?”  Severus countered cagily. 
 
“Why?”  Kathleen retorted.  “Afraid for the state of your career?  Terrified I might’ve spoken to 
our mutual employer?” 
 
“The Headmaster already knows about most of it,”  Severus returned calmly.  He’d given this 
some thought, and he and Hermione had discussed it a little bit in their dreams.  If everything was 
going to come crashing down, they did have a few safety-spells already laid.  Such as 
Dumbledore’s tacit approval. 
 
Her brows rose again in skeptical shock.  “….The Headmaster knows?” 
 
“He knew from almost the very beginning, and authorized almost everything.”  It was kind of fun 
to torture the woman like this, Severus decided. 
 
She stared at him.  Stared, and blinked, and finally snapped, verbally, and quite possibly 
mentally,  “—Okay, Lucy, you’ve got some ‘splainin’ to do!” 
 
“—I beg your pardon?”  Severus stared warily at the DADA professor, who had adopted a 
terrible Spanish accent and bobbled her head sideways, waggling a finger at him. 
 
“Muggle reference,”  was her flat reply.  Grabbing his arm, she tugged him towards a fallen log 
near the edge of the Forbidden Forest.  “You and I are going to sit down over here, and you’re 
going to start from the beginning, run through the middle, and not stop until you reach the end.  
Even if I have to hex you to keep you in place, we’re not leaving until I’ve heard everything I 
want to hear!” 
 
Today day wasn’t quite as lovely as it had been yesterday, with a bit more in the way of clouds 
and such, but it wasn’t too bad for sitting and talking.  Presuming the clouds didn’t thicken any 
further into a rainstorm, that was.  Gesturing for him to take a seat, Kathleen settled down next to 
Severus, angling herself so that she faced him.  Strangely enough, she didn’t look nearly as…as 
hard as she had looked yesterday.  Severus wasn’t sure he was reading her right, since the 
Defence Mistress could guard her thoughts and her emotions from her face quite well, but it 
almost looked as if she truly wanted to hear whatever he had to say.  Either that, or her nocturnal 
activities had mellowed the woman.  A prospect for which he didn’t want to contemplate any 
details. 
 
“Okay.  Talk.  From the beginning,”  Kathleen ordered him. 
 
Severus couldn’t resist.  “’In the beginning, there was the Word, and the Word was—’” 
 
“—Don’t make me hex you!”  She laughed as she said it, though she gave him a dirty look at the 
same time.  “You, Granger, and the potential sex-scandal, that beginning.  Now.” 
 
Folding his arms across his chest under his cloak, Severus debated how to begin.  “…Everything 
you want to hear?” 
 
“Everything I want to hear, everything I need to know, you name it.  From the beginning of the 
whole mess.” 
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“The beginning of ‘the whole mess’ started in mid-December.” 
 
“Ah—when Miss Granger was kidnapped!”  Her quick wit proved itself, as she filled in a number 
of the details for him.  “She was kidnapped by the Death Eaters, right?”  At his nod, she charged 
forward.  “Since you turned out to be a spy hidden among the Death Eaters, apparently you found 
out she was kidnapped when she was dragged into one of their meetings, where you were 
probably already present.  And, knowing you couldn’t rescue her blatantly without exposing 
yourself, you apparently found a more subtle way to rescue her…right?” 
 
“Right.”  The woman was disconcertingly astute, Severus noted wryly, as she continued with a 
thoughtful frown. 
 
“But that doesn’t explain the dress, the salacious note, or the eager participation in Girls’ Night.  
Or all of those mysterious disappearances of the two of you that the ghosts and the paintings have 
been whispering about.” 
 
“I…they were going to rape her,”  Severus admitted stiffly, awkwardly.  “So I convinced the 
Dark Lord to permit me to perform an Eromantic ritual on her instead, one which I convinced him 
would bind her to me telepathically, permitting me to use her unwittingly to spy on Potter and his 
friends.  It was a web of half-truths and lies…”  The thoughtful frown on her face paused him.  
“What?” 
 
She tilted her head and asked,  “Was it the Anoushtataramahallamatantra?” 
 
“The…what?”  he asked her, confused by the babble of syllables. 
 
“Anoushtataramahallamatantra?”  At his puzzled blink, Kathleen sighed, rolling her eyes in a 
patent effort to try and come up with a translation, gesturing absently with her left hand as she 
tried to figure out how to explain the bizarre word.  “It’s a…a Tantric Eromancy ritual designed 
to link two lovers telepathically, to gauge their lifelong chance of compatibility, triggered 
primarily via a purple potion in a special, enspelled vial—” 
 
“—Veritamoria!”  Severus stared at her with wide eyes.  “You know about Veritamoria?” 
 
She snorted, dropping her accent.  “Know it, hell!  I’ve tried it!  You can’t be a sexually active 
wizarding adult in the Forbidden University or its vicinity without someone getting wind of it 
among the Tantric sect, and offering to link you up with someone else.  I tried three partners 
before giving up on it, since none of them were compatible with me beyond the first few 
encounters…but the sex was deliciously good, with all that feedback—oh, shit,”  Kathleen 
muttered, staring at him in dismay as she paused, then resumed her adopted accent.  “You, and 
Hermione…?  Have you been linked all this time, then?  Since mid-December?” 
 
“Intermediate-stage, by now,”  he confessed, glad there was someone who understood what he 
and Hermione were going through. 
 
“If you’ve been linked since last year, I’m not surprised,”  Kathleen snorted.  She paused, 
studying him thoughtfully again, then said gently, sympathetically,  “…You’re in love with her, 
aren’t you?” 
 
Much more sympathetically, and understandingly, than Severus would’ve expected.  Maybe this 
wasn’t going to be so hard after all.  Part of him longed to be stiff and brusque, to deny it 
vehemently, but Severus acknowledged the instinctive urge was there simply to protect his 

relationship.  He wasn’t ashamed of loving Hermione, only of the fact that he was still one of her 
teachers for the moment.  So, though his jaw tightened a little in discomfort, he admitted the truth 
in one deceptively simple, dryly delivered word:  “Madly.” 
 
“—Thank you!  I was so worried I’d have to expose a total pervert,”  she sighed fervently, 
making him frown at her.  Partially for her words, but partially for her obvious relief.  “I really 
respect your abilities at Potions, and though you’re a bit of a sourpuss and a killjoy, you’re a good 
man, deep down inside.” 
 
“I am a pervert.  A near-total pervert,”  Severus corrected himself honestly.  “She’s still my 
student, and…  We’re planning on putting an end to it soon,”  he hedged carefully,  “but as a part 
of our cover-story, Albus encouraged her to take up an extra-credit project in studying the 
Eromantic Arts—” 
 
Kathleen chuckled, interrupting him before he could finish.  Disconcerting him at her astuteness.  
“—Oh, I can just see Hermione doing that!  All academic fervor and scholarly earnest, wrapped 
up in a curly-haired package.  How wonderfully delicious it must be for you to be on the 
receiving end of her Eromantic experimentation!  So, when does her project end?” 
 
“…We haven’t decided, precisely.  After my birthday, for certain.”  At an arch of her brow, he 
supplied the date.  “April 14th.” 
 
She grinned, disgruntling him.  “Well, I can’t blame you for waiting until then; that’d be a hell of 
a birthday present, not getting to snog your beloved on your natal day!  But you are planning on 
ending all sexual congress between the two of you, after that date?” 
 
Her tone had sharpened, though she’d kept most of her smile.  Severus nodded. 
 
“Good!  You can resume the ritual after the end of the school year, for all I care—hell, if you 
want or need another amulet to dose yourselves, I still have contacts among the Tantrists back at 
the University, though it might take a little finagling to borrow one for a dose…” 
 
“I have my own, thank you.  A family heirloom,”  he admitted diffidently, still uncomfortable—if 
grateful—with the thought that his great-aunt, Eumenia, had thought him worthy of the 
inheritance. 
 
“What did you call it, again?”  Kathleen asked him. 
 
“Veritamoria.  The True Love potion.  That’s how Wizard Amalgo translated the original name.” 
 
“Right.  Can’t blame the fellow for wanting to shorten it, since it took me two months’ practice to 
be able to rattle it off without tripping, myself.  I’m not as conversant in the Western Hemisphere 
traditions and naming conventions for Eromancy, I’m afraid,”  Kathleen admitted, crossing her 
legs and rearranging the folds of her cloak for more protection as a cool wind swept over the 
hillside, rustling the leaves in the nearby trees.  “So…  You’ve been living in Hermione 
Granger’s head for the past couple of months, and she in yours, and you’ve discovered you’re 
both highly compatible—at least, I presume she’s madly in love with you, too?  It sort of works 
that way, doesn’t it?” 
 
“Quite,”  he agreed dryly. 
 
“Good.  These Westerners won’t have a clue what the two of you have been going through, but I 
do, and that could be of use to you, if and when everything gets thrown out into the open, and 
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someone starts questioning your relationship with her.  However…why have you kept up the 
ritual, aside from her extra-credit project?”  Kathleen asked him.  “Why did you pick that 
particular spell in the first place, for that matter?” 
 
Severus dared to arch one of his black brows at her.  “A witch as clever as you couldn’t figure it 
out?” 
 
She gave him a dirty look, then sighed and studied him, her expression neutral, shuttered, her pale 
eyes gleaming with intelligence and calculation.  “…They were going to rape her, you said?  I’d 
imagine the perverts around you wanted a bit of a floor-show, and wouldn’t have been satisfied 
with anything less, whether it was direct participation or just through crude voyeurism.  More 
than a bit of a floor show, if your blush is anything to go by.” 
 
That made him uncomfortable; the intermittent sunlight wasn’t strong enough to blame for the 
heat ruddying his cheeks, nor the wind brisk enough to burn his skin that way, though it was cool 
enough to provide a sharp contrast in temperature.  “Voldemort insisted on my bringing her back 
in front of him, so that he could peruse her mind personally.  I’d convinced him I could scan her 
mind more frequently here on the school grounds by maintaining the ritual link, but he wanted to 
be able to search her mind himself from time to time…and when this all began, she had no 
training in Occlumency, unlike myself.  She already knew I was a spy, in addition.” 
 
“Ah.  Very efficient of you, protecting both of you in one fell swoop.  Though considering the 
ritual in question, it’d be fairer to say ‘with one single kiss’,”  she added in a wry aside. 
 
“Was that a compliment, or an insult?”  Severus found himself asking. 
 
“A compliment.  Why do you ask?” 
 
“No one else appreciates the ability to kill two birds with one stone.  Not when it’s a Slytherin 
doing it,”  he muttered half to himself.  “Though they’ll hypocritically overlook someone from 
one of the other Houses doing it.” 
 
“Far be it from me to criticize certain aspects of the British educational system,”  Kathleen 
retorted, speaking dryly enough for her sarcasm to leak through.  “So, the two of you are 
Veritamoria-linked lovebirds because of the need to rescue her from Voldie and his idiot-
followers.  That clears up the mystery for me.  There’s one thing left to ask, about your magical 
activities over the past few months.  Not because I want to replicate it for myself; I just want the 
itch scratched hard enough to make it go away.  Can you be a clever enough wizard and guess 
what I’m going to ask you?” 
 
Severus studied her.  He wasn’t sure what she meant, until he realized she was staring at his face.  
His unwrinkled face.  “You want to know about the de-aging spell.” 
 
“Yep.”  She eyed him expectantly, waiting for him to reveal what it was. 
 
He took a chance on her Eromantic knowledge being extensive enough for a shortened 
explanation.  “It was a botched ouroboros layayoga.” 
 
Her lips pursed, letting out a low whistle.  “…A botched layayoga?  Are you sure?” 
 
“Very.  Would you care for every salacious detail?”  he sneered.  “Of course, I’d rather lick an 
enraged hedgehog on its genitalia than reveal such intimate details of my lovelife to you.” 
 

“—No, no, I don’t need to have that image blazoned in my head, thank you very much—or your 
hedgehog-based fetishes, for that matter,”  she quipped sardonically.  “If I remember correctly at 
the Ethics Review, you claimed you were trying to lay tighter wards around your private quarters 
at the time.  Is that what you were really trying to do?” 
 
“Have you forgotten the Truth-Glow Charm I was suffering at the time?”  he countered dryly. 
 
“Right, right.   She must’ve looked at your face, and wished you were closer to her age, then,”  
Kathleen mused thoughtfully.  “Possibly you were wishing you were a bit younger, too.  And 
then again, right after Voldemort’s defeat…I’d guess you surprised yourself with a spontaneous 
layayoga, and decided to repeat the experiment, right?” 
 
Severus shook his head slowly, but not in negation.  He studied the woman seated next to him on 
the log.  “…You are too bloody smart for your own good.” 
 
The grin she flashed him showed that she knew it very well.  “I’m a pitbull, Severus Snape.  Now 
that I’ve mangled your metaphorical buttocks, I think I’m finally satisfied as to the 
mystery…nope, wait, one more question.  Why the hell did you ever agree to attend girls’ night?  
You don’t exactly strike me as the kind of man who’d put up with leg-waxing nonsense.” 
 
“It was mostly out of curiosity…and Hermione nagging me,”  he confessed, face uncomfortably 
warm again.  “Or rather, verbally challenging me for a coward, if I didn’t explore my curiosity.” 
 
“She’s too smart for her own good, too.  Second-stage, you said?”  Kathleen asked him.  “Is she 
listening right now?” 
 
Severus shook his head.  “She’s still asleep.  I left her on the couch, when the proximity spell was 
triggered.” 
 
“On the couch?  In your quarters?  But I thought she went home for the holidays,”  the Defence 
Mistress pointed out, puzzled.  “As in, to her parents’ home.” 
 
“—In the dream,”  he corrected himself impatiently.  “We’ve been sharing dreams, of late.  She’s 
still down in Exeter, at the moment, sleeping chastely in her own bed.” 
 
“Ah.  What’s that like?”  Kathleen asked, curious.  “I never got to the dream-sharing stage, 
myself.” 
 
Before he could answer, the tendrils of the Whomping Willow abruptly stilled, and a familiar, 
brown-clad figure emerged from the hole under one of its arching roots, carrying a large picnic 
hamper.  His head lifted sharply even before he finished standing up, and he glanced in their 
direction as he straightened.  He was downwind of them, Severus realized.  No werewolf less 
than a handful of days from a full moon would’ve been able to avoid smelling the two of them, in 
that position. 
 
Sure enough, he strode their way.  Severus noted a certain softness in the other man’s posture as 
he looked at Kathleen, but it was subtracted by the usual stiffening as Lupin turned those grey 
eyes to him.  His greeting was civil in tone, however.  “Severus.” 
 
As was his reply.  “Remus.” 
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The werewolf’s eyes flicked from the Potions Master to the Defence Mistress and back.  He 
started to speak, frowned, and inhaled more sharply.  A tight line formed from his compressed 
lips.  “I’d like a word with you, in private.” 
 
Kathleen looked between the two of them, settled her gaze on Severus’ face, and poked her 
thumb at Remus.  “Does he know?” 
 
“How could he bloody well not?”  Severus muttered, rolling his eyes briefly. 
 
It was Remus’ turn to play Wimbledon spectator, between the two of them.  He pointed at 
Kathleen with his own thumb.  “…She knows?” 
 
“I’m too smart for my own good,”  Kathleen dryly confessed.  “I also happen to have prior 
experience with the ritual in question, so I’m feeling quite sympathetic to the two.” 
 
“You’ve done this…Veritamoria thing before?”  Remus asked her, frowning in confusion. 
 
“Incompatibly, but yes.”  Her expression narrowed to a sly thoughtfulness, as she flicked a glance 
at Severus before looking back at her neatly, if shabbily, dressed lover.  “…Want to give it a try, 
Remmie?  I could always blackmail Sevvy, here, into loaning us the amulet, in exchange for my 
silence.” 
 
“You’ve already promised to keep silent, by implication,”  Severus pointed out.  A wicked streak 
of humor prodded him into adding dryly,  “Though I wouldn’t mind the idea of Remus being 
tortured by exposure to your thoughts.” 
 
“Hush; you’re going to scare him off,”  she chided him. 
 
“Er…I’ll have to pass, anyway.  Sometimes my thoughts aren’t always…civilized,”  Remus 
finished delicately. 
 
“Neither are mine,”  Kathleen returned, giving him a frank look. 
 
Once again, Severus felt like an extra handle on a broomstick.  The distraction of Hermione 
waking up gave him something else to think about.  Reaching across to her, he gave her a mental 
hug and a mental kiss on her brow.  [Good morning, my love.] 
 
{Mmm, good morning, handsome,}  she sighed.  {So, I take it from the swirl of your sub-thoughts 
that you’ve talked to Professor Frejne?} 
 
[I’ve not only talked to her, she knows about Veritamoria firsthand, if incompatibly.] 
 
{Poor thing—tell her she has my sympathies for her failures.} 
 
Severus debated doing that, and cleared his throat, recapturing their attention.  “Miss Granger 
says good morning…and that she sympathizes for your lack of prior success with Veritamoria, 
Kathleen.” 
 
That earned him a smile.  And a peculiar form of reply, as Kathleen said straight to his face, but 
not to him,  “Why, thank you, Hermione!  I don’t know if Sevvy told you, but I’m snogging your 
former DADA teacher, here, and I’m trying to convince him to help me give the potion another 
try.  Any advice from the happily-linked side of things?” 
 

A flush stole across his face.  Severus cleared his throat again.  “…She’s giggling.  She says she 
can feel that I’m three seconds away from throttling you for dring to call me ‘Sevvy’,”  he 
sneered the nickname.  “And she says she can’t think of a better couple to give the ritual a try.  If 
you want it…I suppose I will loan it to you,”  he begrudged, prodded by his beloved.  “But you 
don’t get to keep it; the amulet is a family heirloom.” 
 
“I wouldn’t dream of making off with something that rare and precious,”  Kathleen reassured 
him, reaching over and patting him on the knee.  Severus stiffened, and Remus growled.  She 
withdrew her hand, frowning up at her lover.  “What are you getting all snarly over?  I just patted 
him on the knee!” 
 
A muscle worked in the werewolf’s jaw.  “I can smell her on him.  I don’t want to smell you on 
him as well!” 
 
“Don’t worry; he’s not my type.  He’s also in love with someone else, remember?  Why should I 
want to break that up?”  she asked Remus. 
 
Thankfully, Remus took it as a rhetorical question, though from the way he narrowed his eyes at 
Severus, the Potions Master knew it was a close thing.  A moment later, the older man inhaled 
sharply, and closed on him, passing the basket to Kathleen without any warning, forcing her to 
grab at its wickerwork surface.  Sniffing sharply several times, Remus yanked open Severus’ 
cloak and snatched at the pockets lining the black wool of his teacher’s robe.  A scrap of white 
came into view even as Severus tried to stop him, grabing at the material. 
 
“—You bastard!  You sick, perverted bastard!”  Remus snarled, shaking the fistful of cotton 
knickers at his former colleague.  “You’re carrying around her underthings!” 
 
Severus snarled back, shoving to his feet, wand in his hand without thought or effort,  “—
Petrificus Totalis!” 
 
“Shit!”  Two more wands appeared and pointed themselves at him, both in Kathleen’s hands, but 
it wasn’t the threat of her retaliation that kept Severus from killing the leg-locked, arm-locked 
lycanthrope who dropped to the heather-and-grass covered ground. 
 
{—No killing him!}  Hermione quickly ordered in the back of his mind. 
 
Snarling again, a wordless sound more suitable for a wolf than a man, Severus reluctantly shoved 
his wand back up his sleeve.  Dropping to one knee, he prised the cotton panties from Remus’ 
hand.  “Touch these again, and I will hunt you down on the night of a full moon, skin your foul, 
furry, unworthy hide, and tan it to throw in front of my hearth-fire!” 
 
Turning his back on the petrified man, Severus folded the knickers as neatly as he could with 
shaking fingers.  He heard a rustle and looked over his shoulder.  Kathleen had removed herself 
from the log and dropped to the ground beside the silently fuming Lupin.  His back twitched, 
expecting some sort of counter-attack, but her words surprised him. 
 
“You know, you really shouldn’t toy with his affections, Remus,”  she stated calmly, only one 
wand in view, now, and not pointed in the Potions Master’s direction.  “He’s at the Heart-Bound 
stage of Veritamoria; that means his emotions are running extremely high where Hermione 
Granger is concerned, and will continue to run high for quite some time, until they break the link 
sometime next month.  At which point they’ll both mope around for months, and be equally 
unbearable to be around.  Besides, exchanging, erm…scented undergarments is a socially 
accepted practice between two beloveds, in some countries.” 
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Severus raised one of his brows, skeptical but curious.  “…It is?” 
 
“Yes.  Primarily in the Philippines, but elsewhere around the globe, too,”  she told him, looking 
up from the man stiffened like a living board.  “I would think of it, not as a perversion, but as an 
expression of your worldly sophistication…  That, and you’ve really got it bad for her, if you’re 
carrying around an ugly old pair of tidy-whities like those, and treating them like they were 
handspun lace,”  Kathleen joked, smirking up at him.  A flick of her wand, and she tapped Remus 
on the nose.  “—Finite Petrificus!  Do try to behave, Remmie dear, or I’ll Petrificus you myself, 
next time.  It’s the only way I’ll be able to ensure that enough scraps of you survive.  They way 
they’re bound, after all, they’re literally sharing and amplifying each other’s magical power…so 
at this stage, he’s about three times as powerful as he’s ever been in his life.” 
 
Remus sat up once he was free of the spell, shooting Severus a dark look, but didn’t rise to his 
feet.  Instead, he crowded almost protectively close to Kathleen.  The Potions Master didn’t have 
to be able to read minds to be able to interpret the look Remus shot him as he did so.  Wolf or 
man, the look was male, and it said,  Mine.  Stay away.  Severus curled his lip up in disdain; he 
wasn’t the least bit interested in the blond exchange-professor.  Drawing his robes around him, he 
eyed her. 
 
“…I trust you will remain silent on this whole matter, Professor Frejne?” 
 
“Of course.  Provided you do all that you can to break the link, before she graduates.  I’ll even 
give you a deadline, to keep the two of you honest,”  Kathleen added, rising from the ground. 
 
She helped Remus up with a hand, then dusted off her robes and checked her hair with her 
fingers, making sure she was tidy.  Studying Severus, she tilted her head slightly, her coronet-
braided hair almost looking like a turban in the morning light.  Nothing else about her was 
particularly Quirrel-like; she neither stammered nor carried the half-dead soul of a madman 
within her, as far as any of them knew. 
 
“…April 15th.  Tax-day, in the States.  The day after your birthday,”  she allowed.  Then tipped 
her head a little further, mulling over the date in question, and corrected herself.  “—I take that 
back.  Next month, the 14th will be a Thursday, which makes the 15th a Friday, which means it 
would be followed by an entire weekend of lonely misery with no classes to help distract the two 
of you. 
 
“So, I’ll be kind and say have to break it off April 17th.  Post-noon, to eke out the maximum 
amount of snogging-time.  But you have to stop seeing her Eromantically by no later than 10pm, 
curfew-time for seventh-years, and remain celibate from each other for the rest of the school 
year—even after the mind-bond vanishes permanently.”  She offered her hand, eyeing him 
expectantly.  Behind her, Remus moved a little closer, silent witness to her bargain.  “…Do we 
have a deal?” 
 
[Hermione?]  Severus asked the woman lurking in his mind.  [I’m not about to make a decision 
like this without consulting you.] 
 
{I thank you for the courtesy,}  she murmured, glad he had indeed brought her into the decision 
process, rather than autocratically deciding. 
 
Severus could hear that underlying current.  [It is your project, and your love-life.  I’m too 
accustomed to being ordered about by Fate and by others to let myself mind…though I confess 
I’d rather break things off in May, or early June.  Which tells me we should break things off now.] 

 
{I should probably be grateful for two free months of thought in which to immerse myself in 
studying for the N.E.W.T.s…  I think I can squeeze in a few more projects between now and a 
month from now, though, to make sure my project is up to my usual overachieving standard..  
And…it’s more or less what we’ve already decided.  Go ahead.  Tell her I agree, too, though I’ll 
miss your presence in my mind.} 
 
[I’ll miss you in my mind, too…]  he murmured, clasping hands with the other woman.  
“Hermione also agrees.  April 17th, before 10pm curfew.” 
 
“Good—one more thing.”  The pressure of her hand increased exponentially, to the crushing 
point.  Severus tightened his own grip to compensate, disquietened by the strength of her grip.  
The smile Kathleen gave him was mostly straight, white teeth.  Sharp white teeth, which she 
spoke through.  “If you ever use Polyjuice to kiss Hermione—or, heaven forbid, do anything 
more intimate than that—with my body, I will make your life a living hell for the remainder of the 
school term.  Got it?” 
 
“I will refrain from doing so from this point on,”  Severus returned dryly, knuckles almost white 
with the effort to save his fingers from her surprisingly strong grasp. 
 
She released his hand with a nod of satisfaction, lowering her arm to her side.  Then stiffened, 
frowning.  “—Wait a minute!  ‘From this point on’?” 
 
He gave her a pained, impatient look.  “Truth or Dare, at girls’ night?  I’d be foreswearing myself 
to say otherwise.” 
 
“Oh.  Right.  Fine.  No more kissing her with my lips, from this point on,”  the current DADA 
professor agreed. 
 
“‘Girls’ night’?”  Remus enquired, bewildered. 
 
“I’ll tell you later,”  Kathleen soothed him, patting his arm. 
 
“—You will not!”  Severus snapped, scowling down at the woman.  He barely managed to 
confine his retort to Hermione.  [God, the last thing I need is Lupin laughing for a year and a half 
over the thought of me waxing my legs!] 
 
The look the Defence Mistress gave him was not cheerful or friendly.  It was remarkably cold and 
calculating.  For a fraction of a second, it trickled a chill down Severus’ spine.  But only for that 
fraction of a second.  She blinked an instant later, and her look softened instantly, making 
Severus wonder if he’d been seeing things. 
 
{No…you’re not seeing things,}  Hermione disagreed softly in his mind.  {I saw it, too.  The last 
time I saw that look on her face, it was the day of the Final Battle, in class.  Harry had failed to 
defeat her Leinshu, and she looked…cold.  Dark.  Not…not evil, exactly, but definitely darker-
souled than expected.} 
 
[Or perhaps darker-souled than she pretends to be.] 
 
{No need to get too snarky; you’ve never had exclusive rights at hiding who you are.  You’re a lot 
lighter-souled than you’ve pretended to be, after all.} 
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[…Shite,]  Severus swore softly, a frown pinching his brow.  [I just had the urge to warn 
Remus…] 
 
{Poor baby,}  Hermione sympathized.  Well, half-sympathized, half-laughed. 
 
“Tell you what; I’ll only tell him after he’s gone through the same things,”  Kathleen proffered, 
recapturing their joined attention. 
 
“Thank you.”  Unable to help himself, Severus glanced at the frowning werewolf standing close 
behind her.  “…I suggest sticking to pastels when he does; he’s definitely a ‘summer’.” 
 
All the way down in Exeter, Devonshire, Hermione howled her laughter into her pillow, muffling 
her overwhelming mirth to keep her parents from waking up from it.  Smirking slightly, black 
eyes gleaming with humor, Severus gave both of them a mock bow and took his leave, cloak and 
robes fluttering in his wake.  He wanted to get the hell out of there before Remus could demand 
an explanation from either of them. 
 
Sometimes it was fun to be a confidently masculine man…or even a lesbian in a man’s body… 
 
CXIII. 
 
Time flew, once Hermione returned to Hogwarts.  It flew on a Firebolt hit with a Hastening 
Charm. 
 
The sparkling blue potion was indeed a gender-swapping aphrodisiac once examined under the 
effects of the concentrated adimeresphere light, resulting in an enticing, somewhat messy 
celebration of swigs of it—she insisted they had to test the effects of the potion empirically, for 
absolute verification of its properties—interspersed with slices of Chocolate Suicide.  Deliciously 
messy, as they were eaten off of each other’s navels.  Her ‘juices’ project, highly complicated 
though it was turning out to be, also proceeded quickly enough once the assembly line was set 
up…and once the feedback to her own genitalia was carefully dampened to a much more 
tolerable level.  It was too hard to concentrate on something as simple as breathing, let alone 
walking, talking, and acting normally with multiple versions of her clitoris being stimulated all at 
once. 
 
Oh, and there was the problem of the origami yoni that Severus had managed to craft for himself, 
one with full sensitivity, yet small enough for him to secret in his teaching robes.  H e tormented 
her occassionally during his and other classes by stroking it—ostensibly stimulating her so that 
her other paper pussies produced extra dew via sympathetic magic, but she knew.  Oh, yes, she 
knew.  The wastard was deliberately trying to give her a screaming orgasm in one of her classes.  
Any of her classes.  Preferrably his, but she knew he’d settle for melting her mind during 
Arithmancy, or Care of Magical Creatures, or Runes…  She threatened him with a lingam version 
of the same spell, and he behaved.  Mostly. 
 
They experimented for several exhausting hours one Saturday night with several variations on the 
quasi-autoerotic orgy theme:  Severus-as-Hermione, Hermione, and one of the doppleshells, first 
as a male, then as a female; then they experimented with both of the doppleshells at the same time 
in a foursome, exploring every other quasi-autoerotic orgy variation they could dream up, three 
men and a woman, three women and a man each taking turns at one gender or the other.  She then 
researched the Japanese Ichinadi potion, successfully replicated it, and spent an incredible hour in 
her lover’s arms, reliving the breaching of her virginity—the right way this time, in love and 
tenderness.  Hermione carefully refrained from thinking any surface-thoughts on how Severus 
cried in her arms afterwards in regret and relief, so that he wouldn’t be embarrassed by his excess 

of emotion; she contented herself with holding him, and drying her own cheeks discreetly on his 
hair.  They also tested their second batch of Anima Vigo, and had a grand time clawing up the 
bedding in the first guestroom, and tested the bondage-frame. 
 
They even, at Hermione’s insistence and Severus’ reluctant agreement, garnered after she 
presented to him a thesis essay on the matter and a list of research materials culled from several 
books both from their private collection and the school’s library, attempted another ouroboros 
layayoga.  This time, the intent was to restore and recharge the failing powers of the 
adimeresphere.  Hermione plastered his bedchamber with images and writings detailing the 
device and placed the box and its pineapple-faceted gem beside them on the bed.  With so many 
symbols of the thing everywhere they looked, it was a lot easier to keep their conscious, sub-
conscious, and wishful thoughts on the task at hand.  The resulting glow was blindingly powerful, 
and there had been a bit of a scrum—ending in squinting laughter—as each had vied to be the 
first one to shut off the bloody, blinding thing.  Severus gave her top marks for the project, then 
teased Hermione that she was beaming brighter than the refreshed ‘sphere, in her happiness at 
their success. 
 
And they dreamed, together.  From just a few nights of shared dreams to tide them over the Easter 
holidays, each of them had quickly become addicted to the feel of the other’s presence in their 
mind, as they fell asleep each night.  Sometimes in their dreams they’d talk, disjointed 
conversations that meandered wherever their sleeping minds would take them; other times they’d 
make love, and yet more times were simply spent in the two lovers wandering the fickle 
dreamscapes of their combined imaginations, just to spend time together.  By day, Hermione 
continued to play the eager know-it-all student, focusing ever more steadily on her classes and the 
approaching Nastily Exhausting Wizarding Tests, while Professor Snape snarled and sneered his 
way through his classes—and occassionally smiled, usually when secretly toying with that 
origami yoni, or deliberately making his students uncomfortable with his deliberately 
unpredictable displays of niceness—but by night, the two of them grew closer, physically, 
mentally, and emotionally. 
 
One drawback reared its head early on, in their nightly dreamscape visits; the night before she left 
Exeter, Hermione’s mother pulled her aside and told her in hesitant, awkward words that she was 
‘making noises again’ in her sleep…and that Hermione really ought to stop sharing thoughts with 
her lover, if she meant to return to Hogwarts with ‘those sorts of dreams’ running so vocally 
rampant through her head every night.  An embarrassed, flustered Hermione decided to take the 
precaution of wrapping her dorm-room four-poster in a silencing charm each night from that 
moment on, just in case she and her midnight lover were in the mood for ‘generating noise’.  
Wisely, it seemed; there was more than one occasion, as the days and nights ticked away all too 
fast, where both of them woke in their respective beds each morning to find they were lying in a 
distinctly damp spot at about the midpoint in the bedding.  Not every shared dream involved sex, 
but their libidos were running decidedly high. 
 
Hermione threw herself into her extra-credit projects, utilizing some of that energy in crafting 
contraceptive potions to accompany her other, more experimental philters, writing up essays on 
everything she had done, and researching and practicing all she wanted to do for his birthday-
weekend, on top of her usual mountain of homework.  Under such an onslaught of activity, 
March easily dissolved into April, and certainly came faster than either of them wanted.  The days 
of April, too, flicked by like someone leafing through the pages of a book bent casually between 
their thumbs…and then it was there before them:  April 14th.  The one hundred fourth day of the 
year. 
 
Never had Severus looked forward to his birthday so much, before.  Never had he dreaded the 
coming of his natal day this much, either.  Normally, he loathed it as a silly custom, since he’d 
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hated his life for too many years.  Not this year.  Not when he had—cliche though it was—so 
much to look forward to in his future, thanks to her presence in his life.  Conversely, it was the 
start of his last weekend in her arms until after the end of the school year, and that was something 
he was not eagerly anticipating.  In fact, Severus could say with all honesty that he hated the 
thought of parting his mind from hers, now that she had become so much a part of his life. 
 
For Hermione, her stomach churned with a nervous swirl of eagerness, anticipation, excitement, 
dread, and the first twinges of depression.  She looked forward to sensing secondhand his intense 
pleasure at her gift to him, and she knew she was going to enjoy their last weekend together, but 
it was going to be their last weekend together for quite a while.  The weekend after this coming 
one, she’d lose her ability to hear his thoughts at a distance.  A week after that, neither of them 
would be able to read each other’s minds at a touch.  Once both levels of mental intimacy faded, 
they would have to wait an entire cycle of the moon before they could perform the ritual again.  
But even then, they’d still have to wait another cycle-plus beyond that, until she had actually 
taken her N.E.W.T.s and graduated from the school, before they could perform the ritual again, 
resurrecting their mental intimacies. 
 
The thought of being without his presence in her mind, just a moment’s thought away whenever 
she wanted to share something, was depressing.  She tried to remind herself to look upon it as a 
test of her character; Hermione was a Gryffindor, and Gryffindors were brave and 
adventuresome.  They didn’t whinge when the going got difficult.  Unless one listened to Ron and 
Harry whinging about the sharp increase in homework in all of their seventh-year classes, that 
was. 
 
She consoled herself as much as possible with the knowledge that, after the school year was over, 
she’d have him back in her mind once again, and busied herself in the meantime with all the 
schoolwork she could handle.  Luckily, or perhaps unluckily, her teachers insisting on obliging 
with that lattermost challenge.  The amount of homework steadily increased, the lectures in 
classtime intensified, and more than one student wound up being sent to Poppy Pomfrey, 
Hermione not the least among them, multiple times for Wrist-Right potions to ease their 
inflamed, overworked tendons from all the note-taking and essay-writing they were having to do.  
And not a few of them—not including Hermione—were sent to the Infirmary for calming 
draughts to sooth away pre-N.E.W.T. hysteria. 
 
Severus, the wastard, not only insisted on lecturing to his classes in increasing amounts—he knew 
very well what his voice did to his secret lover—he carried his torment one step further.  On the 
day before his birthday, he welcomed his first-period Advanced Potions class into the dungeon-
level laboratory with his usual impatience, set them to work on the mid-stage portion of their 
current project, bottling wealth—Ron Weasley was being extra, extra careful in the preparation of 
his potion, much to the Potions Master’s secret amusement—and settled down at his desk, 
ostensibly to grade papers.  Every now and again, his gaze would stray to a certain, curly-haired 
Head Girl, still seated directly in front of him, but with a new lab-partner.  He’d taken pity on 
her—or maybe it was out of jealousy, for her previous Ravenclaw partner hadn’t been completely 
discouraged in his attempts to chat her up—and rearranged everyone’s lab partners once more at 
the start of the new term. 
 
Harry now sat beside her at the lab table right at the front of the classroom.  The Boy Who’d Won 
wasn’t overly happy about being stuck right under Severus’ beaky nose, and neither was the 
Potions Master all that thrilled with the younger man’s proximity, but Hermione’s presence made 
up for it, in his opinion.  Ron got a Hufflepuff partner, Draco was paired with the Ravenclaw 
who’d been Hermione’s partner, and his students had settled in to their new combinations fairly 
well in the past month or so. 
 

Watching her now, as she moved methodically through the chopping, grinding, pouring, 
measuring, stirring and mixing stages of the potion, Severus decided it was time to act.  He’d 
finally gotten his hands on a ring that held a wand-wallet charm like Hermione’s—or rather, like 
the Defence Mistress’—and flicked his hand now, summoning the ebony shaft under the cover of 
his desk.  A murmur and a swish, and his students relaxed slightly, going about their business 
with the brisk efficiency expected of seventh-year Advanced Potions students.  They wouldn’t see 
or hear him for the next half-hour, unless he spoke out loud, shattering the charm. 
 
Annointing his fingers with cool liquid from the bottle on his desk, Severus wiped some of the 
last of his caecuspiritu supply across his brow, then opened the placket of his trousers, shifting 
the folds of his frock-coat out of his way.  His erection bobbed into view, freed from the black 
wool confining it.  The sight of all the other students almost deflated him, for he wasn’t into 
exhibitionism…but there was a certain illicit thrill to the situation, and Severus allowed himself 
to revel in it.  And he was safely tucked under the edge of the desk.  Dipping his fingers into his 
professor’s robes, he fetched the box holding his version of her reconstructed origami yoni spell.  
Opening it, he stroked the realistic representation of her curly-haired mound, tickling the tip of 
his finger through the lifelife, warm, damp folds.  A glance up from the box showed the real 
Hermione shivering in response.  Good; the spell was still active. 
 
Gently taking the yoni out of the box, Severus lifted it to his mouth.  An inhale pleased him with 
the ripe scent of her folds; a slow, savouring lap of his tongue as his thumbs held back the 
realistic copy of her nether-lips pleased him even more.  Across from him, Hermione blinked and 
shuddered, her hands faltering as she prepared the next set of ingredients.  Harry shot her a 
puzzled look, but shrugged it off.  Until he did it again, and again, and again, and her eyes flew 
wide in shock. 
 
{S-Severus—what the hell are you doing?}  she demanded unsteadily, looking  around the room.  
{Where are you?} 
 
He removed the Transfigured object from his mouth with a last, lingering suckle, and lowered it 
to his lap.  [At my desk, right in front of you, concealed by a spell.  Relax, love, and earn your 
detention the hard way.] 
 
She bit her lip, losing more and more of her concentration on her potions project, as she felt him 
impaling her wanting, needy, thoroughly wet core.  Damn him, and his possession of one of her 
paper pussies!  He slid the damned thing up and down, around his shaft, simulating a slow 
thrusting through her opening.  It was a little strange, because while she could feel him through 
the first third or so of her flesh, there was nothing to be felt deeper in her body, closer to her 
womb. 
 
For Severus, the transformed origami formed a wet, hot ring of soft flesh, coating his shaft with 
her juices, perfuming the air around him with her desire.  Clenching his jaw, he worked it faster 
up and down, hips twitching a little with the urge to thrust into the thing.  He watched, potion 
cooling on his forehead, as Hermione’s body trembled, then bucked a little.  She bit her lower lip, 
breathing fast, desperately trying to focus on her potion.  Severus toyed with the representation of 
her clitoris, and heard the delicious sound of a tiny, tortured whimper. 
 
“Hermione…are you alright?”  Harry whispered at her elbow. 
 
She wanted to reassure him that she was fine, just fine—oh, god, any more ‘fine’ and she’d be 
screaming with each thrust!—but Hermione couldn’t bring herself to do it.  Whimpering again, 
she shook her head.  A swirl of the wastard’s thumb on her proxy-clitoris had her knees buckling.  
Dropping onto the seat of her stool, she gripped the edge of her lab table. 
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“What’s wrong with you?”  Harry asked in a tight little whisper.  “You’re acting very strangely!  
You have to add the grated manticore skin, now!” 
 
{God-damned, mother-sodding, sneaky little Slytherin!!}  Hermione snarled mentally as she did 
as Harry commanded.  Six, no, seven stirs counter-clockwise, three and a half stirs clockwise—
she just managed to get the ladle settled back on its holder, when he started twisting her paper 
pussy around and around, with each simulated thrust.  “—Ahhhh!!  Goddammit!!” 
 
Her climax quaked through her body, dropping her head and arms onto the tabletop.  Somehow, 
Hermione kept the rest of her moans and exclamations confined to shuddering sobs, burying her 
flaming face in the tangle of her forearms and her curls.  Shamelessly, her tormentor kept 
thrusting into her, until she heard in her mind his own grunt of pleasure.  Severus whispered the 
Coital Cleansing Charm, but did not remove her paper phallus from his slowly deflating shaft.  
Instead, he snugged it down around the base of his manhood, and tucked himself back into his 
trousers.  Composing himself, he wiped the caecuspiritu from his forehead, clasped his hands 
together on the surface of his desk, and gave her a glare. 
 
“…Are you quite finished with your little bout of hysteria, Miss Granger?” 
 
All the students in the classroom jumped, suddenly aware again of his presence.  It hadn’t been 
invisibility, per se, so much as simply his being forcefully overlooked by dint of the spell he’d 
whispered.  Severus smiled slightly, coldly. 
 
“While it is not uncommon for seventh-years to have nervous breakdowns as their N.E.W.T.s 
approach, I expected better of the Head Girl.   Thirty points from Gryffindor, and a detention.  
You will spend all of tomorrow night cleaning cauldrons in this classroom, starting at 8 o’clock.  
Do bring your toothbrush, Miss Granger…as you did once before.  And if you ever profane a 
deity’s name in my classroom again, you will find out what Quickenbee’s Magickally-Quik 
Cleaner tastes like, firsthand.  Get back to work!” 
 
She couldn’t even lift her head from her lab table, yet.  Not while feeling him snugly pressed up 
into her like that, however much it was still by proxy.  {You bastard!} 
 
[…Happy Birthday to me; Happy Birthday to me…!]  Severus sung-smirked in her mind. 
 
She choked on a snort of laughter.  Struggling to control the absurdity of the moment, she 
composed herself carefully, lifted her flushed face, and resumed the steps of the composition of 
her potion project.  {You’re a day early!} 
 
[Well, I won’t be seeing you tonight, and I won’t have you in any of my classes on my birthday 
tomorrow, now will I?]  he countered with as much aplomb as he could, considering the hot 
warmth of her proxy-genitalia was making him hard and hungry again.  A moment of thought, 
and he concealed himself from the rest of his students with another whisper, daubing his forehead 
with another smear of the liquid that would keep the portraits in the classroom from noticing him, 
before unbuttoning his trouser-fly once again.  [Hang onto your knickers, Hermione; I predict 
you’re going to have another pre-N.E.W.T. nervous breakdown, very, very soon…] 
 
{Oh, god…} 
 
[Extra credit, if you can finish your potion correctly under the onslaught of my lusts,]  the wastard 
dared to tease, before resuming his thrusts.  Vigorously. 
 

{Oh, dear god!} 
 
CXIV. 
 
The doppleshells, Hermione learned the next night, could recall previous stretches of 
programming when bidden to do so.  Enough so that she simply had to order it to clean the 
cauldrons as it had cleaned the bottles of yak vomit with her Transfigured toothbrush, supervising 
it for a little while to make sure it could handle the task, before she and Severus could retreat to 
the Chamber of Reflection.  They did so content that their doppleshells—with his own set once 
again to overseeing hers—would be able to finish out the detention with no one the wiser. 
 
Ordering Severus to strip and prepare himself for his birthday present in his bedroom, Hermione 
hurried to the lab where her assembly line waited.  It had been wrapped in an olfactory-bubble 
that had kept the room carefully free of any…distracting…scents all this time, causing her lover 
to mutter and glare at her whenever he was in this room.  She had also—cruel woman that she 
was—warded everything against his touch, preventing him from fiddling with her experiment, her 
dozens of origami yonis, or even sneaking preview-samples of her brew. 
 
The entire experiment covered five of the eight tables in his private lab; the other three held the 
preliminary stages of the Wolfsbane potion.  Of course, two of those five tables were covered in 
dwindled piles of pre-prepared ingredients, while two others had the various different stages of 
self-spelled preparation underway.  The fifth table had the twelve origami yonis, glittering with 
collection-spells, suspended over glass funnels tucked into large bottles wrapped in the faint, 
golden glow of preservative spells. 
 
*********************** 
 
“You know,”  the lime-green elephant working over at the Wolfsbane potion tables muttered in 
an aside to her purple ostrich assistant,  “that Professor Snape is an extremely bizarre man.  
Imagine having a fetish for…for bathing in feminine secretions!” 
 
The ostrich shuddered, ruffling his eggplant-and-lilac feathers and settling his glasses more 
firmly on his beak, before skinning the last of the mandrake root in front of him.  “Utterly 
reprehensible, if you ask me.  The whole logistics are just…squicky!  I’d rather skip on to the next 
chapter, I think.  I’m just glad my sense of smell as a bird is terrible!” 
 
“Lucky you,”  the pachyderm snorted as she tried to chop up the last of a bowlful of shrivelfigs 
with her huge, flat feet, a long and most tedious process for her species.  “My entire trunk is an 
olfactory processing center.  If Miss Granger hadn’t kindly blocked off all of the smell, I’d be 
shuddering in horror every time I had to come down here to work out my detention—there, the 
last bloody shrivelfig!  Shall we escape this madhouse and move on to the next chapter then?” 
 
“Quite; let’s hurry, before he decides to tie up and spank the poor girl, too,”  the ostrich agreed 
dryly, and tipping his mandrake root slices into a neat little pile next to a bottle of brown recluse 
spider venom, followed his four-footed friend from the room; one wing flicked out just before he 
vanished from view, silently inviting anyone who wouldn’t be interested in reading this next, 
salaciously lengthy bit to move along with them, too…  
 
*********************** 
 
It was, beyond all contestation, the most complex, multi-disciplined, cohesive piece of magic 
Hermione had ever pulled together.  It involved calculations in Arithmancy, Transfigurations, 
Potions-brewing, Runes marked on parchment affixed to the various bits of equipment that were 
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designed to control the stirring and heating and cooling Charms necessary.  There was even a bit 
of Astronomy and Divinations tied into it, too, since production had needed to be stopped for 
several days of the previous week, while she’d been menstruating.  Not because the charmed bits 
of folded paper had produced that particular liquid, but for quality-control reasons, since the 
viscosity had changed a day or two beforehand, and couldn’t be resumed until the day after. 
 
Now, she went to each stage of the process and altered the controlling Runes with a stroke of an 
ink-brush, making sure that they would finish whatever they were working on at that moment, 
and yet start nothing else that was new.  There was but one more thing to do after that, and that 
was to prepare the method of delivery.  Taking down a large glass ewer from one of the 
equipment shelves, Hermione cleaned it carefully, consulted one of Severus’ spellbooks, and 
charmed it to link directly to each of the dozen carbides.  So long as there was something liquid in 
the large, cylindrical bottles, it would be instantly transferred to the ewer for decanting.  The spell 
required a pair of gemstones, one per carbide and one each for the ewer, and included a stopper-
effect that would keep the ewer only partway full, never drawing too much of her dew from their 
funnelled containers for her to handle, nor wasting it in an unnecessary overflow.  A bit of copper 
wire laced around the outside of the bottle tied in a warming charm, too, ensuring that the liquid 
would be delivered at body-temperature for her lover’s further enjoyment. 
 
There was a part of Hermione that was a little put-off by the idea of anyone wanting to swim in 
her sexual secretions.  But it was his birthday, and his shameless, lustful anticipation seeped 
through the link between them, exciting her own body second-hand.  Stoppering the pitcher, 
Hermione double-checked everything to make sure no steps had been left out.  She wasn’t going 
to skip a step, no matter how eager he was making even her feel about his impending gift. 
 
[—I’m ready, my love,]  Severus told her.  He was in the master bedroom, settling his stripped 
and cleaned frame into a ceramic, claw-footed tub, the old-fashioned kind with the sloping back 
that he’d Transfigured into existence in front of the crackling hearth.  Minus a drain-hole.  The 
marble tub in his bathroom was just a little too large for the amount of liquid that had been 
produced, and he didn’t want to waste any of it accidentally going down the drain before he was 
ready to stop enjoying his present, should the stopper come loose. 
 
{Coming, Sev,}  Hermione sent back, and received a wicked chuckle at the inadverent pun.  
Blushing, she carried the ewer out to the living room, where she paused long enough to strip off 
her clothes.  Donning her school robe, she Transfigured it into a white, one-shouldered Grecian 
gown, the toga kind that deliberately bared one breast.  With just a few haircare charms, fixed up 
most of her curls on her head, leaving the rest to cascade over her bare and clothed shoulders in 
chestnut ringlets. 
 
[Are you going to give me my birthday present or not, woman?]  he demanded impatiently in the 
back of her mind. 
 
{Hold your metaphorical horses,}  Hermione chided him, lifting the large glass ewer onto her 
shoulder.  {I’m wrapping it up for the special presentation!} 
 
[I don’t want it wrapped; I want it poured all over me!] 
 
She eyed her cloth-draped legs, debated for a moment, and tapped the skirt scandalously short.  
Then changed her mind and slipped out of it.  {Packaging and presentation are part of the 
pleasure, Sevvy.  Not to mention the anticipation being heightened by the delay.} 
 

[Now, now, now!]  Severus knew the demand was petulant, and borderline whingey, but he 
delivered it with a laugh, and a slap of the curled rim of the tub.  [My arse is getting cold, resting 
against all this porcelain.] 
 
{Patience.}  Out loud, she asserted,  “Accio bondage clothes!” 
 
The door to his wardrobe, bedroom, and the right-hand hallway all banged open.  It didn’t take 
long for her to don the tangle of leather, the ankle, wrist, and throat collars, or to redon the toga, 
this time transformed to a more demure two-shoulder toga to hide the underlying leather straps.  
That left the collar and four cuffs visible, but that was what she wanted to show, for now. 
 
[Get that liquid in here now, woman!]  Severus demanded imperiously.  [Or do I have to start 
whipping you, to get you to move faster?] 
 
Combined with the feel of the leather webbing her body, that made her undeniably wet.  Ewer 
once again balanced on her shoulder, Hermione hurried to the bedroom, closing doors as she 
moved to keep out any drafts.  The last thing she wanted to do was give her lover a cold, after all; 
it wasn’t chilly down here, given the time of year, but it was cool, and he’d soon be quite wet… 
 
Severus enjoyed the sight of her as she entered his chamber, collared and clad in such sparse, 
scanty attire.  He’d seen the bits of leather that had flown out of his chamber; he knew what she 
was wearing underneath that soft drape of white.  Anticipation indeed had him trembling upon a 
knife’s point, but he affected a scowl as she dropped to her knees beside the tub and prostrated 
her forehead to the floor, ewer set down beside her for the moment. 
 
Her voice was husky with desire, love, and obeisance as she murmured, “I am here at your 
command, my Lord and Master, to obey your every depraved desire.” 
 
He quickly tightened his buttocks against the urge to ejaculate precipitously.  “Your outfit 
displeases me!” 
 
Hermione lifted her head from the floor, blinking.  “You do not like it, Master?” 
 
“Do you not know my tastes by now?”  he demanded querulously, flicking his wand out of his 
wallet-ring.  Secretly enjoying the view he had of her leather-bound breasts, thanks to the 
drooping neckline of the toga-dress.  “Black, you impudent slave!  Not white!  Accio paddle!  
Alapat glutea!” 
 
The leather paddle whipped out of the still-open wardrobe door, and smacked hard into her 
buttocks.  Hermione cried out, lowering her head and flinching deliciously as the paddle struck 
again, and again. 
 
“Bring that cunt over here!”  Severus ordered her as he paused the hovering paddle with a gesture 
after the fifth hard swat. 
 
A shuffle of her knees swung her rear end over to the side of the bathtub, well within his reach.  
Lifting the skirt out of his way, he slid his hand down her strap-covered curves, and slipped his 
first two fingers between her netherlips, coating them briefly before plunging them into her 
depths.  He shuddered, perineum desperately tightened into a dry orgasm, at how hot and wet she 
was. 
 
Yanking his fingers free, Severus shouted,  “Alapat veneris!”  and sucked them clean, groaning at 
the taste of her while she yelped under the rapid strokes of the leather side of the paddle.  He 
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enjoyed the sight of her near-prostrated body, pausing the paddle now and then so he could stroke 
her flesh and keep her desires roused seepingly high, licking his fingers after each pass of his 
hand through her curl-covered folds.  That gave him an idea. 
 
Waiving off the paddle, Severus aimed his wand at her toga, Transfiguring the color to black.  A 
second tap turned the material gossamer-sheer, veiling and displaying her considerable charms at 
the same enticing time.  A third bit of magic removed the straps underneath the toga, returning 
them to the wardrobe.  Trailing the tip of his wand through her folds, he tapped her dew-soaked 
curls a fourth time as she shivered in uncertain anticipation, and pronounced a variation on one of 
the spells he’d learned at girls’ night.  “Radevenera!” 
 
Hermione yelped, as the shaving charm denuded her pubic mound from anus to bikini line in a 
sudden, stinging prickle of magic.  Then gasped as his fingers slid over her unexpectedly smooth 
skin, massaging her loins.  A groan escaped Severus, and he flicked his wand again impatiently. 
 
“Wingardium leviosa!” 
 
She yelped a second time, this time from the way the magic lifted her right off of her hands and 
knees.  Under the aim of his wand, she drifted up over the rim of the tub, hovering over his 
recumbent body.  His hands parted her thighs, pulling her into his face, his nose, his lips and teeth 
and tongue.  It didn’t take long for his hungry attack to make her shiver and shake, crying out in 
rapture.  Grasping the rim of the tub, Hermione lowered herself firmly against the pull of the 
spell, and swallowed his prick.  His pleased groan against her mound was encouragement enough. 
 
Finally, he pushed her away, righted her body, and demanded impatiently,  “Pour it!  Pour it, 
now!” 
 
Picking up the ewer as she panted, trying to catch her breath, Hermione complied.  Pulling the 
crystal stopper from the mouth, she hefted the large, wire-wrapped decanter and aimed the first 
stream at his throbbing, rampant penis.  Warm, musky liquid splashed over his erection, making 
him shout and thrust—and snap his wand at her. 
 
“Alapat glutea!  Over my face, you imbecile!”  her beloved Potions Master snarled, as the 
hovering paddle obeyed his enspelled command.  The round, black strip of leather struck her 
buttocks hard and fast, the rapid smacksmacksmacksmack making its target catch her breath.  
Hermione wasn’t misled; she knew that first gushing pour over his prick had excited him, but she 
quickly shifted herself closer to the head of the tub, and poured her essence over his upturned 
face, pouring as smoothly as she could despite the whacking presence at her backside.  The thick, 
almost wholly transparent liquid coated his closed eyes, thin nose, and parted lips in a glossy 
sheen, trickling onto his shoulders as she poured; its musky scent billowed up from the warmed 
liquid, cloying the room in a blanket of feminine sex and lust.  Shifting carefully, Hermione 
poured the seemingly endless stream over his hair, his shoulders and chest, down over each leg 
and back up to his arms. 
 
A strangled cry escaped Severus as the scent and sensations overwhelmed him; his hand quickly 
seized and stroked his twitching shaft, and jets of milky liquid joined the nearly clear dew in 
coating his skin.  It was a good thing she was no longer pouring the liquid over his face, for his 
breath heaved and gasped, and he choked on what he hadn’t completely swallowed, as it was.  
Hermione, following his sub-thoughts, coated his shaft with another pouring, keeping his fingers 
well-lubricated as his orgasm went on, and on, reducing gradually from jets to spurts, from spurts 
to trickles of ejaculate.  A twitch of the ewer splashed his stomach and sternum, then his chin and 
lips once more, giving him another half-drowned taste.  In reward, his free hand flicked his wand, 
ending the constant paddling of her now thoroughly reddened, burning-hot buttocks. 

 
His hand left his prick, joining the other one in rubbing their way up his abdomen, mixing his 
semen with her essence.  Flicking out his wand, he unleashed her hair, prodding her with a semi-
coherent thought into moving.  Obedient to his sub-thoughted wish—it was his birthday, and she 
wanted to make sure he enjoyed every last thing he desired—Hermione stepped into the tub, 
lifted the ewer over her unbound curls, and poured a stream of the warm, smelly, musky stuff 
over her hair and shoulders, splashing it against her gauze-draped breasts, trickling it over her 
shoulders and down her back. 
 
“Yes…yes!”  Severus growled, sitting up and grasping her hips, pulling her down to her knees, 
impaling her slippery flesh on his still-hard shaft with just a moment’s adjustment. 
 
One thrust, two, three; Hermione shuddered and moaned, turned on by his excitement as the 
contact between their bodys increased her sensitivity to him tenfold.  She was aroused on her 
own, too, somewhat involuntarily, by the scent of so much tangible desire in the air.  His hands 
dipped into the cooling liquid puddled around his thighs, smearing it up under the sticky folds of 
her slave-toga, cooling and stimulating her tenderized nether-cheeks.  Tipping her head back, she 
closed her eyes, poured the viscous liquid into her own mouth, then quickly set the ewer down on 
the chair  he had set next to the tub to serve as an impromptu table; reading her sub-thoughts, 
Severus rose up to meet her eagerly as she dipped her head and kissed her lover.  Sharing what 
she hadn’t yet swallowed. 
 
Groaning at the taste of herself so blatantly upon her lips, Severus came a second time, grabbing 
her hips and grinding into her.  Pulsing deep inside her body as he swallowed her dew, he licked 
and bit at her mouth, his climax shuddering through him in prolonged, bone-deep pleasure.  
Dragging the wet folds of her toga up over her body, Severus tossed it with a wet slap onto the 
burgundy carpet, one of the few, undistracted corners of his mind praying it left a permanently 
fragrant stain on the soft, dark red fibers.  Naked save for the collar and cuffs, Hermione slithered 
over his torso, both of them too slippery now for her to find an easy, stable purchase.  Severus 
grasped her under her thighs, holding tightly enough to bruise, and rocked her against him. 
 
Whenever the liquid cooled and turned tacky against their skin, drying, Severus nudged her 
mentally into pouring out more.  The puddles at the bottom of the tub pooled up around his legs, 
her knees and calves.  It sloshed with each rocking thrust, and made it easy for Severus to twist 
them over, bouncing her halfway up the sloped back with each upward lunge of his groin as he 
lay over hr, only to let her slither back down with each pseudo-withdrawl before thrusting her up 
again. 
 
Hermione smoothed his damp, clinging hair back from his face.  Flattening his hair like that, as if 
her juices were brill creme, only accented the harsh angles of his face.  He wasn’t cinema-star 
gorgeous; he wasn’t attractive enough for a soap-opera star—he wasn’t even rock-star rugged—
but to her, with his love for her burning in his dark gaze, his sallow face flushed and twisted with 
the depths of his arousal, glistening with her artificial juices, he was the most striking, handsome 
man she’d ever seen. 
 
Gazing up at him, Hermione lifted her hand to his damp, sticky jaw.  He turned and pressed his 
lips to her palm, nuzzling her with his nose as his hips stilled, his heart more interested in her 
thoughts than his flesh was interested in her body.  {I love you, Severus…} 
 
[Hermione,]  he breathed, sub-currents of thought and emotion swirling around her in a mental 
embrace.  Dipping his head to hers, he kissed her, slipping damply over her body as he clung to 
the bathtub’s curled rim for purchase.  [I love you more than my life, my blood, my magic…] 
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{And I, you,}  she agreed, muscles trembling at the verge of another rush of pleasure.  {I want…I 
want everything about you—everything that is you—I want as many years with you as Flamel had 
with his wife!} 
 
[Flamel…?] 
 
{Philosopher’s Stone…six hundred plus years…move move move!}  Hermione half begged, half 
demanded, squirming under him.  Chuckling, he complied.  She sighed, then choked on her 
pleasure as he slipped one hand between their sticky-slippery bodies, teasing her clitoris with a 
swirling nudge. 
 
Severus, too, trembled with the force of his desire.  His mindvoice aroused both of them even 
further as he murmured with each slippery-sticky thrust,  [Imagine me…doing this to you…for the 
next six hundred years…!] 
 
A keen escaped her throat as Hermione arched her head back, overwrought by the image. 
 
[God, I love the way you squeal in your pleasure,]  Severus muttered, dipping down to suck some 
of her manufactured essence from her throat as his hips continued to pump into her.  [Like you’re 
wound up so tight inside, your voice becomes a pressure-valve, and I know it’s then that I’ve 
brought you to a boil.] 
 
Shuddering down the far side of her orgasm, Hermione scraped her nails lightly down his back, in 
the way that she knew he liked.  {…So I’m some sort of fine draught for you to brew?} 
 
[The perfect brew,]  he breathed, swirling his tongue over the pulse at the base of her throat—and 
grunted as his climax caught him by surprise.  So did hers, swept up in the secondhand trigger of 
his own.  When the pleasure faded, Severus had sagged on top of her, doing his best to ignore the 
strain in his back as the bend in the bathtub forced it up at an awkward angle.  The rest of him 
was sated, content, and restful, after all.  And sticky.  Very, very sticky.  Experimentally, he lifted 
one of his arms from her ribs, and heard the prickly sound of their skin pulling apart.  [Urgh…] 
 
Hermione giggled.  It was a tired sound, because she was simply too sated to put much effort into 
it, but she giggled all the same.  {Poor baby.} 
 
[When I envisioned my birthday present, I certainly didn’t envision this aspect,]  he muttered 
defensively, prying himself off of her belly and breasts, before flicking out his wand.  He didn’t 
clean them up, however; instead, he Transfigured the tub a little wider and sloshed onto his back 
next to her, dropping the ebony shaft back into its wallet-ring again.  A groan escaped him as his 
lower back slowly relaxed from the pressure of its previous position. 
 
Scooping his fingers through the fragrant, clear stuff, he trickled a bit of it up over his chest, then 
rubbed it into his skin.  Shifting her head, Hermione glanced down the length of his torso.  Sure 
enough, his manhood, flaccid only moments before, was trying to stiffen.  Operative word, 
‘trying’…  She relaxed against him again.  {This is a bit of a true fetish for you, isn’t it?  As 
opposed to just merely being kinky.} 
 
He smiled slightly, scooping more of the viscous liquid up onto his nipples, lazily circling the soft 
little discs of flesh.  [Alright, Miss Granger, since it’s a part of sexual activities, and sexual 
activities are very much a part of your Eromancy project…what are the differences between 
something that’s kinky, and something that’s a fetish?] 
 

{I do love your Professor’s tone,}  she murmured, twisting onto her side so she could face him 
and cuddle against his side.  Her hips and legs slid easily, but her back had to be peeled off the 
porcelain slope of the tub.  {…Something that’s kinky is something that adds to one’s sexual 
excitement.  It’s not absolutely necessary to have present for arousal, but it doesn’t detract, 
either.  A fetish is something that automatically causes arousal, and in most cases the object or 
action is required to be present to some degree for any sexual arousal to take place.  Your 
addiction to my feminine essence is right on the border between the two, I’d say.  It’s not 
necessary for you to become aroused, but its presence automatically arouses you.  Kinky stuff 
doesn’t always cause arousal in someone, while a fetish automatically does.} 
 
“Twenty points to Gryffindor for your astute ability to succinctly describe and define selected 
vocabularly, Miss Granger,”  murmured the man at her side, tipping his head her way with a 
smile as he finished speaking aloud.  […How was that for carefully describing and defining your 
reward, without letting on what sort of vocabulary we were discussing?] 
 
{It was very astute,}  she praised, shifting closer to kiss the tip of his nose.  He twisted onto his 
own side to assist her, and there was an awkward moment of knees bumping, before she solved 
the matter by lifting her left leg up over his right knee, which he slipped between her thighs. 
 
[Minx.]  Swirling his fingers through the liquid down by their legs, he lifted his hand to her lips, 
coating them.  Leaning in, he licked the flavour from her skin.  [I believe I am going to exit my 
natal day about as raw as I did the morning after I promised to drive you insane with pleasure.] 
 
{Ooh, Goody,}  she drawled back, scooping up a bit of her dew so that she could daub it on his 
nose.  The way he crossed his eyes, trying to watch her lick it off of that protruding appendage 
again, made her giggle. 
 
[That tickled, young lady.  I should be the one laughing, not you,]  Severus muttered, his dark 
eyes gleaming with amusement. 
 
{Not if you could see your eyes crossed like that!}  she retorted, and shared with him the memory 
of how absurd he looked. 
 
Severus flushed in embarrassment, but smiled wryly at the memory-sight.  Her chuckles warmed 
his heart, so he deliberately crossed his eyes again.  And found himself delighted at how easily 
she collapsed against him in gales of laughter from something as simple and yet powerful as 
abandoning his dignity and pride.  All for her.  Lifting his hand to her cheek, he caressed it—well, 
as much as he could, given how sticky they’d grown as the liquid had dried—and met her gaze 
when she opened her eyes in curiosity, sensing his sub-thoughts. 
 
[You are the best birthday present I could ever have, Hermione Granger.]  Lifting her head 
slightly, he rubbed the tip of his nose against hers, then slid their mouths together.  He lowered 
his hand to her breast, then grimaced mentally as his caress was foiled by the tacky liquid 
covering it.  [Damned stickiness…I think it’s time for me to lick your body clean.  On my bed, I 
think; I’d like my sheets perfumed with this scent.] 
 
Peeling herself out of the tub, Hermione gave him her hand to help him out.  He arched his brow 
at the role-reversal, but accepted it, stepping out of the tub like a, well, like a naked, sticky, hair-
plastered prince.  He scowled at her for the sub-thought comparison, though there wasn’t much 
heat in it. 
 
[That’s hardly a flattering image of your beloved on his birthday, my dear,]  Severus chastised 
her.  He released her hand, flicking out his wand to clean himself up a bit.  “Virilis mu—“ 
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Hermione caught his wand-hand, preventing him from finishing the Charm.  “I would rather lick 
you clean, if you don’t mind.” 
 
“I…you…”  Severus stared at her.  [You want to do that?] 
 
She was quite aware of his aroused sub-thoughts at the idea; moments before, the possibility had 
been merely a wistful little wish, but it had caught her attention all the same.  {I wouldn’t  mind,}  
she admitted truthfully.  {And more to the point, I can sense it’s something I know you’d love.} 
 
Studying her carefully, Severus sampled her sub-thoughts, aided by the way her fingers clasped 
his wrist.  [It’s not your top choice of things to do…but it is somewhat near the top, isn’t it?  And 
you’d really do it for me, wouldn’t you?] 
 
In answer, she pulled his hand close to her mouth, bent her head, and licked the outer edge of his 
hand, from his wrist to the tip of his little finger.  He shivered under the touch.  Hermione licked 
her lips, savouring the taste of herself on her tongue, and did it again.  {Mmm…it just might move 
a little higher on my list.  Because I think I just might taste better on you than I ever did on me.} 
 
[‘Mione,]  he breathed, and allowed her to lead him to his bed, where she flicked out her own 
wand, tossed back the covers with a simple movement charm, and pushed him down onto the 
sheets. 
 
Once he had settled there, she licked him literally from head to toe.  Or rather, toe to head, 
starting with a worship of his long, narrow feet, his slightly bony ankles and lean, hard, ticklish 
calves, making him laugh and squirm whenever she neglected to use a firm, steady touch.  Then 
to his somewhat knobbly knees, and the firm thighs above.  Skirting his erection, Hermione 
lapped her way up his abdomen, making sure to tickle his sides and swirl her tongue through the 
dip of his navel several times.  She avoided his nipples as well, moving on first to one arm, then 
the other, then tickled the column of muscles and tendons that made up his throat. 
 
Nudging him onto his back, Hermione licked Severus from his nape to his heels, lapping 
methodically at his skin.  The backs of his thighs were a little hairier than she’d realized, and he 
almost kicked her in the head when she licked the backs of his knees, reflexively doubling back 
his leg out of sheer ticklishness—Severus apologized quickly for it, for he knew from her own 
mind that tormenting him in that way hadn’t been her intent.  Hermione wisely forewent lapping 
at the soles of his feet, and had her lover turn over again so she could lave those few parts she had 
skipped, earlier. 
 
The experience was a little unusual, for Severus.  Rather odd, really; he’d never before been 
pampered and worshipped like this, laved and licked literally from scalp to sole, at the absolute, 
undoubted center of a woman’s loving attentions and focused ministrations.  Hermione literally 
pursued his every last sub-thought of pleasure as she suckled his nipples, kissed the line of his 
ribs, and nibbled on the jutting presence of his erection.  But as enjoyable as her mouth could be, 
he didn’t want her to suck him to completion.  Mindful of his wishes, Hermione pulled back after 
a little while, tapping his rampant flesh lightly with her wand. 
 
“Virilis mundic.” 
 
Magic sparkled across his skin, scrubbing him clean and unsticking the black locks of his hair 
from his scalp.  Severus sat up, guided his lover into the warm spot on the sheet where he’d lain, 
and did his best to copy her every move.  He licked his way from scalp to sole, turned her over, 
and laved his way from feet to forehead, giving her the same emotionally focused concentration.  

Giving her the same worshipful attention.  When Hermione vaguely protested, mostly in sub-
thought, he responded, 
 
[…Nonsense.  It’s my birthday, and I’ll do whatever I want to do.  If I want to worship you, then 
that’s exactly what I’ll do!]  Pulling back, he flicked out his wand and tapped her pubic mound.  
“Muliebris mundic!” 
 
{Why did you clean me?}  Hermione asked, curious. 
 
[Because it doesn’t taste as good stale and dried as when it’s fresh and moist,]  he admitted, 
parting her thighs with his hands, before settling his upper body between her pale, soft-skinned, 
lower limbs.  His thumbs travelled along the seam of her smooth-shaven nether-lips, then pulled 
them back to either side.  Exposing her feminine secrets.  [And I’d rather taste the rest of my 
birthday present when it’s very, very fresh…] 
 
His thoughts alone were enough to make her damp, despite the thorough cleaning the Cleansing 
Charm had given her flesh.  The intensity of his dark stare was enough to make her belly clench, 
as he stared at her femininity, devouring it just with his gaze.  Severus’ thumbs pulled her a little 
wider, exposing more of her flesh, as her uteral muscles contracted again. 
 
[Such an eager little mouth…pursing itself, hungry for something to fill it…]  A pause, a soft, 
helpless moan, and he buried his face in her quim.  His nose and tongue plundered her crevasse, 
evoking a fresh outpouring of her essence, her dew.  The artificial version was an extremely close 
match, but this was the real Hermione’s juiciness he was sampling, and it wasn’t just the taste, it 
was the warmth, the texture, and the littles shivers of pleasure incited by the feedback of her sub-
thoughted pleasures.  Hungrily, Severus sought more liquid, more texture, more, more more… 
 
Hermione panted, squirming under his fervent touch.  She reached down and caressed his soft, 
spell-cleaned locks with both hands, then tugged with increasing impatience at his hair, until he 
grunted something against her flesh.  Her arms and legs snapped instantly wide, yanked into place 
by silvery ropes binding the cuffs at wrists and ankles to the four posts of the bed.  The sub-
thoughts that swirled through her lover turned dark, then.  Wickedly dark.  Another murmur, and 
her legs jerked up, the ropes now hauling on her ankles until her legs were doubled over her head, 
still splayed.  The silvery cords attatched themselves to the same posts that anchored her hands.  
{…Uh, Severus?} 
 
[Time for the next stage of my birthday present,]  was his drawled reply.  “Alapat veneris!” 
 
The paddle whooshed through the air, and smacked onto her nether-lips.  Hermione squeaked in 
shock from the impact—not that the blow surprised her, but because it stung that much—then 
panted as the leather toy started smacking into her again and again at a speed of roughly once per 
second.  Her lover climbed off the bed, fetched something from his wardrobe and came back, 
giving her a wicked little smile as he trailed the black suede straps of the multi-tailed flogger 
through his left hand.  Climbing onto the bed, Severus summoned his wand from its ring once 
again. 
 
A gesture rearranged the straps, splaying her legs further out to either side in an upright vee.  The 
vulnerability of the new position to the paddle’s blows against her femininity made her grunt with 
each slap.  Briefly touching her calf, Severus reassured himself that she was enjoying the pain, 
was deriving more pleasure from it than discomfort.  Dismissing the paddle for the moment, he 
trailed the suede straps through his hand one more time, then snapped the soft, broad, black 
strands down onto her body, between her legs.  The straps stung from breasts to diaphragm, 
making her jump and moan from the differences in the new attack. 
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The sound of that moan made him hot; he wanted to plunge into her, and adjusted himself on his 
knees.  And quickly discovered discovered he had to squirm and splay his knees uncomfortably 
wide to get even close to the right position.  Backing off, Severus thought for a moment, then 
reactivated the paddle, smacking it into her mons veneris to ensure a good, nerve-tingling blush 
was raised while he was elsewhere.  Scrambling agile off the bed—thank god he wasn’t wearing 
the body of a forty-two year old, anymore!—he quickly padded out to the second bedroom, 
shrank the bondage frame, and levitated it into his bedroom.  Severus didn’t want to move the 
action out of his bedroom; he wanted to keep these moments here, where he could torment 
himself at leisure with these memories for masturbation purposes later on, when she was gone. 
 
Hermione listened to him rearranging furniture, cleaning and unTransfiguring the tub, which 
turned itself back into a tapestry that he reaffixed to the wall.  That damned, delicious paddle 
stung her nether-flesh in a steady whack whack whack the entire time, as he leisurely restored the 
bondage frame to its proper size and positioned it between the bed and the hearth.  She could 
sense some of his sub-thoughts, damn him; aside from the way he was humming ‘Happy 
Birthday’ under his breath in distracted little snatches, she knew he wanted her as aroused as 
possible for what was about to happen. 
 
A flick of his wand released her limbs, and paused the paddle in its ministrations, sending it to 
one side to await orders.  Another tap released the cuffs from her body, as Hermione groaned 
softly in pleasure at being able to relax her body into the bedding.  Until he leaned over her and 
hooked a finger into one of the snaffle rings on the leather collar still circling her throat.  “Get up, 
little loveslut,”  he orderd her, murmuring the odd, gruff endearment.  “Your Lord and Master 
wants you bound in that frame.  Now.” 
 
{Oh, god, I’m such a pathetic discipline junkie!}  Hermione mock-groaned as she scrambled off 
the bed and over to the frame, stepping up onto the broad edge without any hesitation.  Then 
grimaced and hopped down again.  {—Sorry, love, have to take a potty break.} 
 
[I’ll wait.  But be quick about it; you don’t want me impatient on my birthday.] 
 
She hurried through the necessary task as quickly as she could.  A quick cleaning charm ensured 
she would be pleasant for her lover, but by the time she returned to the bedchamber, the arch of 
his brow told her how impatient he was.  Hermione quickly hurried back to the frame, hopping 
into place with a breathlessness that stemmed as much from what was about to happen as from 
her haste to comply with his birthday wish.  {You know, you made me wet, ordering me about 
and threatening me just now.} 
 
[I know.  And I love you for it.]  Caressing the edge of the frame, Severus leaned in and kissed her 
mouth, then her forehead, before pulling back.  “By thy consent, I bind thee here, until ‘frogs in 
winter’ sets thee free.” 
 
Hermione shivered as the straps slithered out from the edges of the frame, tingling with magic.  
The first time she’d been in this frame, they’d not only had to perform sexually in front of a score 
of lustful, sadistict Death Eaters, they’d seen the raping and horrific death of the women victims 
around them.  The second time she’d been in this frame, Draco Malfoy had been trying to rape 
and magically bind her to him.  {Make all the bad memories go away, Severus…  Replace them 
with pleasurable ones, please.} 
 
[That is my exact intent.]  he soothed her, leaning in to kiss her forehead one more time.  [And 
now it’s my turn to disappear for a few moments.] 
 

{Subliminal message, eh?}  she teased.  He gave her a dirty look, but he smiled slightly as he did 
so. 
 
It didn’t take long for him to return, either.  A stroke of the frame, and she tipped over onto her 
back, her legs lifting up into the air in the same displayed vee as before.  Maneuvering around her 
and the frame—the straps simply vanished whenever they came within a few inches of his body, 
giving him total access to her flesh—Severus resumed the striking of the paddle on her tender-
pink genitalia with a mental command. 
 
Moving to stand by her head, he swung the flogger straps gently against her stomach and breasts, 
slithering them over her skin at the end of each soft smack, as he revealed his intentions.  […This 
time, it’s just you and I, alone in my quarters, where I am about to plunge you into the most 
seductive depths of pleasurable pain imaginable.  This time, I promise you will enjoy, without 
reservation, every single perverted, cruel, warped, sadistic thing I will do to you in the hours 
ahead.] 
 
The strong undercurrent of love underlying his dark-themed words formed a peculiar seduction 
all of its own.  She shuddered, moaning softly under her breath.  She wanted to tip her head back 
and open her mouth, to be at the right height to suck his prick, to be able to give him the level of 
pleasure he was about to give to her.  He sensed her unvoiced desire, but did not immediately 
comply. 
 
“Accio goblet,”  he commanded, instead, draping the flogger over one naked shoulder.  Stepping 
out of the frame, Severus caught the crystal cup as it came winging in through the bedroom door.  
Lifting the ewer for a moment, he poured himself a hefty dollop of her pre-brewed juices, while 
the paddle continued to smack, smack, smack into his beloved.  Stepping back into the box of the 
frame, he flicked the hovering paddle away and stroked the frame, flipping her over.  Another 
caress of the serpent-carved wood elevated her prone body so that her quim was level with his 
face.  She sent him a sub-thoughted enquiry, and he smiled.  In the kind of quiet, dark-toned 
murmur he knew she loved, he told her,  “Time for a taste-test, my puss.” 
 
Her legs jerked wide, the straps pulling her open to his gaze as he tapped the frame one more 
time.  Trembling in anticipation, Hermione felt the brush of his soft, black hair against her upper 
thighs, felt each exhaled breath as a puff of warm air over her damp, wanting flesh…felt the tip of 
his tongue flicking delicately at the juices smeared along her spell-shaved labia.  She heard him 
smacking his lips, then the sound of him taking a sip from the crystal cup, and doing the same. 
 
[Mm, they’re both very, very close to each other.  But then the potion in my goblet has been 
homogenized through a months’ worth of collection and stasis-enspelled storage, and the brew 
between your succulent thighs is freshly made, unique to today.]  A sip from the goblet, and he 
swirled the viscous, musky liquid around his tongue.  Dipping his head, he lapped another sample 
directly from her clitoris, enjoying the way she twitched and gasped, trying to squirm against the 
straps for more, more, more! 
 
Setting the goblet down on the nearby chair, Severus gave her more; he loved the feel of the 
pleasure that coursed through her body, even experienced secondhand for him, too much to not 
give it to her whenever the opportunity arose.  So he gave it to her, and gave it to her, laving and 
nipping and suckling on the pink-spanked flesh revealed to him by her frame-bound position, 
until she suffered four moaning, groaning, seizure-like orgasms, until the frame creaked under the 
force of her trembling.  Taking pity on her, Severus restored her to the previous position, lying on 
her back, legs pointed up and splayed wide apart—he took pity on her tendons and allowed her 
knees to be somewhat bent for comfort—and tipped her head back under the gentle but insistent 
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force of the straps bound around her forehead.  A second stroke of the frame lowered her down, 
down…there.  The perfect height. 
 
Almost perfect height.  He tipped her torso down a little more with another thought-controlled 
touch of the frame, and lifted her body in elevation just a little.  There.  That was the perfect 
angle.  Closing the last foot or so between them, he brushed her lips with the head of his penis.  
After so many orgasms in the bathtub, he had plenty of sexual patience now.  So, though the 
touch of her lips and her tongue upon his shaft as she willingly sucked him inside was very 
pleasurable, his head was still mostly clear. 
 
Certainly clear enough to reach down and pick up the goblet, transfer it to his left hand, and take 
up the handle of the suede flogger in his right.  “Alapat veneris!” 
 
The paddle smacked her in the pussy-lips once more.  Hermione grunted, but didn’t stop licking 
and nibbling on his shaft.  Smiling—smirking, even—Severus flicked the multiple strands of 
black suede, smacking them over and over into the tender flesh of her breasts, her belly, her 
upraised thighs.  Every time he reached for the lattermost target, he thrust into her mouth; every 
time he struck at the foremost, he withdrew until only the tip of his manhood was within suckling 
range of those beautiful, rose-red lips.  Desire prickled up his spine; this was an incredibly 
dominant thing to do, and she clearly loved it, shuddering with minor and medium climaxes.  He 
loved it, too, though he did pause in his stinging strikes of her flesh now and again to sip at the 
musky nectar in his goblet. 
 
[This is exactly what I wanted to do, for my birthday…  Dominate and discipline you, sip upon 
the heady flavours of your dew, and make you suck me dry,]  he observed, still smirking, as he 
struck her with the flogger again. 
 
{Mm, so happy to oblige you,}  his lover murmured back.  {God, you taste so good!} 
 
[Quite.]  Smiling, he experimented with different rhythms as the broad strands hit her flesh with a 
quick, ragged slap slap, slap slap slap , and the paddle struck her tender flesh with a more stately 
smack smack smack.  Occassionally, he would pause and sip at his unconventional drink, and just 
enjoy the pleasure coursing through both of their bodies, for neither the paddle nor the flogger 
were striking her hard enough to take away the equally unconventional pleasure of the 
experience. 
 
Finally, he dismissed the paddle with a flick, as she started wincing more often than shivering 
under its relentless, clockwork attack.  The act of pulling out of her mouth earned him a 
disappointed whimper from her.  {But…I thought I was going to suck you dry?} 
 
[With your other ‘lips’, my dear,]  was his reply, as he moved around the frame, the flogger once 
more draped over his shoulder, leaving his hand free to caress the blush he’d raised from breasts 
to what had once been her bikini line, before he’d spell-shaved it hairlessly smooth.  He enjoyed 
her shivering, as the blood raised to the surface of her skin caused each one of her nerve-endings 
to be so much more sensitive than before.  Indeed, her mound was quite rosy in colour; when he 
positioned himself between her thighs and trailed his finger between her literally swollen, 
reddened nether-lips, barely even brushing her clitoris, she shouted and jerked against her bonds. 
 
He trailed his fingertips again through her body, making her cry out and twist against her bonds.  
Then pried apart her nether-lips, and prodded her slick-weeping flesh with his erection.  
Deliberately nudging her reddened, sensitied clitoris.  Keening her pleasure, Hermione came 
harder than she could remember, harder than thought itself.  Just as she started to come back 

down again, she felt him pushing himself into her pleasure-wracked body, her position adjusted 
without notice during her delirium.  {…Oh, god, you fill me with heaven!} 
 
Clenching his muscles to stave off the approach of an orgasm, Severus seated himself more 
firmly in the sopping-wet channel of her vagina, until he could feel his scrotum touching her dew-
soaked buttocks.  Holding himself still, glad of the tightness of the straps preventing her from 
squirming precipitiously well, he flicked out his wand and summoned one of the candles from its 
sconce in one of the wrought iron stands illuminating the chamber from the corners of the room.  
Dropping his wand back into its wallet-ring, he caught the candle, and held it out over her belly. 
 
The first few drops made her flinch and hiss from the stinging heat, pattering as they did onto the 
skin around her navel.  That caused her inner muscles to clench, eliciting a soft groan from her 
lover.  A shift of his position buried himself deeper in her body, and allowed him to ‘paint’ her 
breasts with little rivulets of quickly hardening wax.  She clenched around him again, gasping, 
then hissing as he annointed first one areola, then the other. 
 
A streak of paraffin down her left thigh, letting it trickle perilously close to her crotch, that made 
her gasp.  A streak along the inside of her right thigh made her whimper.  Enjoying her reactions, 
Severus sprinkled more drops all over her flogged torso, then leaned his upper body back, 
awkwardly spread her folds with the fingers of his left hand, allowed a good amount of wax to 
pool around the burning wick…and drizzled the burning-hot liquid right onto her bared clitoris.  
Burning himself a little as the overflow spilled down either side of the little peak, searing the base 
of his shaft. 
 
Hermione screamed, her pain-pleasure orgasm was that intense.  She screamed and thrashed, 
actually shifting the bondage frame with a thump as her whole body convulsed—god, she was a 
vise!  Severus convulsed as well, barely having the presence of mind to cast the burning candle 
into the fireplace as the safest place to drop it, before gripping her hips and pounding into her.  
Her mind speared through his, one sub-thought alone making it through her otherwise mindless 
pleasure, stabbing free the words bound deep inside the most primitive parts of his brain.  As 
she’d asked him to do, all those weeks ago. 
 
“—God-sucking, mother-loving, bastard-fucking little whore!  Succubus, jezebel, shagging little 
pussy slut!  I’m going to impale you on my goddamned prick, you hot-arsed little loveslut cunt!”  
he swore, fulfilling her long-ago fantasy to hear him shout such nasty things out loud, and loud 
enough to make them echo off the walls of his chamber.  “I’ll give you three new holes, I’ll shag 
you so fucking hard!  I’ll whip you, and brand you, and make you scream my name, and fill your 
quim with so much—unh!—semen, you’ll be flooding…the…school…halls!—MINE!!” 
 
That last shout was so overwhelmed with both his darkest and brightest emotions—
possessiveness, love, lust, wonderment that she could want him to spew such base, vulgar filth—
it drowned the woman receiving the last, fulminating, slamming thrusts of his prick.  As she 
blacked out, Severus crumpled, jerking free of her body, equally overwrought.  Freed from the 
overpowering feedback of her flesh as he collapsed, he roused first, slumped awkwardly on the 
carpet, dazed and no little ashamed at what he had said, though not at what he had done.  And yet, 
when Severus shifted onto his knees, ready to stand and free his lover from the bondage 
frame…the sight of his semen seeping from her reddened, abused, glistening slit dragged a groan 
out of his chest, and drove his face right into her folds, pausing only to pull back and flick away 
the last bits of wax lingering on her flesh before diving right back in again..  
 
The object of his attentions woke with a hard shudder, orgasming right back into consciousness.  
The moment she calmed down enough to actively realize what was happening to her, and who 
was doing it, she flooded him with an outpouring of love.  Absolution, for the abuse he had given 
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her.  Absolution, for the things he had said and done.  Absolution, for the way she felt no shame, 
no recriminations, and in fact felt a deep gratitude that he could indeed let his self-control go that 
far, this night.  And let himself go so verbally.  So openly. 
 
All for her.  All because of her.  God, how he loved her! 
 
Severus discovered that it was uncomfortably hard to suckle on her loins while crying—
apparently, he needed his prodigious nose clear for breathing.  Shoving to his feet, breath 
catching in his throat as his eyes stung from the escaping tears, he managed to flick out his wand.  
“Accio healing draught.”  The small, pale blue bottle flew off the top of the bureau into his hand, 
as he moved around to her head and poured some of the precious, concentrated potion between 
her lips.  Setting the bottle on the chair, he flicked his wand again, speaking roughly between his 
undignified, embarrassing sobs.  “Muliebris mundic…mobilicorpus…  Frogs in…winter.” 
 
The bondage straps released her; a gesture from his wand floated her over to his bed, and released 
her.  Though her limbs were as weak as water from the draining, utterly sating experience, 
Hermione managed to find enough scraps of strength to sit up and hold out her arms to him, 
helping him to lie down beside her.  She drew the bedcovers up over both of them, cuddling with 
him as he wrapped his arms around her, crying as silently as he could into the mass of chestnut 
curls cloaking her shoulder.  Cradling him as much in her love and acceptance as in her arms, 
Hermione let him exhaust himself emotionally, ignoring the dampness imparted to the pillow 
under her head. 
 
[God…I am so unworthy of you…] 
 
{Bullshite,}  she countered gently, kissing him softly, sweetly on the forehead.  A flick of her 
wand, a soft-muttered command, and she summoned a handkerchief from his bureau drawers.  
Stroking his hair back from his face, Hermione waited until he had blown his nose and wiped at 
his eyes, then pulled him back down against her shoulder.  {I told you before, I alone will be the 
judge of that.  And I judge you eminently worthy, Severus Sebastian Snape…so happy birthday, to 
you.}  A stray thought crossed her mind, making her laugh softly.  {We can even do this again in 
half a year, on my own birthday…} 
 
[You’d want me to tie you up, paddle you until…and…you want me to scream obscenities at 
you?] 
 
She chuckled harder.  {Sweet Merlin, yes, if it can replicate for us what just happened!  You 
made me black out, Sev!  I’ve never cum so hard before—not even in the middle of an Aqua Vigo!  
Since the experience, while unbearably intense, didn’t give me a heart attack, a stroke or an 
aneurysm, why shouldn’t I crave to experience it again?  Not very soon, if I can help it,}  she 
admitted with Veritamoria-backed honesty,  {because I don’t want to get used to something quite 
that…intense…but yes, for my birthday this coming autumn would be very nice.  It could be 
something precious saved for special occassions.} 
 
He sniffed, wiped at his eyes again with a dry edge of the kerchief, and finally relaxed against 
her.  [I love you so much…  These next few months are going to be hell.  After this weekend, I will 
not dare to touch you, not even in the most casual and fleeting of publically acceptable touches.  I 
have little interest in maintaining self-control where you are concerned…yet we must refrain.] 
 
{It will be incredibly difficult for me, too.  I’ve grown rather addicted to my allotted doses of you; 
you’re like my foremost, favourite addiction, in a way.  Even moreso than books…} 
 

[That’s a bad analogy, ‘Mione,]  he muttered in her mind.  [Addictions are meant to be cured.  I’d 
rather I were an incurable disease, thank you.] 
 
That made her laugh.  Then yawn, pleasantly exhausted.  {…Happy birthday, love?} 
 
[Very]  he agreed, shifting closer in an undeniable snuggle, before yawning himself.  [Stay 
through the night…please?] 
 
{Your wish is…very much my desire,}  she returned, yawning again.  Turning in his arms so that 
she could face him as she slept, Hermione snuggled just as unrepentently close.  Sleep swiftly 
claimed them both. 
 
Until she jerked herself awake about an hour later, quietly slid out of the bed, quickly donned 
some clothes, doused her forehead with caecuspiritu from his stock of the potion in his private 
lab, and hurried up to the Potions classroom.  Where she wisely deactivated both necklaces, 
taking them with her as she hurried back down to his bed. 
 
Severus awakened halfway through her self-appointed task, disoriented, lonely, and abandoned.  
Reaching out for her mind had brought reassurance as to the nature of her absence.  Thankfully, 
welcoming her quickly undressed body back into his embrace was all he needed to be able to 
subside back into sated, drained slumber.  And all she needed to sleep long and deep was to feel 
the beat of his heart, as she pressed her cheek to his chest. 
 
CXV. 
 
Gryffindor beat Slytherin the weekend following Severus’ birthday.  It was an excitingly close 
match, too; Ginny Weasley managed to score an extra ten points just a fraction of a second before 
Draco Malfoy caught the Snitch, which was just a fraction of a fraction of a second before Harry 
Potter’s fingers had closed around the Slytherin’s outstretched hand, in his own bid to grab the 
silver-winged, fast-fluttering, little golden sphere.  The score, 230 to 220, was a very respectable 
near-win for the Slytherin team, and it was with actual sincerity that the green-and-silver robed 
flyers shook the hands of their red-and-gold opponents when they finally landed on the Quidditch 
pitch at the end of the game.  Well, sincerity for half of the players; Crabbe and Goyle were too 
slow to change their attitudes to appreciate the sincerity of the praise being offered to them by the 
Gryffindors. 
 
So Saturday was a scratch, when it came to either the Potions Master or the Head Girl being free 
for snogging.  Slytherin celebrated its near-victory, and the fact that their House now stood 
second only to Gryffindor in the House-points tally, and that by only thirty points behind.  
Gryffindor was thirty points ahead of everyone, and they were raucously celebrating the return of 
Ron’s hand, and with it his excellent Keeper abilities, despite the way Slytherin managed to score 
seventy points in the long, drawn-out game. 
 
Hermione had visited Severus on Friday, experimenting with the last of her project ideas:  a sixty-
nine kundalini.  After their practice with the ouroboros, the mutual lingam-yoni kundalini was 
actually attainable; it simply had to be done mutually.  With that challenge tackled, they spent 
some of their time bottling the last of her feminine essence and dismantling the spells used to 
procure it.  And then performed the sixty-nine kundalini again, “to verify the results”… 
 
So, on Sunday, with the last of her projects wrapped up, she visited him one last time for a tender 
bout of lovemaking, something reserved for just the two of them.  There wasn’t enough time for 
much else than a single, tender joining, and neither of them exactly felt as if the end of their 
physical relationship warranted a celebratory tea, but it was sweet, and and it was tender.  Both of 
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them struggled not to think about it being the last time for a long time, to just enjoy the moment.  
To worship each other. 
 
When their lovemaking concluded, he held her for a little while, then wordlessly urged her to rise 
and dress.  Donning only a dressing gown himself, Severus found himself hating every garment 
she donned.  Not because it was hiding the beauty of her nubile body, but because it was one 
more barrier between him and her presence in his quarters, the intimacy of her presence in his 
life.  He followed her to his sitting room, but caught her wrist before she could do more than 
reach for the Floo-pot. 
 
[Hermione…I know you have to go home when the end of the term arrives, and that you should 
have time alone with your family…but…  I want to visit you.  I want…I want our relationship laid 
out in the open, to have an end to the secrets between us.  I don’t want to have to hide, anymore.  
I know it will take some delicacy, to reveal what we share to everyone else.  I just…I don’t want 
you to get on the Hogwarts train,]  he murmured in her mind with unhappy honesty.  [Though I 
know for propriety’s sake that you must.  I…I just wanted you to know that.] 
 
Her eyes glittered with the prickle of tears, when she looked up at him.  {I don’t want to hide, 
either.  And I don’t want to leave you, either…but it will be a delicate thing to unravel, without 
damaging our situation.  I think…no, I know these next two months will be the hardest challenge 
of my young life, staying out of your arms.  Knowing…that I’m about to lose your presence in my 
mind—god, I feel like I’m about to have my arms voluntarily amputated!} 
 
[It’ll be the hardest challenge of mine, too,]  he agreed, catching her close.  Though his blood 
pounded in his ears, Severus could hear the ticking of the clock on the mantel.  Ticking away the 
last of their few precious seconds together.  Stiffening his resolve, he removed himself from her 
arms, and lifted the lid on the Floo Powder pot for her.  Watching her take a handful of the 
glittering green crystals, he said nothing as she cast them into the flames of the right-hand hearth, 
and muttered one last time, 
 
“…Potions.” 
 
A swirling flare of shoulder-high, emerald flames, and she was gone. 
 
{Oh!  Professor Frejne!} 
 
Blinking, Severus opened his mind to hers, sharing her senses.  She let him share them without 
protest, revealing the DADA professor perched teenager-like on one of the desks, an object in one 
slender hand.  A watch, from the look of it. 
 
“…Eleven seconds to spare.”  The blond Defence Mistress hopped down from the desk she’d 
been using, and tucked the watch into her robes.  Her light blue eyes met Hermione’s cinnamon 
brown gaze soberly.  “I am aware of how hard this will be for you, Hermione.  And you, 
Severus,”  Kathleen Frejne added politely as she stared into the younger woman’s eyes, as if she 
could see the dark-haired Potions Master also standing in front of her.  Ever since she’d learnt of 
the two of them together, when they were alone, she’d speak to both of them; it was an odd sort 
of courtesy Severus and Hermione both appreciated.  “And I’m proud of you, for being willing to 
go through the next two weeks of separation.  Er…my best advice to both of you is to immerse 
yourselves in your usual work.  Especially you, young lady; your homework has been slipping, 
the last couple of weeks.  I only received four extra inches beyond the twenty requested, in your 
last essay.” 
 
Hermione blushed.  “I’ll…I’ll do better, Professor.” 

 
“Damned right, you’d better.  I’ve got a running bet with several of the other teachers, over your 
extra-inches,”  Kathleen added, perking Severus’ attention as the two women headed for the door 
out of the classroom. 
 
“Oh?—Severus is curious, too,”  Hermione found herself confessing. 
 
“Yes.  I’m not supposed to tell you, of course, but the bet is to see which teacher gets the most 
number of extra inches in the essays they’ve assigned to you.”  Shutting the door to the classroom 
behind her, the Defence Mistress tapped the panel with her wand, setting a light locking charm 
over the wood.  “There, that’ll keep out most of the mischief-makers.” 
 
Hermione listened for a moment as they headed up the corridor towards the narrow stairs, then 
giggled.  “…Severus says to count him in, and asks what the ante and prize might be.” 
 
“The ante is ten Galleons, and the prize is the whole jackpot, of course.  And no fair writing yards 
of extra inches just for your beloved,”  the older woman added sternly, speaking under her breath 
as they mounted the steps.  Then winked at Hermione.  “Or for your favorite Defense teacher.” 
 
Grinning, Hermione followed her towards the main stairwell.  They reached the first-floor 
landing and had to wait as the staircases once again shifted themselves capriciously around.  
Kathleen eyed her for a moment, then leaned in close and added, 
 
“…I understand you’re done with all of your research into Eromancy, yes?” 
 
That made the Head Girl blush, but she nodded. 
 
“Would you…would it embarrass you too much if I could ask for a copy of your research papers 
for myself?” 
 
“Er…I think I’d be honored, actually.  Given how much you surely must know about the subject, 
from the Asian perspective,”  the Head Girl admitted, feeling her face flame with heat.  “Three 
copies are just as easy to make as two, I suppose.” 
 
“Excellent!  I look forward to reviewing your experiments,”  Kathleen told her, as their path up 
the stairwell turned favourable again. 
 
Flushed but pleased at the knowledgeable woman’s interest, Hermione mounted the steps towards 
Gryffindor Tower.  She might be leaving her beloved’s arms, but she had her N.E.W.T.s to study 
for, and that, coupled with her classwork, could be used to fill all the lonely days and hours that 
lay ahead of her.  She hoped. 
 
CXVI. 
 
The door to Severus’ office banged open, then slammed shut.  Hermione stood there for a 
moment, her hair dishevelled, her school tie hanging to either side of her half-unbuttoned blouse, 
which wasn’t tucked into the waistband of her skirt, and her knee-socks—the weather was 
apparently too warm for tights—slipping down her calves in a rumple of knitted navy blue. 
 
Without a word, she stalked over to him, vanished the arms of his chair with a flick of her wand, 
straddled the dumbfounded but unprotesting Potions Master’s thighs, and yanked on the fabric to 
either side of his placket.  Trouser buttons snapped and scattered, as the erection they had trapped 
sprang free of its unjust confinement.  Severus retaliated, sliding his fingers up under the pleated 
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folds of her skirt, grabbing the sides of her knickers, and ripping the seams.  She gasped as he 
yanked the fabric out from between her thighs, pulling harshly upward so that the white cotton 
knit would deliberately scrape against her clitoris.  Smirking, he tossed it on the floor, clutched 
her hips, lifted and pulled her those last few inches forward, and impaled her on his impatient 
flesh. 
 
Masculine moans and feminine cries filled the office, echoing off the ceiling.  They joined the 
squeaking of the chair, as she rocked over him.  The position was inadequate, though; grasping 
her around the waist, Severus heaved them both out of his chair, lurching forward just enough to 
drop her onto the surface of his desk, scattering essay scrolls and project papers.  Yanking her 
shirt open, popping more buttons that clattered over the stone floor, he untwisted the front clasp 
of her bra and plumped her breasts, devouring them as he thrust deeply into her core.  Hips 
grinding at the bottom of each deep stroke, Severus brought her to a tight, screaming orgasm, 
before shuddering his own release into her depths. 
 
Dragging her with him, he slumped them back into his chair at the head table, to the raucous 
cheers and deafening applause of the whole student body, and the cheers of his fellow 
staffmembers— 
 
[{Oh, shite!]} 
 
Severus jerked upright in his sub-dungeon-level bed, feeling the sheets pull at his flesh at groin-
level, stuck to his body by the liquid his body had just ejected.  Far away, up in the highest 
chamber of the girls’ half of the Tower, Hermione awoke with a pounding heart and a distinct 
awareness of the throbbing, aching, needy wetness between her legs.  {What…oh god…a 
dream…?} 
 
[…Yes, just a dream,]  Severus agreed shakily, struggling to control his own racing heart.  
Peeling back the sheets, he flicked out his wand and muttered the cleansing charm.  [I’m not sure 
if we should be doing even this much.] 
 
{There’s…there’s nothing in the Grimoires about dream-sex being a part of the requirements for 
prolonging the second-stage telepathic link,}  Hermione managed, as she steadied and calmed her 
panting breath.  {And, er…it is a way to relieve the sexual tension between us.} 
 
Slumping back against his pillows, Severus covered his eyes with his de-scarred forearm.  [Don’t 
remind me!  I couldn’t walk out from behind my podium all throughout your class this morning, 
for fear someone would notice the bloody battering-ram trying to rip its way through my trouser-
placket…] 
 
She giggled, and received a sub-thought glare.  It didn’t quell her amusement level by much.  {I 
was afraid to get up from my stool, for fear everyone would see the wet spot I’d be leaving 
behind.} 
 
A groan escaped him.  Shifting his other hand southward, Severus clasped his still-hard prick.  
[Succubus.] 
 
Lying back on her own bed, grateful she’d continued to keep the silencing sphere in place, 
Hermione slipped her hand down the front of her pajama bottoms, questing her fingers into her 
damp folds.  {Incubus.} 
 
[Mm, yes…I think I like that image.  A literal male sex-fiend, drawn to your innocence and purity 
for the sole purpose of corrupting you sexually…] 

 
Hermione laughed again, and gasped as the combination humor and the swirling of her fingertips 
rippled through her in a smallish but satisfying orgasm.  {Oh, god, yes!} 
 
He stroked his shaft, slipping the velvety-soft skin over the hard flesh underneath, squeezing the 
thickest part, and rubbing the ridge along the underside.  [I’d come to you in the darkest hours of 
the night, swoop down on you, and cover you in love-bites…] 
 
{I always secretly wondered if you were a vampire,}  she teased.  {Of course, I wouldn’t mind 
leaving a passion purpura or two on your own hide.} 
 
[A what?] 
 
{Muggle medical term for a hickey.} 
 
[…Ah.] 
 
{And if I were indeed a literal female sex-fiend, I’d be sucking the life out of you via your penis 
right now—Merlin, I love the feel of you in my mouth!}  Hermione gasped mentally, biting her 
lower lip to contain her moans.  She hadn’t put up the silencing charm, tonight.  Maybe…maybe 
she should just keep doing that until the end of the school year… 
 
He came, shuddering.  Semen spurted onto his chest and abdomen, where it lay in cooling, stringy 
puddles.  Panting, Severus waited a few moments before moving to clean himself.  Or rather, 
waited politely until her second, slightly larger climax finished rippling through her body, 
echoing through their bond and giving him a shudder from the delicious residue.  […This isn’t 
exactly keeping our minds apart.] 
 
{Mmm…no…but it’s relaxing me enough to go back to sleep.} 
 
Smiling, he lowered his arm, cleaned himself one last time, and drew the covers back up over his 
chest.  Twisting onto his side, Severus pulled one of the pillows on the bed into his arms.  [I’ll 
just pretend this is you that I’m holding.] 
 
{Remind me to prod the house-elves into giving me an extra feather pillow to hold, for myself.  
Goodnight, my love,}  she sighed, bundling and cuddling her own blankets. 
 
[Goodnight, beloved.] 
 
CXVII. 
 
[God, I want to fuck that sweet arse.] 
 
Hermione shot upright, peering wide-eyed over her shoulder at her Potions professor. 
 
Severus stared back, equally startled.  Only decades of deception as a Death Eater enabled him to 
mask his own surprise after a shocked, fleeting second.  It was the Monday they were supposed to 
no longer be able to hear each other’s thoughts, over a quarter lunar cycle from their final night in 
each other’s arms.  He hadn’t bothered to shield his thoughts from her, thinking that she wouldn’t 
be able to hear them anymore…yet clearly something had startled her.  [Hermione…you heard 
that?] 
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{Oh, shite.  Yes, I did.  You can still hear me?}  she asked, eyes widening for a moment before 
she narrowed them back to their regular, somewhat shrewd expression. 
 
His mouth tightened in a grim line.  [Yes.] 
 
Turning back to the ingredients cupboard, Hermione stooped and fetched out the supplies she 
needed.  {This is not good…} 
 
[Tell me about it.  The Grimoires said something about mutual masturbation being all that was 
needed, once the ritual was initially set, for the Veritamoria link to remain active.  Just as mutual 
masturbation with someone else is all that’s needed to break it.  Nothing was mentioned about 
dream-sex…though I’d much rather use celibacy than soil my soul by touching anyone else…] 
 
{Damn straight,}  she muttered fiercely, possessively.  Calming herself as she returned to her 
desk and her quizzical lab partner, she muttered something dismissive to Harry.  {Severus…I 
think it’s our nightly dream-borne activities, too.  I haven’t even touched you platonically since 
that night.} 
 
[I know.  We should try to not have dream-borne intercourse, tonight.  I’m not happy about that,]  
he confessed.  Or rather, groused.  [But it has to be done.] 
 
{Quite.  On the bright side, I should have my project ready to be handed in by Wednesday.} 
 
[Excellent!  I look forward to reading it,]  Severus praised her.  [Are you still going with the book 
format?] 
 
{There’s too much information to cram it into just the one scroll.  And this way, I can publish it 
after I graduate as a treatis on Veritamoria and Eromantic exploration.} 
 
[Do try to wait at least a year, before you attempt to distribute it beyond the eyes myself, Albus or 
Kathleen,]  he reminded her dryly.  [You didn’t put in anything related to your age, the dates 
involved, or your scholastic status, did you?] 
 
{Not a single peep.}  Something hit her in the back.  Turning around, she saw Draco eyeing her.  
His gaze flicked to the floor, then back up again, his pale brows raising slightly in emphasis.  
Stooping—crouching belatedly, as she heard Severus groan at the sight of her rump and the 
abrupt shortening of her hem via the position—she picked up the folded scrap of parchment.  
Returning to her stool, Hermione unfolded it under the cover of the table.  She didn’t want her 
lover to have to take points off her House for reading a note in class, after all. 
 
[What is it?] 
 
{Oh, he’s finished the last book on my recommendation list, and wants to know what else he can 
read to improve his character.} 
 
[Have I told you recently how much I appreciate your helping him?] 
 
{You can make it up to me in my dreams…oh, bugger,}  Hermione muttered, staring up at him.  
{We have to stop doing that, don’t we?} 
 
For a moment his gaze softened with regret, before hardening back to its usual classroom 
sourness.  [Sorry, love.] 
 

{Right.  Alright.}  Looking over her shoulder, she gave Draco a slight nod, letting him know 
she’d meet up with him later with the information he sought.  {Time to get my mind back on my 
work, then…} 
 
It wasn’t easy, but she managed to do so for the rest of the day, distracting herself with class 
projects, homework, and lots of studying for her N.E.W.T. finals.  She wasn’t the only one 
buckling down to the tedious task of preparing for the end-of-year exams, either; the common 
room in Gryffindor Tower that night was a bit quieter than usual, as each student realized they 
had less than two months to prepare for their final exams.  There was also less giggling that night 
than usual, up in the dorm room at the top of the girl’s tower…though she did see Lavender 
slipping into Parvati’s bed, and the rippling of a Silencing Sphere as it settled around the 
bedcurtains. 
 
Hermione couldn’t begrudge the two girls their chance to relax with a little mutual fun.  Doing 
her best to wall out every last wisp of thought in either direction through her link to Severus, she 
masturbated until she came.  That relaxed her into sleep, as intended. 
 
Until she realized it relaxed her right into her lover’s dream-arms.  They sprang apart guiltly, and 
retreated to their own dreams…only to meet up again.  Frustrated, they parted, only to meet again 
in the subconsciously linked corridors of their minds.  The way each of them kept losing an 
article of clothing didn’t help the effort to corral their libidos, for that matter.  It was not a restful 
way to sleep, and when Hermione woke in the morning and checked her face in the bathing room 
mirrors midway down the tower, she had faint but visible dark spots under her eyes. 
 
By suppertime, the Great Hall was quietly abuzz with how sour the mood of the Potions Master 
had become.  That night didn’t help, for it turned into a repetition of the same problem:  they kept 
returning to each other’s presence, though this night , too, they succeeded in avoiding having any 
dream-sex.  The cost to their restfulness was high, in the lack of anything resembling restful 
sleep.  Wednesday’s lesson was punctuated by dark glares and snapped words, and by supper of 
that day, too, it was widely, if quietly, lamented at how Professor Snape seemed to be reverting 
back to his original, sour, black-hearted, utterly gitty old persona.  Save for Hypatia, of course; 
the bright fourth-year remarked how it was probably just lack of sleep, pointing out the circles 
under the man’s eyes, which had added about five years to his apparent age. 
 
Retreating to her quarters after the pudding course, Hermione stuffed three of the four books she 
had made into her book-bag—keeping the original handwritten copy and stuffing the xeroxicum-
replicated ones into her worn satchel—and descended out of Gryffindor Tower.  When Ron 
questioned her on where she was going, she told him the truth; that she had an extra-credit project 
to turn in to Professor Frejne.  That satisfied him, though Harry teased her as she stepped out 
through the portrait-hole, asking her just how many extra project she was doing, in her final year. 
 
As Hermione had hoped, the DADA teacher was in her office next to her classroom, grading a 
stack of scrolls.  Lifting her braid-looped head—she looked like a blond Princess Leia, Hermione 
decided, trying to squash the urge to giggle—the older woman smiled at her.  “Hello, Hermione!  
To what do I owe this pleasure?” 
 
“My project paper, Professor.” 
 
“Excellent!”  Setting her quill in its stand, she shoved the scrolls untidily to one side and held out 
her hands mock-imploringly.  “Gimme gimme gimme!” 
 

 122



Hermione laughed, at Kathleen’s eagerness.  Coming up to the desk, she fetched out two of the 
three books.  “Here you go…and, erm…if you could deliver the other book to Professor Snape, 
I’d appreciate it.  I, ah, don’t think it’s wise for me to deliver it myself.” 
 
“Let me guess; afraid you’d be tempted to do something that would restore you to second-stage 
Veritamoria, if you got close enough to him outside of a classroom?”  the Defence Mistress 
teased her. 
 
Quickly looking around, Hermione made sure there were no portraits in the office.  Seascapes and 
a couple pictures of the African savannas, but no people.  She blushed, but faced her teacher.  
“Actually…we’re still at second-stage—it’s not what you think!”  she added hastily as one of 
those dark blond brows arched up.  “We haven’t physically touched each other since…since you 
escorted me back to Gryffindor Tower.  Not even a simple handclasp.  It’s…we, erm…did it in 
our dreams, you see…and that seems to have kept it going.” 
 
“…I see.  And have you tried to not ‘do it’ in your dreams?”  Kathleen drawled skeptically. 
 
That earned her an impatient look from Hermione.  “Have you not seen the smudges under our 
eyes?  He’s like a bloody heroine addiction, to me!  Only much more pleasant.” 
 
A snork-sound escaped the other woman.  The blond woman struggled to control it, then gave up 
and chuckled out loud.  “He certainly has the face for a heroine addict!” 
 
“That happens to be the man I love that you’re disparaging,”  Hermione retorted tartly, planting 
her hands on her hips. 
 
Kathleen held up her hand, warding off the Head Girl as she quickly smothered her smirk.  “—
Nothing personal, my dear.  So long as you’re honestly trying, that’s the important bit.  It’s…not 
usual for dream-sex to maintain the second-stage link, but it’s not unheard-of, either.  If you 
cannot resist over the next week, I suggest the two of you try drinking Dreamless Draughts.  You 
really do want to break the link before your N.E.W.T.s hit.”  She paused a moment, then added 
pointedly,  “You do know that the N.E.W.T. examiners test for all possible forms of cheating, 
including telepathy and other forms of mental contact with someone else?” 
 
“I didn’t know that,”  Hermione admitted, surprised.  “But I suppose it makes sense.” 
 
“Five points from Gryffindor, for being unprepared for your N.E.W.T.s…and ten points to 
Gryffindor for admitting your ignorance.  So long as you keep in mind that you don’t know it all, 
you’ll never be a true, pain-in-the-ass Know-It-All,”  the Defense Mistress stated, locking one of 
the two copies into one of her desk drawers. 
 
Hermione gave the older woman a rueful smile.  “I figured that one out years ago, but I thank you 
for the reminder.  I am who and what I am, after all.” 
 
“Well, I’ll take Severus his copy.  Are you off to the Headmaster, then?” 
 
“Yep.  I sent him a note, earlier, requesting a moment of his time.” 
 
“How about I come with you?”  Frejne asked, getting up from her desk.  “I can be on hand as a 
buffer, if the conversation starts getting a little…uncomfortable, and I can use Severus’ copy as a 
reference if needed, then deliver it to him afterwards.” 
 

She debated the offer, then nodded.  “That might not be too bad;  I mean, he is an old wizard, and 
a male, and someone I respect, and all of that means I’m rather nervous about being orally 
quizzed on the subject matter.” 
 
“And what am I, butterscotch pudding?”  her DADA teacher quipped.  She smiled to soften the 
sting of her protest, picking up the smallish, leather-bound tome.  “I know, I’m female, I’m 
young, and I know more than enough about this topic to not be flustered by discussing it.” 
 
“I do respect you,”  Hermione hastened to reassure her. 
 
“That’s good.  Let’s go; the more time we take away from my first-years’ lamentable excuses for 
essays, the happier I’ll be.” 
 
It didn’t take long for the two women to reach the statue of the gargoyle, nor to speak the current 
password that caused it to shift aside and reveal the turning of the stairs.  Mounting the steps, they 
knocked on Dumbledore’s office door, and entered when bidden. 
 
“Kathleen!”  the Headmaster exclaimed lightly, eyeing the DADA professor in bemusement.  “I 
know why Miss Granger is up here, but to what do I owe the pleasure of this visit from you?” 
 
“I’m aware of Miss Granger’s extra-credit project, and being something of an expert in the field 
myself, asked if I could have a copy of her research, and if she’d like me to be on hand as a 
means of verifying her research theories, should you have any questions,”  Kathleen returned with 
aplomb, as Hermione blushed. 
 
“Ah.  Er.  Lemon-drop?”  Albus asked both women, clearly flustered.  The Defence Mistress 
accepted; the Head Girl declined, handing over his copy of her work for the older wizard to 
review. 
 
The two witches settled into comfortable chairs that drew themselves to attention in front of his 
desk.  Hermione changed her mind about having a sweet and fetched a lemon-drop from the dish 
of candy on the Headmaster’s desk, sucking on the sour-sweet ball—horror of horrors, should her 
dentist parents find out what she was doing to occupy her attention—while both professors 
flicked through the pages she had written, examining the tables and charts she had compiled, and 
the diagrams she had filched from various sources. 
 
Bored, Hermione got up from her chair and wandered along the rows of bookshelves lining the 
Headmaster’s study.  When her eyes fell upon the spine of a familiar, dog-eared paperback, she 
took down How To Win Friends And Influence People and started skimming through the chapters 
and their rule-summaries to occupy her attention.  She was all the way to #7 of the section ‘How 
to Win People to Your Way of Thinking’, Let the other person feel that the idea is theirs, when 
Professor Dumbledore cleared his throat. 
 
“This is a, ah…a masterful piece of experimentation and research, Miss Granger.  Your, ah, 
‘phallic/essence proxy project’ is one of the most complex magical compositions I’ve ever read,”  
the Headmaster told her, as she hastily reshelved the book and returned quickly to her seat.  
“Forty points to Gryffindor, for successfully combining so many different branches of magic into 
the synthesis of a single spell.” 
 
“Thank you, Professor,”  she murmured, settling down next to Professor Frejne, who was still 
flicking through the pages, a thoughtful frown pinching the other woman’s brow.  “…Is 
something amiss, Professor Frejne?” 
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“No, no…I’d actually love to see you expand more upon this subject.  You have a gift for this 
subject—you know, if you do really well on your N.E.W.T.s, and sent this in as a part of your 
petition, it just might get you a scholarship to the Forbidden University’s Eromancy Department,”  
Kathleen offered, looking up from the pages.  “Certainly, I’d write you a letter of 
recommendation.  For any branch of magic that you’d care to study at the Forbidden 
University…with the exception of broom-flying and Quidditch,”  she teased.  “I hear it’s one of 
the few things you’re terrible at, or so I’ve been told.” 
 
“Well, I’ve gotten over my fear of flying in, erm, recent years,”  Hermione admitted, blushing hot 
enough that her cheeks felt like they were scalding.  “But…it’s not the sort of thing I’d do in 
preference over all the many other things I like doing much more.” 
 
“Yes, well, I’ll review your work more directly later on,”  the Headmaster interjected, bringing 
them back to the topic at hand.  “Kathleen, if you’d care to grade it yourself, I’ll use your score as 
a tie-breaker, in case Severus and I have any disagreements over each section.  Have you given 
the Potions Master his own copy of this work?”  Dumbledore asked Hermione. 
 
“Professor Frejne will be handing him his copy tonight.” 
 
“And, you’ll stop seeing him…intimately…starting with tonight?”  the Headmaster aksed her, his 
words delicate but his tone firm. 
 
Hermione blushed.  Before she could answer for herself, the Defence Mistress spoke on her 
behalf.  “They stopped seeing each other physically back on April 17th.” 
 
Dumbledore gave both women a sharp look over the brim of his half-moon spectacles, the last 
lingering traces of friendly dottiness vanishing.  “I was aware that Miss Granger would want to 
complete her experiments and turn in her paper, so I was lenient with their continued association.  
Do not play me for a fool, however; I am too strong a Legilimens to not realize the two of you are 
still mentally bound to one another.” 
 
Hermione hastily shut off every last scrap of her connection with Severus, as she hastily 
explained, her skin burning hot with embarrassment from scalp to breastbone, possibly even all 
the way down to her waist.  “We haven’t had se…er, physical relations in the past week-plus, 
Professor—honest!  But…because we’re at the second-stage, telepathic communication at a 
distance, we keep…meeting each other in our dreams.  We didn’t think that was enough to keep 
the link going, and thought it was harmless, but…it clearly isn’t.  So we’ve been struggling to 
avoid doing that…that sort of thing even in our dreams, the last couple of nights.  It’s…it hasn’t 
been easy, though we are trying.” 
 
“In most cases, dream-sex is harmless,”  Kathleen added matter-of-factly.  “Only in about ten 
percent of all cases of second-stage Veritamoria pairings can the couple maintain the intermediate 
stage through strictly dream-based copulation, without direct physical interaction with each 
other.” 
 
She alone of the three of them didn’t even turn slightly pink.  Hermione certainly did, and 
Albus’s face glowed red through the silvery white of his beard.  The Headmaster cleared his 
throat carefully. 
 
“…Ah.  Well, that could explain Severus’ return to his old, sourpuss demeanor, and the circles 
under your own eyes,”  Professor Dumbledore allowed, the skin at the edges of his long, silvery 
beard tinged almost as pink as Hermione’s own.  “Keep trying, young lady.  The link needs to be 

broken completely, now that your project is finished.  Else serious repercussions could fall upon 
Professor Snape’s academic career, and aspersions cast upon the mettle of your own character.” 
 
“I know,”  Hermione agreed, unhappy with the ruddy fact.  “We’re trying.” 
 
“Try harder.”  His firm command brooked no argument. 
 
“Yes, Headmaster.” 
 
Dismissed with a flick of his hand, Hermione accompanied Frejne down out of the Headmaster’s 
suite.  They parted company at the stairwell, Kathleen to take the spare copy down to Severus, 
Hermione to return to Gryffindor Tower.  Extra-credit projects ended, yes, with a bit of an anti-
climactic letdown, but she still had plenty of homework and reviewing left to do. 
 
CXVIII. 
 
He took her roughly, up against the wall.  Or maybe she was the one one who took him; they 
tumbled to the floor, wrestling for control, trying to see who would be the one on top.  Gravity 
spun away, as they coupled roughly, rawly, hungrily.  Mindlessly, in midair. 
 
Severus shuddered awake, hips still thrusting against the mattress under him, dampening it with 
the proof of his orgasm.  He could feel Hermione waking with a similar gasp, in a similar state of 
satisfied arousal.  Groaning, he buried his face in his pillow, wondering if it were possible to 
suffocate himself. 
 
They’d managed to last six of the seven required days.  She’d told him about Albus’ unsubtle 
command for them to end the Veritamoria between them.  Lying there in his bed, unhappy, 
Severus knew at least one of them would have to start taking  Dreamless Draughts.  [No dreams, 
no sex.  No sex, no link.  No link, no threat to our reputations, futures, and careers.] 
 
{Bugger him!} 
 
Hermione’s heated exclamation started her lover.  [I beg your pardon?] 
 
{Bugger the Headmaster!}  she clarified, pounding her pillow with her fist.  {He has no idea how 
fucking hard it is…oh, bad pun…to try and put an end to all of this!  How dare he make such a 
demand, until he’s been through the torment of it himself?} 
 
[Because he’s the Headmaster.  Your authority figure, and my employer.  I’ll take a Dreamless 
Draught tomorrow night,]  Severus told her.  [I’m not happy, but it’s the right thing to do—I hope 
you realize you’re turning me into a bloody Gryffindor, doing “the right thing” so much, of 
late…] 
 
Her smile was wan and wistful, in the darkness of her dorm-room.  {Sorry.} 
 
He couldn’t get very angry at her, though.  [Well…I suppose I do have Gryffindor tendencies.  
Enough to have almost been Sorted as one.] 
 
{Yes, well…oh, my…  Severus, did you really feel the hilt of the Gryffindor sword, in the Sorting 
Hat?  Or was that just the Staff of Slytherin?}  Hermione asked, curious. 
 
[No, I actually felt the sword, as well as the staff.  You say that like it’s significant,]  he returned, 
frowning as he shifted his head to the side, wanting to breathe a little more easily.  [Is it?] 
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{Well, Harry told me that Professor Dumbledore once told him that only a true Gryffindor could 
summon the sword from the Sorting Hat.} 
 
[Yes, and I’m a true  Slytherin, because I…oh.]  He felt his face heat at the implication.  [Oh, dear 
god—you don’t mean…?] 
 
{You chose to be a Slytherin, my love,}  she reminded him gently.  {And you chose to be one 
twice.  The first time was for the wrong reasons, but you know what?  I think you made the right 
choice, the second time around.  I can’t think of anyone better to lead your House out of the 
pitfall trap of assinine thinking that they’ve been caught in all these decades, thanks to 
Voldemort’s madness.} 
 
[Thank you for your vote of confidence, love,]  Severus returned, shifting onto his back with a 
groan.  And a grimace, since that smeared wetness through his bedding.  “Mundic…”  The sheets 
snapped straight and clean around him.  [I could’ve been another bloody Gryffindor.  Twice.  But 
I couldn’t chose any differently.  I wouldn’t choose any differently,]  he admitted to the both of 
them.  [I am the man that I am today, because of the choices—and the glaring mistakes—that I’ve 
made…and if I weren’t the man that I am today, I wouldn’t have you in my life.  Even if you’re 
not supposed to be in my head at…uhn…three-thirty-nine in the morning…] 
 
She sighed.  {Sweet dreams, Severus.} 
 
He snorted.  [Any sweeter, and I’ll have to start casting bloody anti-bed-wetting charms, to keep 
from waking up in a sticky, wet puddle every morning.  Goodnight, Hermione.  Try to get more 
sleep than me; you’ve got a nasty surprise quiz on Monday morning, in my class.] 
 
{I do?  Thanks for the warning, love.} 
 
Smiling, he closed his eyes.  [You’re welcome.] 
 
CXIX. 
 
It didn’t work.  It didn’t bloody, fucking work.  By the morning of Monday, May 9th, a full week 
later, Severus was still waking up at least every other night in a puddle of his own cum—even if 
only Hermione could recall the details of their lovemakings in their dreams—and he could still 
hear her thoughts echoing in his head all day long, unless they carefully shielded themselves from 
each other.  Frustration warred sharply, ambivalently, with frustration in his head.  But that 
wasn’t the worst problem. 
 
The worst problem was that the Headmaster knew.  Monday evening, an age-gnarled hand 
descended heavily on Severus’ shoulder, as the Headmaster left the head table following the 
devouring of his usual bowl of lemon sherbert for pudding.  Monday evening, his bearded mouth 
dipped close to Severus’ ear, as those aged but still-strong fingers tightened painfully.  “End it.” 
 
“—I’m bloody fucking trying!” 
 
Heat suffused his face, as all of the heads of those students still in the Great Hall turned to gape at 
him, their attention caught by his frustrated half-shout.  The Headmaster’s response to the 
outburst was only fitting, though it was an embarrassment to be the only Head of House to have 
fifty points taken off for using foul language in front of the student body in over two hundred 
years.  If the mutterings of the Hufflepuff ghost, the Fat Friar, were to be believed. 
 

Burying his face in his hands, elbows resting on the table as Albus moved off, Severus tried to 
pretend the rest of the world didn’t exist.  A hand touched his shoulder—his other shoulder—
making him flinch.  It was the DADA teacher, he saw, peering through his ring and littlest 
fingers.  She took the seat Ermengarde had already abandoned, eyeing him in concern. 
 
“…Want to talk about it?” 
 
“No.  I’ve been taking Dreamless Draught,”  he added without preamble, doing the exact opposite 
of his words.  Well, it wasn’t a lie, technically; Severus didn’t want to talk about it.  But they 
were the only two teachers left at that end of the table, and he knew she would understand his 
frustration.  Keeping his voice to the barest murmur, he confessed,  “It isn’t working.  Either the 
potion’s gone stale, or we both have to take it.  I’m going to have to brew up a huge cauldron’s 
worth in the next two days…but I don’t dare get anywhere near the girl, outside of a classroom.” 
 
She had to lean in close to hear his muttered words, and nodded in understanding.  “That’s an 
even rarer case, when blocking the dreams of one partner doesn’t work.  But it should work for 
both of you.  If you like…and to quell our employer’s potential misgivings…I can visit both of 
you at night, deliver the potion to each of you, and stand witness to your actually drinking it.  In 
case the old dingbat doesn’t think you’re actually, actively trying to break the link.” 
 
Sighing, Severus nodded.  “I’d appreciate that.” 
 
“You’ll owe me.” 
 
“…What do you want, a nice dress?”  He meant it sarcastically, but she took his offer at face 
value. 
 
“Sapphire blue this time.  And don’t forget the matching shoes.  Though I think I’d rather have 
any schoolboy anecdotes you have on Remus.  Pleasant ones, if you can think of any,”  she added 
dryly. 
 
“Still panting after the werewolf?”  he muttered under his breath. 
 
“Damn straight.  Though he’s still a bit too shy and insistent on being civilized.  I know there’s a 
decent amount of manly beast inside of him—” 
 
“—Please,”  Severus interjected, holding up his hand with a wince.  “It was bad enough I heard 
the two of you, that first night.  I don’t need any further insight into your relationship with him.” 
 
“As you wish.  Two days to make the brew, you said?” 
 
He nodded glumly.  “…And three more nights to clear the previous potion from my system.  It’s 
not recommended to be taken more than ten days in a row.” 
 
“Fair enough.  Let me know as soon as it’s brewed and you’re ready to go.” 
 
Severus caught her wrist as she stood, looking up at her.  “Thank you.” 
 
She smiled.  “What are friends for?” 
 
He almost replied that he didn’t know they were friends…but he supposed they were.  She 
certainly understood what he and Hermione were going through.  Even if it provided her with an 
indecorous gleam of amusement in those light blue eyes.  “I’ll let you know.” 

 125



 
It wasn’t until he heard her chuckling as she walked away that he realized his words could’ve 
been taken two different ways, over the completion of the brew, and in answer to her question. 
 
{Are you getting cozy with Professor Frejne?}  Hermione asked, face flushed with discomfort 
from the little tableau the two teachers had made.  Maybe even from jealousy.  Alright.  From 
jealousy, outright. 
 
[Not if I can help it.  I’m going to make a fresh batch of Dreamless Draught, and we’re both 
going to take it, once it’s brewed and I’m free to take another round.  She just volunteered to 
deliver it to both of us at bedtime, that’s all.] 
 
Hermione picked at the melted mess of her dessert, an orange sherbert.  {I can appreciate her 
helping you, but I’m afraid the frustration in all of this is making me prone to indelicate fits of 
jealous rage.  I know you’re not interested in her, but…you’re young and handsome, and she’s 
young and beautiful, and the contrast between your two colouring make you a gorgeous couple.  
And that makes me as green-eyed as Harry.} 
 
[I’m in love with you, dear.  Not her,]  he reassured her.  [A fresh batch of the potion for both of 
us should do the trick.]  A pause, then he added, flushing slightly,  [But for the next handful of 
nights…I won’t be able to take the potion…and I don’t want you to take it, either.] 
 
She sighed, resting her chin on her left hand, as her right twirled the spoon listlessly through the 
creamy dessert.  {Neither do I.  About the only good that’s coming out of our failure to break the 
link is that we won’t have to be celibate once we do for quite so long.} 
 
Rising, Severus exited the Hall, suppressing the urge to smile.  [Thank you for cheering me up.  
My dreams, eleven o’clock sharp, and bring a very long, green-and-silver scarf.  I’m going to 
bind you up with a big bow, then unwrap you as a post-birthday present.  Something to console 
myself with, and tide me over until you’ve graduated…when I can wrap myself in red-and-gold, 
just for you.] 
 
Though there was a fair bit of conversation still active in the hall as he swept out through the 
double doors, Severus could’ve sworn he heard her giggle, through it all. 
 
CXX. 
 
{[Oh, shite.}] 
 
Hermione and Severus stared at each other in dismay.  They’d decided by mutual consent to not 
contact each other until this, their first visual moment at breakfast on the morning that they were 
supposed to be free of the distance-telepathy part of their link.  Hermione had suspected as much, 
when they’d both continued to wake with damp loins and racing hearts.  {It’s not working, 
Severus.  It’s not fucking working!} 
 
The Potions Master shook his head slightly, just enough to set the no longer quite so greasy ends 
of his dark locks swinging over his wool-clad shoulders.  [No, it’s not…though I suppose there is 
a silver lining in even this cloud.  We’ve now confirmed beyond a doubt that the Dreamless 
Draught doesn’t suppress the actual dreams, so much as it suppresses the memory of one’s 
dreams.] 
 

{Oh dear,}  she managed to quip dryly, tremulously, tearing her gaze away from him and back to 
her scrambled eggs.  {Professor Snape finding the silver lining in a looming thundercloud.  Now I 
know the world is coming to an end!} 
 
He laughed softly in her mind, though his humor held the same grim edge to it as her quip.  [I am 
going to be up to my neck in trouble for this, the moment Albus figures it out.] 
 
{Well, it’s not as if we haven’t tried everything!}  she protested, stabbing at a piece of toast on a 
plate being passed down the table. 
 
[We haven’t tried…everything.] 
 
{Fine—it’s not as if we haven’t tried everything reasonable.  I don’t count shagging someone else 
to be a reasonable thing to do!} 
 
[Neither do I.  The whole idea is repugnantly distasteful.  I’ll try to make the Headmaster see 
reason, if he pesters either of us on this matter again.]  Though his stomach was twisting itself in 
knots, Severus forced himself to eat the melon salad on his plate.  [If we’re lucky—] 
 
“Severus, I want a word with you this afternoon.  As soon as your last class of the day has ended.  
My office, four o’clock sharp.”  The tone being used by the aged, bearded wizard two seats to his 
right was not the slightest bit dotty.  Nor the least bit cheerful.  Cold, distinctly cold, rather than 
warm.  It caused both Finnegan and Ermengarde, sitting directly to either side of Severus, to 
glance sharply at him in puzzlement. 
 
[Shite.]  Severus hid his disquiet, blotting at his lips with his napkin before responding.  “As you 
wish, Headmaster.” 
 
Ermengarde leaned over and hissed in his ear.  “Whatever did you do wrong?  I haven’t heard 
him that mad at someone since I accidentally gave the sundews extra fertilizer, and they nearly bit 
off my third-years’ fingers in their overgrown hunger, half a decade ago!” 
 
“It’s nothing you can help with, Ermengarde.  Though I thank you for your concern.”  He wanted 
to quit the Great Hall, stomach churning unpleasantly with the mingled flavours of honeydew, 
cantaloupe, and grapes.  Instead, he remained seated, quelling his nerves with a bit of toast.  Four 
o’clock sharp meant letting his last class of the day go early.   They’d probably faint in shock, 
being third-years.  Old enough to remember how nasty he could be, yet young enough to still be 
impressionable.  A pity he couldn’t impress on them the delicate dangers of his chosen 
profession… 
 
Sure enough, there were many bewildered pairs of eyes later on that day, when he ordered the lot 
of his students out of his classroom five full minutes early.  He waited just long enough to glare 
the last miscreant out of his classroom, flicked the door shut with his wand, and hurried into the 
storeroom to grab a fistful of Floo powder from Hermione’s neglected supply.  Casting it into the 
second-largest hearth, he muttered the necessary words and stepped through. 
 
Albus Dumbledore sat at his desk, his long hair and beard neatly brushed, his professorial robes 
crisp and clean…his expression stern and untwinkling.  A quick flick of his eyes towards the 
portraits crowding the walls made Severus realize another disquietening sight:  every last former 
Headmaster depicted on those walls was wide awake and watching him, and not pretending in the 
least to sleep, as they normally did.  Worse, the usual insipid bowl of lemon drops wasn’t 
anywhere in sight. 
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It was not a comforting set of facts to realize. 
 
Trepidation churned his stomach once again, as Severus surreptitiously straightened his frock-
coat with a tug and crossed to the single, solitary chair that awaited him on the near side of that 
broad, imposing desk.  Not since he’d made the decision to come here and seek help from the 
Headmaster to change his errant ways as a heart-sickened Death Eater had he felt this uncertain of 
what his future would hold.  Severus knew he’d disappointed the older wizard with his failure. 
 
No sooner had he settled into his designated place than Albus spoke.  “Veritas Valdemaris.” 
 
[Oh, shite.] 
 
“Before we begin, Severus, I want you to reach out to Miss Granger’s mind, and inform her to 
block out all thought and sensation from you, via the Occlumency lessons you have given her.  
Once she has done so, I want you to do the exact same, from now until your link has been broken.  
As you should have been doing all along.” 
 
{Shite is right—good luck, my love!} 
 
Severus wished fervently for good luck, too.  Firming his mental defences—against the 
Headmaster as well as against his lover—he cleared his throat.  “…We have, ah, complied with 
your request just now, Headmaster.” 
 
There.  Let it never be said he couldn’t be diplomatic; Albus’ request had been undisputably an 
outright demand, yet he’d used the more polite term for it.  The Headmaster, however, didn’t look 
impressed.  He looked, in fact, rather like the stone gargoyle that guarded the spiral-staired 
entrance to his lair.  His voice came out sounding like granite, too.  Polished, cold, and hard. 
 
“I gave you a very clear and concise command to end your telepathic link with Miss Granger.  In 
fact, I gave this command to her, but given the nature of your bond, I am sure she told you about 
it.  Did she tell you about my demand that the two of you terminate your connection?” 
 
Damned Truth-Glow Charm.  Frustrated, he folded his arms defensively across his chest.  “Yes, 
she told me.  And we have tried, Headmaster.” 
 
Now was not the moment to call the older, more powerful wizard by his given name.  Apparently 
Albus agreed, for he continued just as formally.  “Exactly how have you tried, Professor?” 
 
Severus resisted the urge to squirm uncomfortably.  There was no amount of truth-telling for this 
particular subject that would allow him to remain a scrap of his dignity; all he could do was hide 
his discomfort as carefully as he could, as he spoke honestly with his employer.  Prayer might’ve 
been an option, if he’d been a praying sort of man.  Too late to turn away from the path of 
agnosticism, though… 
 
“…We have tried several different forms of abstinence, Sir.  I have not physically touched Miss 
Granger in any way, platonic or otherwise, since the evening of the seventeenth of April.  We 
have attempted to avoid each other in our Veritamoria-linked dreams.  I took a week’s worth of 
Dreaming Draughts, and when that failed, brewed a fresh batch, and served it to both of us for 
another week.  Professor Frejne can attest to that tactic, as she delivered the draught to both of us 
each night for the past week.  Yet we still continued to share dream-wrought…relations…despite 
our mutual lack of ability to remember any of them.” 
 

Dumbledore stared at him, gauging the glow of his aura.  Undoubtedly the older wizard was also 
penetrating even Severus’ formitable talent for Occlumency, seeking the truth of the matter for 
himself.  “Is there no other method to break the link between you?” 
 
Shite.  A direct question.  There was no way to avoid answering it, for even in refusing to answer, 
the truth would be plain.  His only escape from this trap was to be bluntly honest.  “Nothing but 
the most repugnant, abhorrent option possible.  An option that makes me physically ill to even 
contemplate it.” 
 
Albus arched a brow at that.  “And that is…?” 
 
His lip curled up in a sneer.  He didn’t bother to answer, just let his contempt show.  The aged 
wizard across from him gave him a stern, no-nonsense glare. 
 
“Spit it out, Severus!  Or find yourself suspended from your duties!” 
 
“…Sex.”  He half-sneered, half-spat the word.  “With someone else.” 
 
The older wizard’s mouth sagged open.  He blinked, tipped his head back slightly to stare at 
Severus through the enchanted lenses of his half-moon spectacles, frowned—scowled, even—and 
finally looked at the younger wizard over the tops of his glasses, clearly bewildered.  “…All of 
that bloody fuss over a little sex with someone else?  Merlin’s Sacred Undershorts, Severus!  
Why didn’t you just find someone else to shag, and have done with it already?” 
 
It wasn’t the untenable revelation that Albus Percival Wulfric Brian Dumbledore knew the up-to-
date slang-word of ‘shag’, let alone how to properly apply it in a sentence that upset the younger 
wizard.  Nor the fact that the Headmaster could swear, when necessary.  It was the suggestion the 
other man made that lurched Severus out of his chair, making him pace and glare at the older man 
in aggravation. 
 
“—You are suggesting that I betray the woman I love!”  Severus snarled, raking his hands 
impatiently through his hair, clamping down on every possible stray thought that could reach out 
to his beloved.  He really didn’t want her charging in here; his personal Valkyrie might be able to 
face off against the Dark Lord himself and survive, as she’d proven in every single encounter 
she’d had with the Scaley Git, but she’d never win against Albus Dumbledore.  “An idea that is 
morally, physically, and ethically—utterly—repugnant!” 
 
“Oh, come now!”  Albus scoffed, watching his Potions Master pace, giving the younger wizard 
an impatient look.  “Don’t you tell me that, after so many years of pretense as a supposedly loyal 
Death Eater, you’re finally balking at the thought of indulging in a little slap-and-tickle with 
someone else?” 
 
Severus lunged at his employer, slapping his hands onto the surface of the desk between them.  
His stygian eyes glared at the older man.  “If you had ever been in love, you wouldn’t be 
bandying such filth about so carelessly!” 
 
“—Love?  You’re in lust with the girl, nothing more!  Your de-aged gonads have taken over your 
brains, Severus!  I’m actually ashamed to see you debasing yourself like this!”  Dumbledore 
snorted contemptuously. 
 
Severus wanted nothing more than to reach over that desk and throttle the silver-haired bastard 
with his own foolish beard.  Growling, he jerked his hands away from the desk, whirling to put 
his back to the other man.  Grasping his hair, Severus pulled on it until the pain gave him 
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something to think about other than the urge to cast Cruciatus on his employer.  “You know 
naught of what you speak!” 
 
“I know that my Potions Master will very shortly find himself unemployed, if he doesn’t break the 
link!  Tonight.” 
 
Severus whirled to face him, blood draining from his face, but Dumbledore wasn’t finished. 
 
“If you do not have sexual relations with another person tonight—before midnight—you will be 
stripped of your position as Potions Master of this institution, and cast out without references,”  
the Headmaster of Hogwarts informed him relentlessly.  “Furthermore, if you persist in this 
foolish resistence, I will make it a point to explain, in humilating detail to any future employers 
who ask, exactly what you have done with one of the students under your care.  Ensuring that no 
academic institution, anywhere, will ever willingly hire you.” 
 
“Then I’ll become an apothecarist—”  Severus sneered scathingly in return, clasping his arms 
tightly across his chest,  “—and live in Pago fucking Pago!  My career is nothing, compared to 
my love for her!” 
 
The Headmaster’s mouth tightened grimly for a long moment, as Severus’ exclamation echoed 
and faded from the walls of the portrait-and-book lined study.  When he finally spoke again, his 
words fell with brittle calm between the two of them. 
 
“And what of her career?”  Albus Dumbledore challenged the younger wizard.  “Or have you 
forgotten that, as a part of her N.E.W.T. examinations, she will be tested for any and all forms of 
magical as well as mundane cheating…including telepathic communication?” 
 
Shite.  He had forgotten about that.  The N.E.W.T. requirements were even more stringent than 
the ones for passing the fifth-years’ O.W.L.s. 
 
“If you care for her, as deeply as you claim you do,”  his former friend and bastardish employer 
pointed out, with as close to a sneer as Severus could ever recall hearing him speak,  “then what 
do you think would happen to her chances at fulfilling the potential of her intellect, if word got 
out that she cheated on her Nastily Exhausting Wizarding Tests?” 
 
God, the bearded bastard knew how to hit hard, and below the belt.  Severus wrapped his arms 
even tighter around his chest, sick to his stomach.  Shutting his eyes, he tried to deny the other 
man’s words, but could not.  Hermione’s intelligence was one of the most attractive things about 
her; there was no way Severus could deny the woman he loved every possible opportunity for her 
future.  But he couldn’t stop himself from pleading with his employer, just as he hadn’t been able 
to stop himself from pleading with his former master, so long ago.  Now, as then, it escaped him 
in a broken whisper. 
 
“Please…don’t make me do this…” 
 
“By midnight, Severus,”  came the implacable, cold reply.  “I don’t care if you have to go down 
to London to find a Muggle prostitute, or choose to perform a lapdance for Argus Filch.  Here.  
Some Sickles, if you need them for the former,”  the Headmaster added, reaching into his desk 
drawer and pulling out a small pouch.  He tossed it onto his desk as Severus opened his eyes 
again, and the ties, which had not been tightly wrapped and knotted, came unravelled, spilling a 
few of the coins onto the cherrywood surface of his desk.  “Keep the latter out of the sight of the 
other students if you choose to do it that way, for that matter. 
 

“Either way, do the deed by midnight tonight.  Or find yourself unemployed, and Miss Granger 
humiliated and barred from ever attaining her fullest potential.  Finite Veritas.” 
 
It wasn’t a high-pitched laugh and a flash of sickeningly green light, but it was a betrayal of his 
trust all the same. 
 
Now, as then, Severus tightly wrapped his self-control around his responses, burying them as 
deeply as he could.  Or he tried to, at least.  Eyeing the money scattered on the desk between 
them, Severus gave in to the foremost impulse on his mind—the non-murderous one, that was.  
He leaned over and spat on the sack and its silvery coins.  Whether or not there were an exact 
thirty of them, he was no Judas, to accept payment for such a betrayal! 
 
But he had no conscionable choice.  Hermione’s future had to come first and foremost.  He 
couldn’t live with himself if she lost her chance to explore her god-given intellect, in whatever 
career she wanted. 
 
Delivering the slightest and stiffest of nods to his bastard of an employer and former friend—the 
most mocking, sarcastic, glacially cold of nods—Severus strode out of the study, gaze fixed 
firmly on the door.  A door that banged shut behind him with a swipe of his hand, giving vent to 
his pain, frustration, and rage.  His emotions were definitely not deeply buried enough to hide it 
from his physical reactions, but then his anguish this time around was too great, and his self-
control too weakened by the softness he’d learned to express, because of love. 
 
Fuck it, fuck it, fuck it! 
 
CXXI. 
 
His long-legged strides carried him through the halls, past startled students he didn’t even really 
see.  Arms  wrapped tightly once again across his chest, face pinched in emotional torment, he 
didn’t see anything in front of him.  Of their own volition, his feet carried him up to the 
classroom reserved this year for the Defence Against the Dark Arts.  He knew Kathleen’s classes 
often ran late; there was a chance Hermione would still be there. 
 
He needed to talk to her, to try and explain the bind he was in, and to beg her forgiveness, 
because he couldn’t, wouldn’t let her throw away her intellectual capabilities out of fear of what 
he had to do…and he knew she would.  She’d walk away from her N.E.W.T.s in the need to keep 
him from performing such a reviled option.  Just as surely as he knew she’d come to regret it, 
one, three, five, twenty or even thirty years down the road.  She’d regret throwing away her 
education, and she’d come to hate him as the source of such wastefulness. 
 
He knew his beloved all too well.  She’d never be satisfied with being a mere apothecarist’s wife 
in bloody Pago Pago.  Even if she wanted to be a full partner in the shop with him.  God Damn 
You, Albus Dumbledore!  his mind rebelled.  How could you do this to us? 
 
He reached the open doorway of the DADA classroom and strode inside; there was a cluster of 
students gathered around Kathleen where she stood at her desk, fielding their questions.  
Hermione was not among them, nor did any of them register his presence until he was halfway 
through the array of desks.  Their chattering conversations fell quiet as they eyed him askance.  It 
was Kathleen’s sharp gaze that had the most impact, though—she took in the tight fold of his 
arms, the tight grinding of his jaw, and dismissed her students instantly. 
 
“Out.  Everyone out.  Professor Snape and I have something to discuss.” 
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He was grateful for her instant grasp of the severity of his dilemma, if not the dilemma itself, just 
yet.  He stopped beside her desk as her students obediently scattered, grabbing up textbooks and 
hurrying out of the classroom.  A flick of her wand—the left-hand one—and a mutter in 
something that sounded like Cantonese flicked a variation on the Silencing Sphere charm around 
her desk and a good portion of the front of the room, giving them relative privacy for the moment. 
 
“You look like you’ve been horse-kicked in the gut,”  she stated without preamble, and without 
her usual adopted accent.  Slipping her hip on to the corner of her desk, the Defence Mistress 
eyed him.  “Want to talk about it?” 
 
“He’s given me a fucking deadline!”  Severus growled, tightly closing his eyes against the 
sickening words.  “Either I end the link in…in the arms of someone else, as the only option 
left…or I’m out on my arse, and Hermione will never be able to pass her N.E.W.T.s.” 
 
“Ah.  I’d wondered about that.  I take it the week of Dreamless Draughts didn’t help?” 
 
He opened his eyes to sardonic slits.  “We’ve merely proven beyond contestation that it merely 
suppresses all memory of dreaming, and not the act of dreaming itself.  Nor the…nor the act of 
shared dreaming.” 
 
“Shit.  You’re screwed.” 
 
A snort escaped him, morbid humor at her inadvertent pun.  “The very thought of which churns 
the bile in my stomach…” 
 
“Sorry,”  she apologized.  “So…what are you going to do?” 
 
“If I ran away to Pago Pago to be an apothecarist—and I’ve considered that option very 
carefully—she’ll hate me for ruining her chances at completing her education.  Maybe not today 
or tomorrow…but she would come to hate me for it.  But the thought of touching anyone else—
God and Merlin!”  he exclaimed roughly, hugging his arms to his body a little more tightly as he 
shuddered in revulsion.  “It’s come down to a choice of her hating me now, or her hating me 
later!  And the sadistic bastard has only given me until midnight tonight!” 
 
“You’re really screwed.  Pun unintended.  That’s not much time to make it intended, either, for 
that matter,”  she added dryly. 
 
He snorted contemptuously, eyeing her.  Not that Severus expected a miracle, but he 
acknowledged this particular colleague was smart enough to just maybe think of something.  Or 
at least unconventional enough to find a loophole.  He hoped. 
 
“Severus…how important is her education to her?”  Kathleen asked him, the expression in her 
blue eyes turning shrewd. 
 
“I’d say it’s almost as important as her love for me,”  he admitted gruffly.  It wasn’t boastful to 
say what was fact, after all.  “Certainly one of the most important aspects of her self-definition.  
Hermione Granger is Miss Know-It-All, a walking repository of a never-ending hunger for 
education and elucidation.  Before I came into her life…it was the defining feature of her life.” 
 
The look the Defence Mistress levelled him was a pointed one.  “…Then you know what you 
have to do.” 
 
He opened his mouth to protest, and she held up her hand, cutting him off. 

 
“You know you have to do it.  If you dropped dead of a heart attack tomorrow—if you died in a 
Death Eater attack a year from now, what would she have?  Part shares in an apothecary 
somowhere in the South Pacific?  The discontent of knowing she never tapped into her fullest 
potential?” 
 
“—Damn you,”  Severus muttered, looking away.  “I’m not going to shag some whore!” 
 
“Then you should pick out a friend, or an enemy.  Personally, I wouldn’t recommend the enemy.” 
 
“I haven’t that many friends.  Who would I take?  Who could I take, with this fucking deadline 
looming like Damocles’ sword over my head?”  he demanded, glaring at her.  “Hyacinth?  
Minerva?  You?” 
 
His acerbid demand didn’t throw her; instead, it made the DADA teacher unnervingly thoughtful.  
“Better me than anyone else.  I’m your friend, so I’m more interested in your welfare than 
anything else, which includes helping you to retain your job and your beloved to retain her 
education.  I’m not the slightest bit interested in you, either; I’m young enough to be arousable 
with the minimum of fuss, and I know what you’re suffering. 
 
“I’ve seen others struggling through a similar, difficult curse, trying to break the link they’d 
forged,”  Kathleen told him bluntly.  “Though it might seem like a blessing to the two of you, a 
lot of Veritamoria-linked couples back at the Forbidden University only liked using it long 
enough to determine their compatibility, because they did not want to spend the rest of their lives 
living inside their partner’s heads.” 
 
“I don’t want to have sex with anyone!  God!”  he exclaimed, freeing his arms so he could stab 
his fingers impatiently through his hair.  “The thought alone is enough to make me want to vomit!  
How could I climax at the touch of another?—It’s physically impossible!” 
 
“Maybe, and maybe not; it is possible to rape a male and force him to climax, just as it’s possible 
to rape a female and force her to achieve release as well,”  she pointed out.  “But it’s not 
necessary for you to climax.  All you have to do is give someone else a climax, with the intent to 
give them sexual fulfilment,”  Kathleen told him.  Severus looked sharply at her.  She nodded, 
confirming her words.  “That’s all it takes, when it comes to applying the ‘drastic’ cure, for first- 
or second-stage Veritamoria.  Of course, it has to be achieved without stimulant aid, but I do 
admire Hermione, and I really don’t want to see that brilliant mind of hers wasted.  If you can 
stand to frig me, I can stand to be frigged, I think.  I’m probably your best choice, too, among the 
staff.  I know exactly what it is, a cure for a magical problem, and not anything remotely like the 
start of a relationship.  Anyone else might get confused about what it all means.” 
 
Unfortunately, she made sense.  “I daren’t touch another student, either, even if the mere thought 
didn’t fill me with utter revulsion,”  he muttered, raking his hand through his hair.  “Damn your 
logic.  Ermengarde would be offended to the depths of her motherly soul, Minerva would 
probably have a heart attack—I’d rather kill Sybil outright—and none of the other lady professors 
would take to the suggestion of my…with any kindness.  And the last thing I want to do is 
perform a bloody lap-dance for Argus bloody Filch…” 
 
A choked sound escaped his fellow teacher, but when he shot her a quick look, there wasn’t a 
single trace of amusement anywhere about her.  Nodding slowly, she offered her hand.  “I’ll help 
you break the link, so you can keep your job, and Hermione can keep her future academically 
bright.  Do we have a deal?” 
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Her choice of words made Severus eye that hand warily.  “…What will I owe you for the 
distasteful favor you’re offering?” 
 
She lowered her hand, looking down at the ground for a moment.  “Remus won’t be happy, about 
this…so I want a swig of Veritamoria, to be used on him.  And your help in pinning him down so 
I can administer it, for that matter.  It’s the only way I think he’ll be able to understand why I’m 
offering to help you.  I…I think he might be ‘the one’ for me.  Being who and what I am…I have 
to know if he can stand the honesty of my thoughts.  If he can live unflinchingly with the secrets 
in my head, and the truth of my life.  Teaching students is the nicest thing I’ve done with my life, 
since graduating from Sasquatch High.” 
 
“You actively want to put yourself through this potential source of hell?”  he asked her, skeptical.  
“Trust me, this part of it is not pleasant!” 
 
“The third time wasn’t the charm, back in China.  I think this time might be, though,”  she 
admitted quietly, and proffered her hand one more time.  “Do we have a deal?” 
 
It was better than thirty silver Sickles.  Not much better, but he believed her that there would be 
no emotional entanglements or difficulties.  Other than what they’d both face from their 
respective partners.  The thought of facing down an enraged, territorial werewolf was only 
marginally better than the thought of shagging a nameless prostitute, or feeling his beloved’s 
affection for him wither and die, for lack of her rightful prospects.  Unfolding his arms, he 
clasped her hand.  Feeling like a judas all the same.  “…We have a deal.” 
 
“Right.  Your quarters, then?” 
 
Severus shuddered, withdrawing his fingers.  “No, thank you.  I don’t want the memory of your 
presence sullying my chambers.” 
 
She nibbled on her lower lip for a moment.  “I’d rather not have you in mine, either.  We could do 
it here, I suppose, after curfew, with a few protective wards applied beforehand…presuming you 
don’t puke at the first touch of our bodies.” 
 
That was a distinct possibility.  Grimacing, Severus offered,  “…Perhaps we should test that 
possibility, first.  Distasteful though the idea is—no offense, Professor.” 
 
“None taken.  Give me a kiss, and we’ll see how bad it is.” 
 
Flinching at what he was about to do, Severus forced himself to lean forward and touch his lips to 
hers.  If he couldn’t force himself to do even that much right now, he certainly wouldn’t be able 
to do anything more severe later.  Her breath wasn’t stale or sour, and her mouth was warm and 
dry under the touch of his own, not unpleasant to endure.  But the moment he touched his lips to 
hers, his heart pounded hard, as if it had been kicked.  In fact, it actively hurt, as if it had been 
smashed by a wonky Bludger, and the pounding—and the pain—only increased with each 
second.  Pulling back, he grimaced at her. 
 
“That was unpleasant.” 
 
“Gee, I found it rather boring, myself,”  was her dry-voiced reply.  Her eyes dropped to his hand 
as he rubbed at his sternum.  “Are you okay?” 
 
“My heart literally hurt, doing that,”  he muttered roughly. 
 

Her gaze sharpened thoughtfully.  “—Did it, now?  Try it again.” 
 
“Why?”  he muttered, suspicious.  “Kissing you isn’t necessary to give you an orgasm.” 
 
“Call it intellectual curiosity.  It’s a rare occurrence for the breaking of a link to cause physical 
pain in one of the partners.  I’m curious to know if it was a fluke.” 
 
Rolling his eyes in a pained look, he leaned in again and touched his mouth to hers.  Touching her 
with nothing else that he could help.  He didn’t lick his lips, nor seek entry past hers, just pressed 
their mouths together. 
 
His heart burned and ached, just as badly as before.  Even as he pulled back with a grimace, a 
shrieking shout assaulted his ears. 
 
“—I’m going to fucking kill you, you perfidous bitch!” 
 
One moment Kathleen was sitting on the edge of her desk; the next, she was knocked flying by 
the strength of Hermione’s furious punch.  The younger witch had burst into the room without 
warning, charging into the Silencing Sphere that had cocooned the two of them from the rest of 
the school.  Shocked, Severus flicked his gaze back at the rest of the classroom, a classroom he’d 
forgotten was still standing open to the rest of the school, while the Defence Mistress groaned and 
struggled up onto her elbows, her nose already bleeding. 
 
There was a whole cluster of students lingering at the doorway, some of them actually having 
spilled into the chamber, no doubt entering in the wake of his beloved’s bursting into the room.  
He hadn’t even thought once about any witnesses to his and Kathleen’s conversation, once the 
Sphere had been erected.  None had crossed the boundary of the Sphere just yet, but he wasn’t 
taking any chances, for it was a very good thing Hermione was now trapped within its sound-
muffling qualities. 
 
“—Goddamned American whore!  You stay away from my man, or I’ll rip off your breasts and 
shove them up your arse!” 
 
Flinching, Severus flicked out his wand and swished it, strengthening the Silencing Sphere with a 
barrier that would keep anyone else out.  Unfortunately, that meant keeping Kathleen out, too, for 
she had landed beyond the faint rippling of the Silencing Charm’s boundary.  When she 
scrambled to her feet, the blond instructor could only press her hand futilely against the thickened 
air between them, her other fingers pinching her reddened nostrils to stop the crimson flow 
escaping them. 
 
That, however, turned Hermione’s wrath upon him.  “—How dare you kiss that filthy little 
bitch?!”  she yelled at him, tears glittering in her angry, hurt eyes.  One hand reached up to rub at 
her sternum, then she thumped it, hard.  “Do you think I wouldn’t feel it?” 
 
“Hermione, I have no choice!”  he snapped back.  “The Headmaster’s given me a goddamned 
deadline!  Either I end the link between us tonight, by midnight, or he’ll cast us both out in 
disgrace—and I will not ruin your future!” 
 
“My future is my own, to ruin or not to ruin!”  she growled, jerking her thumb at her chest. 
 
“You’d only come to hate me, if I ruined your chance at taking your N.E.W.T.s!”  he shot back.  
“We have no other feasible choice left, for ending the link and salvaging our dignity!  For 
salvaging your educational future, and my professional pride!” 
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“If you had to kiss someone, why did it have to be her?”  she demanded harshly, cutting her hand 
through the air at the other witch.  “Goddammit, Severus, you know I’m already hellaciously 
jealous of her!” 
 
“There’s nothing to be jealous about, woman!”  he all but roared, jabbing his hand at the 
professor trapped outside the Sphere.  “—She, of all possible third victims in this sordid little 
mess, at least understands what we have to do!” 
 
She lifted her hands to her hair in frustration, in the same gesture he himself had used not a few 
minutes before, then reached out to him.  Severus flinched back, avoiding her touch.  Hermione 
frowned.  “—What was that for?” 
 
“Dammit, woman, don’t touch me!”  Severus ordered her, glaring at her and swaying back 
another half-step as she reached for him again, all too aware of how small the Silencing Sphere 
was.  “You’re obviously not thinking clearly!” 
 
“God—two kisses from her, and already you can’t even stomach the thought of my touch, is that 
it?”  she demanded, her emotions so raw, she was almost hysterical. 
 
“No!  Because if you touch me, I’ll make love to you, right here, right now, in front of Frejne and 
the whole goddamned school!” 
 
That made her glance sharply to the side, at the wide-eyed students—now a gathering of more 
than just her fellow Seventh-Years—peering through the doorway at the two of them arguing in 
gesticulating silence.  Harry and Ron were there, no doubt having followed in her wake when 
she’d bolted back down the stairs, caught on her way up to the Fat Lady’s portrait.  Luna was 
there, too, looking particularly bug-eyed with shock, one of the closest to the sphere trapping the 
two of them together.  As was Colin Creevey, and Draco and Dean Thomas, who were all peering 
at the two of them quizzically…  Too many people who knew her.  Too many to risk witnessing 
such a blatant display of intimacy. 
 
Looking back at her beloved, she pleaded with him.  “…Please, Severus—don’t do this!  Run 
away with me!  We don’t need any of this!” 
 
He stiffened and looked down his nose at her.  Knowing he had to say it.  Knowing he had to 
protect her from herself.  “I am not an irresponsible little brat, who can think only of the pleasures 
of the moment—where would you have us run to, Pago Pago?”  It was as good a place as any, 
and Severus let all of the contempt and scorn he could muster drip from each words like he was 
trying to form an icicle with each syllable, keeping his mental walls as high and thick as possible.  
“If you were truly mature, you’d know that this is the only viable option available to us.  If you 
trusted in the depth of my love for you—if you had even a fraction of the depth I hold for you, 
you’d not try to throw away your future and my career out of some selfish, childish impulse!” 
 
God, each word cut into his own heart…and from the stricken look in those tawny eyes, they had 
found their mark all too well in hers.  Her pain sliced through him, but even as he drew in a 
breath to apologize—to grovel, because he knew that it was her pain he was feeling, despite the 
layers of Occlumency and sheer, protective willpower between them—the agony in her eyes 
shifted to pure anger. 
 
Her hand lashed out between them.  He flinched, expecting a slap.  What he got was only 
marginally better.  Marginally.  Severus might’ve preferred a slap, in hindsight. 
 

“—DENSAUGEO!!”  The force of her screamed hex flung him into the side of the forcefielded 
Sphere, dazing him.  Dimly through the ringing of his ears, he heard her dispelling both wards, 
the stunned mutterings of the other students, and their exclamations as she bolted out of the 
classroom, feet pounding into the distance.  Struggling to his feet, Severus felt his head wobble 
from an unexpected weight, and realized that the uncomfortable, sudden pressure on his upper lip 
and lower jaw…was from his rapidly enlarging teeth. 
 
The infuriated little witch had zapped him with the same curse he’d mocked her about, over three 
years ago!  A curse that already had several of the students scattered around the classroom door 
tittering with laughter, as he hastily turned his back.  Only to wince as he saw Kathleen eyeing his 
rodentia impersonation with a disconcerted look, her own face still stained with blood from her 
swelling, broken nose..  She blinked it off and caught him by the elbow.  “Cobe od, off to de 
Idfirbary wid you,”  she muttered in his ear.  Then snapped out loud to her students,  “—Ted 
poidts off of each of the lot of you—whad are you starig at, Biss Lovegood?” 
 
Severus caught the sight of Luna Lovegood blinking, a distinctly stunned look in her wide blue 
eyes as they passed her, the closest of the students to the fight.  She blinked again, then her gaze 
sharpened suddenly, as if she had just realized something.  Before the humiliated Potions Master 
could snap at her for whatever comment she was about to make about his predicament—assuming 
he could’ve made himself understood through the teeth growing halfway down his sternum—
Kathleen grabbed a fistful of Floo powder from the jar on her mantel, cast it into the fire warming 
her classroom, ennunciated as clearly as possible through her broken, swollen nose, and dragged 
him into the whirling flames.  Away from the humiliation of now having two-feet-long incisors in 
front of what had to be a full score of his Advanced Potions students. 
 
CXXII. 
 
Poppy took care of his teeth with a trio of spells, after a huddled consultation with Kathleen.  The 
mediwitch also took care of the Defence Mistress’ broken nose, straightening it with a spell, 
clearing out its clogged swelling, and staunching the extra bit of bleeding that accompanied its 
restoration.  Grimacing at the hand-mirror the fussy woman had handed to him, Severus eyed the 
sight of his now white, straight, normal-sized teeth warily, when all his life he’d seen the 
yellowed, crooked ones occupying his mouth that he’d always possessed.  The new look of his 
mouth was unnatural—what the hell was this damned fixation with his teeth?  If God had wanted 
him to have straight, white teeth, God would’ve given him straight, white teeth! 
 
Kathleen gingerly touched her nose, as he looked up; it would continue to throb for another half 
hour, according to what he’d heard Poppy tell her, but the swelling was rapidly diminishing and 
the mottled bruising was fading equally fast.  She lowered her hand and peered over the mirror at 
his mouth, and sighed.  “Stop staring at it, Severus.  It was about time you fixed your teeth.  You 
Brits have an unnatural obsession with ugly teeth, anyway.” 
 
“And you Americans have an unnatural obsession with altering your appearances beyond what 
nature rightfully gave you!”  he snapped.  “Let me guess, your parents are dentists, too?” 
 
“Don’t take it out on me, you ruddy git!”  she snapped, then bit down whatever else she wanted to 
say, glancing sharply at the silently but avidly watcing Poppy.  “There’s no bloody privacy in this 
place…  And after today’s little fracas,”  she muttered,  “I don’t think either my classroom or my 
office would be very safe, right now.  Come on.  You’re well enough to leave the nurse-lady’s 
tender care, so you might as well suffer my version of it.” 
 
Hauling him up by tugging on his elbow, she plucked the mirror from his hands, passed it to the 
school nurse, and hustled him out of the Infirmary.  Out of habit, Severus adjusted himself so that 
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he stalked beside her, rather than being dragged along by her.  They didn’t pass many students, 
and those few that did gawked only long enough for him to snap out lost points left and right, 
scattering the lot of them.  She led him up to the third floor, to the filled archway of stone that 
currently hid the classroom she’d had converted into her quarters, and seized his elbow again, 
muttering something foreign-sounding. 
 
A firm tug of her hand pulled him through the wall, which clung uncomfortably to his skin like a 
thick treacle pudding.  Severus squeezed his eyes shut against the disconcerting sight of his flesh 
melting into the wall.  Two steps, and they were thankfully through it.  Cracking his eyes open, he 
stared at the chamber beyond.  Windows.  Windows everywhere, even for the roof.  The place 
almost looked like a bloody greenhouse, if with only a quarter of the expected number of plants.  
Focusing on the furnishings, Severus decided it looked more like a living room had been mated to 
a greenhouse. 
 
There were bits of greenery growing here and there, but mostly the front part of the room was a 
riot of colour.  He really didn’t expect anything less, for such a colourfully dressed woman.  
Throw-cushions on everything, brightly knitted afghan blankets, it was all a distinct contrast to 
the drizzling spring rainstorm turning the world beyond those triple-paned windows a gloomy 
shade of grey.  Even the freestanding, waist-high bookshelves held colourfully jacketed volumes, 
most of them Muggle-looking in their origins. 
 
Severus found himself pushed down into a padded chair, before Kathleen moved off to a nook 
formed by a partition-wall dividing the room.  The wall was only a foot or so taller than he was, 
albeit with a line of greenery, mostly ferns in baskets and broad-leaved, green-and-white striated 
plants poking through the fronds.  He heard her muttering and tapping things, and a moment later 
she came back with two cups of tea. 
 
The possibility that she’d used baggies made him shudder, but he accepted one all the same.  Sure 
enough, the stale, formulaic taste was an affront to his tastebuds.  But the simple act of sipping 
the hot, caffeinated liquid calmed him down and brought him out of the vestiges of his shock. 
 
Kathleen smirked, watching him relax minutely.  “…I thought as much.  Tea is the universal 
panacea for you Brits, isn’t it?” 
 
“Not this sludge,”  he managed to retort with a touch of his old rancor. 
 
“Ah, I see it’s working; you’re been sarcastic again!  You’re well on the road to recovery.” 
 
He closed his eyes, letting the cup rest against the saucer.  “Your bizarre sense of humor isn’t 
helping the matter.” 
 
“…No, I suppose it isn’t.  But it’s not harming it, either, and it is restoring my mental equilibrium.  
Severus, we have a problem,”  she stated. 
 
He snorted, studying a broad-leaved tree of some tropical origins across from him.  Right now, he 
didn’t want to look at anyone, or anything.  Least of all the clock he could hear ticking on the 
wall behind the sink in the kitchen-nook.  Counting down to the doom and disaster of his life, 
tonight.  “I’d think that were obvious.” 
 
“Hermione Granger punched and hexed two of her teachers, in front of witnesses,”  his colleague 
reminded him crisply.  “Now, I don’t think Albus will actually expel her—” 
 
“—He can go arse-fuck himself!”  the Potions Master snarled, cup rattling against saucer. 

 
“…Okay,”  she muttered cautiously, as if he were some snarling beast who might charge at her 
potted ficus, or at herself directly.  “Mental note to self, avoid that particular topic for the 
moment…” 
 
Severus didn’t particularly care which, so long as the very next victim to his wrath was the god-
damned Headmaster.  A glance down showed his knuckles turning white, where they gripped the 
handle of the cup and the brim of the plate.  He set the porcelain objects down before he could 
accidently break them, as she continued. 
 
“…Miss Granger will still have to be punished for her attack, though.  She’s the Head Girl, and 
she attacked two of her teachers.  And there’s another problem.  You might’ve had your back to 
the rest of the room, but I know our two kisses were witnessed by the others.  Combined with 
Hermione’s attack, that’s going to create one hell of a gossip-storm over why she attacked us.” 
 
Hermione.  Shrieking at her DADA professor like a jealous fishmonger’s wife.  Him.  Kissing 
that same professor.  In front of an open fucking door.  In front of so many goddamned students.  
With a strangled groan, he buried his face in his hands.  This day was just getting better and 
better—and the Dread Lord would rise from the seven seas his ashes had been scattered over, and 
dance the lead role of Clara in the London Ballet’s very next production of ‘The Nutcracker’, for 
the absolute topper… 
 
He didn’t blame Hermione one bit for hexing him as she had; he deserved far worse, for the 
things he’d said to her, for the situation he’d dragged her into back in December, and for the 
unpalatable choice he was now being forced to make. 
 
“…I think I need to do some reconnaissance, before we proceed any further.  You stay here,”  
Kathleen ordered him, rising from the chair she had taken.  When he glanced up at her, curious 
about the humor colouring her voice, he realized she was smirking slightly.  “Not that you’d be 
able to leave, without knowing what the exit-password is.  Help yourself to anything in the 
kitchen, if you like; the bathroom’s on the other side of the wall, if you need it.  Try not to break 
anything, while I’m gone.” 
 
“The only thing I want to break right now is the traitorous neck of that bearded bastard,”  Severus 
growled, recovering his face with his hands, elbows braced on his knees as he slouched forward 
in the padded, brightly coloured chair.  She didn’t answer, other than to mutter something he 
didn’t catch, before stepping through the wall.  Leaving him alone with the rain pattering against 
the triple-glazed ceiling, the horrid cup of slowly cooling baggy-tea, and a soul-deep misery for 
company. 
 
A misery he didn’t dare breech, by trying to reach out to the woman he loved.  A woman whose 
brief hatred for him he’d read in her wounded brown eyes.  He hadn’t needed to read her mind, in 
that moment.  As much as Severus knew he would hate Albus Dumbledore for forcing this 
moment upon them, it had been his choice to kiss the Defence Mistress in full view of everyone. 
 
Maybe Voldemort should’ve killed him, while the Basilisk Bastard had the chance…because, 
unfortunately, the Bearded Bastard wouldn’t be nearly so kind. 
 
CXXIII. 
 
About the only good thing Hermione had done, in her attack on the two professors, had been to 
confine the urge to scream and shout until after she’d crossed the rippling boundary of the 
Silencing Sphere that had cocooned the two of them.  About the only good thing Hermione did 
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afterwards, in her flight from the DADA classroom, was pick the one place no one would figure 
for her retreat:  the Quidditch pitch.  No one would expect her to come here, of all places.  Not 
when everyone knew that Hermione Granger, Head Girl, wasn’t the least bit as Quidditch-mad as 
her two best friends.  That meant that even her two best friends hadn’t been able to figure out 
where she’d gone in her rapid flight. 
 
Especially as she’d had a scrap of sensible thought to burst into a classroom and cast a fistful of 
Floo into the hearth, shouting ‘Arithmancy!’, before leaping through, to confound anyone trying 
to follow her.  And just in case anyone did leap through and tried to follow her, she’d whirled 
around and shouted another destination upon emerging, ‘Greenhouse Eight!’, which had a 
fireplace in it, since it was needed to keep the tropical plants in Professor Sprout’s care warm and 
healthy through the winter months.  From there, she’d raced out to the empty stadium, where 
she’d collapsed only a few yards from the spot where, on that snowy, fateful day back in January, 
he’d kissed her, and ground himself into her, and climaxed in his bloody trousers, because of his 
love for her… 
 
“—Damn him!” 
 
The scream echoed down the rounded corridor, escaping out through the open rectangles above 
the waist-high wall girding the structure.  It was followed by her sobs, as she dropped to her 
knees, huddling against the wall.  Occasional gusts spattered her over the head and shoulders with 
cool drops of spring rain, as the wind changed direction now and again.  It didn’t care about the 
Head Girl huddling in utter misery just within reach of its sporadic, fickle, wet caress.  It didn’t 
care that she could guess quite well what, exactly, the Headmaster had wanted to discuss with her 
beloved just a little while ago, confirmed by his own words.  Nor did the wind and the rain and 
the damp chill seeping into her body care that she understood—oh, yes, goddamn her too-
intelligent soul—why he’d chosen to break their bond with such a disgusting betrayal of their 
love. 
 
Because he loved her. 
 
The wind didn’t care that Hermione sobbed as if her heart was breaking.  She didn’t care that it 
was chilling her—what was a little physical discomfort, compared to her mind and heart being 
pulled in two viscerally different directions?  She knew they had to end the link.  She knew she’d 
worked too hard at being the perfect student to give it all up now—Hermione knew she’d defined 
herself for far too long by her academic successes to even fool herself that running away to some 
city in the South Pacific would satisfy her intellectual drive. 
 
Moreover, she knew that Severus knew she defined herself by her level of knowledge.  And that 
failing her N.E.W.T.s due to a technicality would eat away at her soul surely as much as running 
away before completeing the term ever would.  She wasn’t a Weasley twin, to hie off to a new 
and more adventuresome life before the end of the term came around.  She wasn’t a quitter, 
either. 
 
But that he had to choose her—Merlin!  Hermione liked Professor Frejne; she truly looked up to 
the other woman as a role-model!  To feel that stabbing pain and know, instinctively, that Severus 
was kissing another woman, that had been bad enough, but to burst into the classroom and see 
him kissing her—! 
 
She’d struck a teacher.  She’d struck Miss Perfect Professor right on her Perfect Nose.  Her 
knuckles still had a smear of Kathleen’s blood on them.  God, if that weren’t enough grounds for 
expulsion, she’d hexed him, too!  Not that the bastard didn’t deserve it, for daring to leave her out 
of the decision to make love to that woman… 

 
Emotions swinging back and forth between fury and despair, pain and rage, Hermione huddled 
against the wall, her sobs interrupted only by her shivering.  Until something soft and warm 
draped around her, startling her hard enough that she coughed, choking on her breath and nearly 
jabbing herself in the thigh, trying to flick out her wand for protection.  To the surprise of her 
tear-swollen eyes, she saw Luna Lovegood tucking the edges of an afghan about her weather-
chilled body.  The slightly dotty, blond Ravenclaw sank down onto her knees beside Hermione, 
and peered with those slightly too-large blue eyes of hers into Hermione’s tear-swollen tawny 
ones. 
 
“I can read lips, you know,”  she stated without much preamble.  Hermione’s breath caught in her 
chest, making her cough again.  Luna patted her gently on the back, waiting until she could 
breathe again before continuing.  The Ravenclaw spoke blithely, as Hermione quickly ducked her 
eyes, not wanting to give away the truth with her reactions.  “The two of you let loose enough for 
me to guess quite a lot as to the rest, and I’m smart enough to fill in some of the blanks.  So let’s 
see if my guesses are accurate: 
 
“You and Professor Snape have been lovers for some time.  You’re also linked somehow to each 
other.  All the portraits and the ghosts have been claiming that you’ve been acting weird for some 
time, now.  In specific, ever since you were kidnapped back in December.  Since we all know 
now that the professor was a spy, that probably means he did something back in December to 
save you that involved linking the two of you together, and that either involved or caused you to 
become lovers.  So you spent a lot of time together in secret, helping to plot against Lord 
Voldemort, and the two of you fell in love.  But now you have to end the relationship and the 
link, so you can pass your seventh-year tests with honor.  Am I right?” 
 
Hermione sniffed, tear-streaked face burning with humiliation.  She could think of only one way 
out of this latest predicament, and that was to ignore that it had ever happened.  She could thank 
Luna for bringing her the red-and-yellow striped blanket, because she’d been on the verge of 
freezing in her unconcerned misery, but that misery was too deep and too private to share.  So, 
defensively, she muttered,  “…I don’t want to talk about it.” 
 
“Right on the Galleon, then,”  Luna stated with a disconcerting, if quiet, satisfaction.  “Mind you, 
I think the idea of anyone being able to fall in love with such a remarkably cruel man harder to 
swallow than trying to eat a Griddered Balfrumph in a single bite, but I’ve heard of—and seen—
far less believable sights in my day.” 
 
Not even the inanity of whatever-it-was the other girl was talking about could cheer her out of her 
depression, at the moment.  Hermione sniffed hard to clear her nose.  The effort was futile.  She 
hated crying for the blotchy skin, the irritated eyes, and the stuffed-up nose.  Huddling into the 
afghan—it was deliciously warm; Hermione hadn’t realized how cold she’d grown while huddled 
out here, half-exposed to the elements—she lifted her gaze briefly to the other girl’s.  The 
lopsided smile Luna offered her wasn’t nearly as bizarre as what the younger woman said next. 
 
“A pity no one will remember any of it, because the sight of Professor Snape being so deeply in 
love is even rarer than a Muggle spotting of Nessie.  But my daddy taught me that sometimes, in 
order to preserve the truth from those who would take offense at it, and maybe even attempt to 
destroy it…you have to obscure it.  Even if the world has every right to know.” 
 
“You…”  Hermione stared up at her, unsure what the girl was rambling on about. 
 
“As soon as Professor Snape was carted off through the Floo to the Infirmary, I Obliviated the 
room,”  Luna stated simply.  “I’m really good at Charms, you know, not just Runes and Defence 
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lessons.  I even tracked down and wiped out a cluster of Hufflepuffs that were listening to a pair 
of ‘em that had escaped to go spread the gossip of seeing the Head Girl and the Potions Master 
arguing in silence, with both of your hearts blatantly pinned on your sleeves. 
 
“Bad form, Hermione,”  Luna chided, tipping her blond head slightly as she studied her friend.  
“You were in better fettle the day you tricked Umbridge into going into the Forbidden Forest with 
you and Harry, and I’d already seen far better performances among the local village’s amateur 
theatrical society back home, by that night.  If you’re going to keep secrets this big, you’ve got to 
learn how to lie with your face a little better.” 
 
That made her choke on a mixture of a laugh and a sob.  Running her hands through her hair, 
Hermione debated how much to tell the other girl.  “You…you Obliviated Harry and Ron?” 
 
“Yep.  Are you going to tell me what’s been going on, or do I have to hex it out of you?”  Luna 
asked next.  In the distance, the bells for dinner tolled, and she wrinkled her nose.   “—Bugger.  
Supper.  Are you hungry?  I wouldn’t imagine you’d be, right now.” 
 
Hermione sniffed again, a little more successfully this time.  “No, I’m not.  And…it’s really, 
really complicated.  I mean, I know in my head we have to break the link!  But my heart is 
screaming in agony at the thought of losing him, and—” 
 
“—What, is he going to die?”  Luna asked her quickly. 
 
“What?  Oh, no,”  Hermione quickly negated, shaking her head.  “It’s…he’s been inside my head 
for a very long time.  We’ve…we’ve been telepathically linked since December.  First it was only 
at a touch, but then it expanded to being able to talk to each other at a distance.” 
 
“And you still fell in love with him, even with such constant contact with the ruddy git’s mind?”  
Luna asked dubiously. 
 
“We couldn’t tell each other any lies, you see.  The…the nature of the link is kind of like an 
ongoing dose of mental Veritaserum,”  Hermione admitted, shifting to rest her back against the 
outer wall.  More rain spattered in on both of them, though at least Luna was better-dressed than 
she was.  “In truth—literally—Severus…er, Professor Snape,”  she blushed hotly at the verbal 
gaffe,  “is a lot kinder and nicer than we ever knew.  Sarcastic, sardonic, cynical and jaded, yes, 
but…he’s got a wicked sense of humor, and he’s been getting handed the wrong end of the stick 
for too long, but he’s…he’s a lot like me, deep down inside…” 
 
A palm flashed between them, as Luna held up her hand.  “Please, he may be the apparent love of 
your life, but I don’t really want a listing of all of Severus Snape’s Sterling Qualities.  If you’re in 
love with him, then you’re in love with him, and that’s all I need to know.  Really.  You have my 
sympathy, and my support.” 
 
Hermione laughed weakly.  “You’re just happy this clears the way, without equivocation, to your 
claiming Ron for your own.” 
 
Luna grinned.  “Right on the Galleon.  Feeling better?” 
 
“A little…but, dammit!  I’m still stuck on the same problem as before.  I know we have to break 
the link, and that we’ve tried abstinence, and Dreamless Draughts, and…oh, god, did I just admit 
out loud I’ve made love to my Potions teacher?”  Hermione groaned, burying her face in her 
hands. 
 

“Hermione, I think I already got the idea earlier, when he said, ‘No, because if you touch me, I’ll 
make love to you, right here, right now, in front of Frejne and the whole goddamned school’,”  
Luna replied mock-sadly. 
 
Hermione muffled a scream of frustration in her palms.  Luna peeled the afghan from her 
shoulders, scooting in next to her and wrapping it over her own. 
 
“Just one question,”  the Ravenclaw murmured idly as she fussed a little with the wrapping of the 
blanket.  “I’ve never done it, you see, and I was wondering…” 
 
“That is so not your concern, Luna!”  was her muffled retort.  “I’m not telling you how fantastic a 
lover he is.” 
 
“—Urgh!  Now I don’t have any appetite for supper!  I’d rather lick clean the bottom of one of 
Neville’s cauldrons, than contemplate his bits’n’bobbles.  No, what I was going to ask you is, can 
you…you know…give me a few pointers for seducing Ron?  Since you’ve done it before?” 
 
Hermione sighed.  It came out more as a moan than an exhalation.  “Not right now, Luna…” 
 
“I take it the way this link was forged and is subsequently broken is via lovemaking, somehow?”  
Luna asked her next.  Hermione nodded her head wearily, keeping her burning cheeks behind her 
hands.  The too-smart Ravenclaw girl sighed.  “I thought as much.  Professor Frejne’s very much 
in love with our former DADA teacher, Professor Lupin, did you know that?”  she added in an 
odd segue.  “I saw the two of them holding hands on the school grounds about a week ago.  It was 
near the Whomping Willow.  I also take it that, if abstinence and whatever isn’t working for the 
two of you, then one of you has to cheat on the other?” 
 
Another muffled scream escaped the Head Girl.  Her gut was churning with laser-sharp 
ambivalency, logic warring fiercely with emotion inside of her.  And she couldn’t, didn’t, daren’t 
open the link between her and Severus again until she had mastered her emotions.  Hateful, 
spiteful, hurtful words,  …irresponsible little brat…selfish, childish impulse… 
 
“Well, then better he cheats on you with Frejne, who’s so clearly in love with someone else and is 
probably only doing both of you a favour, than for him to do it with someone who might take the 
offer the wrong way, and try to churn a relationship out of it.  Like Madame Hooch.  She’s had a 
crush on the Potions Master for years,”  Luna added, making Hermione lift her head a fraction 
from her hands in a puzzled, disbelieving frown.  The sixth-year girl nodded firmly.  “Oh, it’s 
quite true!  She stares at his arse nearly every single time he sits down at the head table for a 
meal, if she’s there, first.  It’s not love, but she does think he’s got a hot body.” 
 
That closed her eyes with a wince of pain.  “I did not need to know that…” 
 
“Professor Trelawney’s got the hots for him, too, especially now that he’s been youthened, but 
she can’t stand his personality.  Now, if you say he’s really a nice man, I’ll have to believe you—
” 
 
“—Nice-er,”  she quickly stressed.  “I said he’s a lot nice-er than people think he is.  He’s not a 
‘nice guy’.  Nice guys…nice guys are Remus Lupin, and Albus fucking Dumbledore.  The 
bastard.” 
 
“…You know, I do believe that is a pair of firsts, for me.  One, I’ve never heard anyone combine 
the words ‘nice guy’ with ‘First Name fucking Last Name’ before,”  Luna mused thoughtfully.  
“And two, I’ve never heard you disparage the Headmaster, before.  Ever.” 
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“Well, it’s his bloody fault!”  Hermione sniffed wiping her face with her hands as she lifted her 
head.  “The bearded bastard gave us a deadline:  end it tonight, or he’ll kick us both out of the 
school.  God!  I’d gladly run away with Severus and live somewhere in the South Pacific!  
Except…except I’d hate not finishing out the school year, and never being able to take my 
tests…and I know he’d hate me for tearing him away from a job he loves—” 
 
“—Okay, that’s a bit over the top, Hermione, even for a woman who’s scalp-deep in love,”  Luna 
interjected.  “Professor Snape, in love with his job?” 
 
“Oh, it’s just the idiots he hates,”  Hermione dismissed with a shake of her head.  “Potions-
making fascinates him.  Did he give you the ‘softly simmering cauldron’ speech, in your first year 
class?” 
 
“Yes…oh!  I see what you mean,”  Luna agreed, drawing the conclusion.  “Yes, he definitely 
loves that part of his job, doesn’t he?  I almost had a crush on him, for that.  Save that he was 
immediately nasty, afterwards.” 
 
“Quite,”  Hermione agreed.  “A lot of the acid within him was on the boil simply because of all 
the stress he was under.  It still simmers inside, but now the other ingredients can be seen and 
utilized…to borrow a Potions metaphor.” 
 
“Apt, but overblown.”  They rested there for a moment, then Luna nudged Hermione’s shoulder 
with her own.  “…C’mon; let’s get you back to Gryffindor Tower, while everyone else is 
preoccupied in the Great Hall with dinner.  You could use a hot shower, and maybe a cold 
compress for those eyes, and probably some time alone to recover your composure.” 
 
Sniffing hard, Hermione nodded and rose, letting Luna take back the knitted blanket.  A caress 
and a murmured word, and the afghan reTransfigured itself back into its original scarf shape.  
“Wow.  I’m impressed, Luna.  You really know your way around a knitting spell, by now…” 
 
The other girl smiled at the praise, and walked with her back up to the school.  They entered 
through a side-door and made their way to the entry hall and the main staircase.  The doors to the 
Great Hall were standing open, a few students still straggling in to the evening meal.  Among 
them lurked a familiar pair.  Expressions of relief crossed Harry’s and Ron’s faces, as they broke 
away from the double doors. 
 
“Hermione, thank god!”  Harry exclaimed, rushing over to her. 
 
“Merlin, you’re a sight for sore eyes!”  Ron added as Hermione stopped, abruptly worried that 
Luna’s charm had failed. 
 
Harry’s next words disabused her of that fear.  “’Mione, do you have your notes from the DADA 
class?  I can’t remember a thing!  I wrote some things down, but I don’t remember any of it!” 
 
“And what I wrote down is only a bunch of scribbles!”  Ron exclaimed, equally fervent.  “God, I 
wish I had better handwriting!” 
 
Luna squeezed her arm encouragingly.  Hermione sniffed to clear her nose so she could speak, 
and Harry frowned at her. 
 
“Hermione…have you been crying?” 
 

“What is it, a bad test score?”  Ron added.  A prat one moment, he redeemed himself—
somewhat—in the next by adding,  “I know you’re going to do fantastic on the N.E.W.T.s; 
there’s no need to fret over a single missed answer on a pop-quiz.”  And then ruined it with,  
“God, if you weren’t so brilliant, we’d still be dating each other!” 
 
Luna smacked him in the arm, hard. 
 
“—Ow!  What was that for?” 
 
“For implying that men only go after women with boobs, and not brains!”  she chided him 
sharply. 
 
“I meant that I’m simply not smart enough to keep up with her!  As it is, I’m barely smart enough 
to keep up with you!”  he shot back, glaring at his girlfriend. 
 
“Hey, break it up, you two!”  Harry ordered them.  Ron’s version of wooing apparently came 
with an argument or five, regardless of whoever he was dating.  The Boy Who Triumphed had 
clearly learned back in their sixth year it was wiser to head off any impending argument at the 
start, and Hermione was grateful for his intervention, tonight.  “C’mon, Hermione; you can fill us 
in on what we can’t remember over supper.  Let’s get inside before Snape catches us loitering out 
here.” 
 
Hermione choked at that, but didn’t correct him for not using ‘Professor’ in front of ‘Snape’.  The 
last person she wanted to see right now was Severus Sebastian Snape, the man who’d tried to 
break her heart now, rather than let it wither and die later.  But refusing to enter the hall and eat 
would invite too many questions.  Firming her courage, and her expression, she followed Harry 
inside. 
 
Supper was beef, potatoes, carrots, peas, and other rainy-day fare.  The house-elves could cook a 
mean, delicious pot-roast, but she wasn’t hungry.  By serving herself small portions, pushing it 
around her plate a little with her fork, and keeping her mouth occupied with a running 
commentary of the class that her fellow seventh-years couldn’t recall, Hermione kept herself 
busy. 
 
It didn’t help her upset stomach to realize that, every time she looked up at the head table, 
Severus and Kathleen weren’t visible.  Fear and anger, doubt and anguish churned in her 
stomach.  She tried staying animated in looks and actions, but as the meal progressed and the 
puddings started popping onto the table, summoned magically into place by the house-elves in the 
kitchens down below, she ran out of things to say about their Defence class.  Polite things, that 
was. 
 
Her own pudding arrived, a square of lemon-chiffon cake topped with cream cheese frosting.  
Hermione stared at it, wondering if she could even make a feeble attempt at pretending to eat it.  
As she lifted her fork to give it a try, pain stabbed through her chest.  It caught her by surprise, 
hard and unpleasantly sharp, making her drop the fork.  The metal fork clattered against the 
tabletop, flipped over the edge, and clanged loudly against the floor, quietening the conversations 
around her.  It wasn’t often the Head Girl did something as graceless as dropping her fork. 
 
Pain stabbed through her chest again, making her gasp.  She grabbed for her water-goblet, to try 
and quell the burning behind her sternum—please, God, let it be nothing but indigestion!—but 
the agony that sliced behind her breastbone in the next second numbed her grip, as all of her 
concentration went to the effort of just trying to breathe against it.  The cut crystal goblet slipped 
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out of her numbed fingers, banged off the bench next to her, splashing water everywhere, and 
shattered on the floor.  Right next to her bleeding heart. 
 
“No…no…no no no no no—” 
 
“Hermione!  What’s wrong?”  Harry asked, green eyes widening with alarm. 
 
“—No no no{—don’t you fucking DARE!}”  she screamed at him with voice and mind, lurching 
to her feet.  She heard a babble of voices, the scrape of a bench being shoved back, but didn’t 
care—he was touching the blond bitch, and he was doing it, and he was cutting her heart into tiny 
little shreds— 
 
“—Sphaesuus silencio!”  she heard Luna’s voice shout, and the sounds of the confused, alarmed 
students in the Great Hall cut off with a magic-tingled snap, as a Silencing Sphere wrapped itself 
around her head. 
 
Hermione didn’t care whether or not anyone else heard her.  All her attention was focused on 
scrambling over the bench and racing for the doors, though it was hard to run with such anguish 
slamming her heart against her ribs like a bully with a first-year victim.  Her legs and arms jerked 
together before she could get halfway down the aisle between the Gryffindor and Ravenclaw 
tables, however, and she slammed into the ground, still screaming curses inside the Sphere 
confining her words to her own ears.  And Severus’ head. 
 
{Don’t you dare touch that quasi-asian little bitch!  Don’t you dare fuck her, or I’ll cut off your 
penis and stick it in a jar on your desk!}  Furious, Hermione struggled against the Petrificus 
Totalis binding her body, flexing her magic, and managed to squirm onto her back, feeling the 
heat of the spell as it cracked under the stress of her resistance.  Looking up, she saw a concerned 
Harry, a puzzled Ron, an apologetic Luna…and the Bearded Bastard himself.  Baring her teeth, 
she yelled at him, hoping the old git could read every word that she flung from her lips.  “—I’m 
going to kill you, you shite-faced bugger-wipe!  God damn you to Eternal Hell, for making him 
do this to us!—Luna, you take this damned spell off, so I can break his withered, scrawny neck!  
I’m going to rip out your watery old eyes, you damned bastard!  I’ll shove that wand of yours so 
far up your fundament they’ll have to accio it three hundred times to get it out!  I’ll rip off that 
beard and every last inch of your hide—” 
 
Those watery blue eyes, not so kindly at the moment, narrowed in displeasure.  She saw his lips 
move, the flick of his wand, and stiffened herself, preparing to lunge up at him with fingers 
flexed, feeling the petrification jinx cracking and shattering around her.  Silvery light speared 
from the wand-tip into her forehead, and blackness consumed her before she could do more than 
jerk her limbs free of their enspelled confinement, dragging her into the unwanted depths of 
unconsciousness. 
 
Screaming and struggling all the way. 
 
CXXIV. 
 
“—Severus?  Where are you?  I know you’re still in here,”  Kathleen’s voice called out.  
Embarrassed at being caught like this, Severus hastily finished what he was doing and flushed the 
toilet, yanking his clothes back into place.  He heard her voice from over the wall blocking him 
from her view, a touch of chagrin colouring it.  “…Oh.  Meet me in the living room when you’re 
through washing your hands, then.” 
 

He complied—as if he wouldn’t!—scrubbing his fingers with the soap at the little sink opposite 
the facilities, then exited the doorless but discreetly walled niche, face flushed but otherwise 
composed.  He’d heard the supper bell tolling a little while ago, and had wondered where she’d 
gone in the past hour-plus.  Rounding the corner of the dividing section of bathroom and kitchen 
nooks, he eyed the other teacher, lit by the soft white glow illuminating her odd, open-air suite.  
Rather than being lit by the usual candles and torches, her quarters had started glowing from 
translucent white spheres mounted in wrought iron stands like old-fashioned Muggle street lights.  
Experimentation had shown him that they could be brightened proportionately by the increasing 
force of a single tap, and shut off by a sharp double rap.  The light they cast was wonderfully 
steady, and he’d resolved to ask her later how to manufacture them, or at least for the name of the 
company that sold the wonderful things. 
 
But first, they had other business to discuss.  Starting with how long he’d been stuck in here, 
alone with his thoughts.  Severus eyed her somewhat cheerful expression warily.  “Where have 
you been?” 
 
She flashed him a smile.  “Discovering some interesting things.  It turns out we don’t have to 
punish Hermione for a thing, which is really good, because she’s as much of a victim as anyone 
in this mess.  If not even moreso,”  Kathleen added blithely, fishing in the pockets of her 
professorial robes.  “Apparently Luna Lovegood can read lips as well as I can, and Obliviated 
everyone who witnessed our little altercation. 
 
“Of course, that means none of my seventh-years can remember today’s lessons, save for 
Hermione and the ones who’d already left and hadn’t come back.  But that’s easily enough cured, 
come Wednesday.  We’re ahead of my course schedule enough to do a quick review…ah, here 
we are.” 
 
She finally extracted two small ceramic bottles, but didn’t explain what they were for.  A gesture 
with her free hand urged Severus back the way he had come.  Complying, he walked back around 
the partitioned section to the bedroom half of the altered classroom-greenhouse. 
 
“…So.  Absolutely no one is talking about our little fracas, because only you, I, Hermione, and 
Luna know what went on; not even Poppy knows, because all she knows is that you were hit with 
a Rodent-Teeth jinx, and I had a bloody nose, and that we have an argument between us about 
something.  If anyone asks, all you and I have to say about it is that we got into an argument that 
got a little out of hand.  Which is the truth, albeit edited and tweaked a little bit,”  she conceded.  
“Hermione’s up in her rooms by now, which means now is the best time to have a go at breaking 
the bond.  If you still want to do it, that is.” 
 
“I don’t want to,”  Severus growled, raking his hands through his black locks in frustration.   “It’s 
the fact that I have to do it.”  His hands slipped down to hide his face for a moment, then slid off 
his chin.  “Better she damns me for something I did, than for something she didn’t get to do.” 
 
“I thought you’d still feel that way.  So…what I have here,”  she stated, raising the small, yellow-
glazed bottle in her left hand,  “is Essence of Hermione Granger, filched from your private 
stock.” 
 
Severus looked at her sharply.  “—Polyjuice?  From my private lab?  How did you get in there?” 
 
“I’m ex-SSC, Sevvy,”  she drawled back, giving him a sardonic look.  “I can, and have, snuck my 
way into the Ministry of Magic’s Department of Mysteries corridors in broad daylight, without 
being seen or caught.  Twice.” 
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He frowned in confusion.  “Whyever would you do that?” 
 
“None of your business.  Suffice to say, I already followed you around the school all the way 
back in September, curious to know where you slept.  I overheard the password, used it to slip 
down the stairwell a few days later, and figured out how to pick the lock.  Nice touch, by the way, 
having one door that can only be opened by magic, and another door that’s enspelled so it cannot 
be magically unlocked,”  she added in an appreciative aside.  “I thought, after learning you had a 
way to Polyjuice yourself as me, that you’d probably have samples of you and of her down there, 
too.  And you did, neatly labelled on the shelves in your lab.  Which is a fabulous set-up, too; if I 
were serious about potions-making, that’s exacty the kind of laboratory I’d want for myself.” 
 
“Thank you.”  The words were ironically delivered at best, sneered at worst.  Holding out his 
hand, Severus demanded,  “Give her Essence to me.  Now.” 
 
“You don’t want me to morph into looking like her, to make things easier for you?”  Kathleen 
enquired, keeping the smallish bottle for a moment longer. 
 
“No.”  Severus debated leaving it at that, but decided a little more concision in his reply might 
keep the woman from making such a grievous mistake in the future.  “I would rather kill 
myself—or you—than try to pretend that you are her.  You are not Hermione, and I will not have 
you defiling her inimitable self by making a mockery of what I shared with her, through what you 
and I must do.” 
 
“Truth be told, I thought as much,”  she admitted, handing over the bottle.  “There was a small 
chance that you’d go for it, but I wanted to be prepared, just in case.  This bottle is 
undifferentiated Polyjuice,”  she stated next, holding up the other small vial.  “I’ve got some hairs 
of Remus’, and I was wondering…” 
 
“No.”  That was another emphatic denial.  Severu softened it a little, turning his previous 
argument back on her.  “If you care about him as much as you think you might, then you and I 
both know my imitating him in a moment of intimacy will only sour your feelings for him.  And 
that, I will not do to you.  I certainly don’t love you, but I do respect you enough to not want to do 
that to you.” 
 
“…I thought as much, too,”  Kathleen murmured, repocketing the green-glazed vial.  “I’m glad 
you agree, though I was more concerned about your own psychological comfort than any 
emotional repercussions on my part; I’ve dealt with worse, in my day.” 
 
“You’re only twenty-eight.  You haven’t had a true ‘in my day’ moment, yet,”  Severus snorted. 
 
Her blue eyes flickered for a moment, cold and hard.  She blinked and softened them with a slight 
smile.  “Which only goes to show that you don’t know me at all.  Well.  Since there’s nothing left 
to settle, and the dinner-hour is fast waning, shall we get down to it?” 
 
He grimaced.  “If we must.” 
 
“Try not to unsettle the mood, Severus,”  she chided him with a sigh and a stern look.  
“Achieving a bond-breaking orgasm will be awkward enough, given the circumstances and 
choice of partners.” 
 
He kept his retort to himself as she drew off her teaching robe and hung it on a hook at the edge 
of the closet.  Looking around, Severus eyed their surroundings.  This half of the converted 
classroom was just as brightly decorated as the previous half, with an equal scattering of plants, 

and a decent enough view of the slowly darkening landscape beyond the windows.  About the 
only other similarity in the two rooms was an equal number of free-standing, back-to-back 
bookcases.  The furniture out in the front half was a bit no-nonsense, for all it was colourful.  The 
furnishings in here were a bit…well, not outright frilly, but they were a bit more feminine in 
nature, including a modest, tasteful ruffle around the coverlet and canopy-hangings on the bed. 
 
Glancing over at her, Severus wrenched his abruptly widened eyes away with shock, quickly 
turning his back on her.  Mortified at what he had just involuntarily witnessed.  “—What the 
bloody hell do you think you’re doing, woman?!” 
 
“I’m undressing!  What the hell does it look like I’m doing?”  she retorted sharply. 
 
“That is not necessary!”  Severus snapped stiffly, grateful there were too many plants in the way 
of the windows to show him a reflection of her half-undressed body. 
 
“Well, excuse me, but I’m not used to being fully clothed while I’m frigging myself into an 
orgasm!” 
 
“Well, I certainly don’t want you to be undressed for any of this!”  A shudder of revulsion rippled 
down his spine, as he folded his arms tightly over his chest, refusing to look at her while she was 
so bloody indecent—she’d even removed her brassiere, for Merlin’s sake!  God, he was going to 
need a Memory Cleansing Charm after this…  “And I’ll hex you right out of the castle, if you 
even hint at wanting me to take off my own clothes!” 
 
“No, thank you,”  she agreed tartly, as cloth rustled behind his back.  “That’s an image I’d rather 
not take to my grave.  You’re not butt-ugly, but you’re definitely not my type.”  More cloth 
rustled, then she spoke.  “There.  That should be decent enough for you, and yet comfortable 
enough for me.  You can turn around, now…you big prude.” 
 
He complied, reluctantly.  The Defence Mistress had clothed herself in a jewel-toned caftan 
printed in tropical flowers and abstract swirls.  It was disgustingly bold and cheerful, with 
butterflied sides, and though the pattern was eye-distracting, Severus was fairly sure she wasn’t 
wearing a stitch underneath.  He closed his eyes for a moment, sick to his stomach with what they 
were about to do. 
 
There wasn’t any other, more viable choice, though.  He was damned did this, and his beloved 
damned if he didn’t.  What’s one more sin upon my own soiled soul, when I can spare her the 
death of her dreams?  His voice was a disgusted mutter, aimed more at himself than at her.  
“…Let’s get this over with.  Where do you want to do this?” 
 
“On the bed; I’ll be more comfortable, there.” 
 
Severus didn’t even want to look at her.  The thought of Kathleen Frejne lying on a bed, about to 
indulge in her carnal nature with his assistance, made him want to escape her quarters.  
Preferrably while screaming, with an axe in hand, racing for the Headmaster’s quarters. 
 
Oddly enough, the image of him charging through the corridors with a battleaxe brandished over 
his head, frightening and scattering the children who might cross his path, made him almost want 
to laugh.  Plotting his vengeance in absurd detail, Severus waited until she had arranged herself, 
draping the caftan decorously enough to hide all but the lowermost part of her legs, trying not to 
look at the flashes of knee and thigh afforded by the barely-stitched garment.  As soon as she had 
settled into place, he joined her. 
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It felt very awkward, crawling onto the bed next to her.  Uncomfortable, and unnatural.  Severus 
wasn’t quite sure where to put himself, how to lie next to her…or even if he really wanted to 
touch her.  That last thought was stupid; of course he didn’t want to touch her!  Yet he was too 
practical to think he could avoid doing so, without wasting too much of everything that both 
Hermione and he had strived to achieved over the years they’d spent at the school. 
 
Stiffening his features to keep his grimace of disgust to himself, Severus cleared his throat.  
“…Ready?” 
 
“Go for it.” 
 
Rolling onto his side, he avoided her eyes as he shifted his hand to the edge of her caftan.  His 
fingers brushed warm skin as he slipped them between the folds of the slippery, satiny fabric.  
Biting his lower lip, he travelled his fingers up over the top of her thigh, then up along the soft 
skin, seeking the apex.  His chest started aching, mixing uncomfortably with the disgust churning 
his stomach.  His breathing picked up speed, turning shallow and not quite panicky, the moment 
his fingers located her feminine curls.  Alright, panicky.  Dammit, his chest hurt.  Closing  his 
eyes, Severus forced his emotions down out of his mind and trailed his fingertips lightly over her 
curls, determined to arouse her as quickly as possible. 
 
A rising shout rang in his ears—in his mind, he realized, for Hermione was clearly feeling the 
same stabbing pains at this betrayal.  The same stabbing pains that had alerted her to the fact that 
he and Frejne had kissed, earlier.  {…no no no No NO NO—don’t you fucking DARE!} 
 
He had no tenable choice but to continue.  Gritting his teeth against her mental screams and the 
increasing pain, Severus parted the folds of flesh under his fingers, and touched the nubbin they 
concealed. 
 
{Don’t you dare touch that quasi-asian little bitch!  Don’t you dare fuck her, or I’ll cut off your 
penis and stick it in a jar on your desk!} 
 
God, he was going to be sick.  Breathing entirely through his nostrils, jaw clenched and eyes 
squeezed shut, Severus forced his mind to be as detatched and clinical as possible, as he gently 
manipulated the bud of flesh under his touch.  Determined to give the woman next to him the 
required sexual fulfillment.  Merlin, he was going to vomit any minute, now… 
 
The pain only increased, with the increase of his efforts.  In the back of his mind, he heard 
Hermione turning her invective on someone else, her meaning clear though the words themselves 
didn’t quite make it through the walls he had erected.  Stiffening them further—imagining 
himself with that axe, not so humorously this time, as he chopped his employer to death, one 
screaming, bearded inch at a time—Severus blocked out his awareness of her as much as he 
could. 
 
It did nothing to decrease the anguish chopping his heart to pieces.  It just gave him enough peace 
from her rage to keep his focus on the task at hand.  The screaming faded out completely a 
moment later; concerned, Severus almost reached out for her to find out what was going on…but 
if he did that, he’d never have the nerve to go on, if their minds touched each other directly.  So 
he kept at his post, grimly ignoring his nausea as he wriggled and circled his fingers.  Until 
Kathleen sighed impatiently, squirming slightly under his touch.  “…Stop.” 
 
With an effort of will, Severus did not yank his hand out from under her caftan and wipe it 
frantically over the bedspread in the need to get the feel of her off of his flesh.  Instead, he 

withdrew his hand at a more decorous pace.  It took him a moment to unclench his jaw, though.  
“—Is something wrong?” 
 
“Yes.  You’re not ‘doing it’ for me.”  Levering herself off the bed, Kathleen padded across the 
room to the bookshelves, and started perusing them. 
 
“I’m not exactly thrilled with this situation, either,”  he muttered, eyeing his hand before looking 
away in disgust.  His other hand rubbed at his sternum.  “We need to figure out how to get this 
over with quickly.  Just touching you is excruciating.  I’d rather not prolong the contact, thank 
you.” 
 
There.  That was safely detatched.  No swearwords, no shouting, no throwing of objects or 
searchings for an axe suitable dully enough to torture his employer with, though he did know of 
an axe-bearing suit of armor on the second floor, east wing… 
 
“I’m going to read something stimulating.  Hopefully by combining the two activities, it’ll work 
with suitable speed.  Just out of curiosity, Severus, how would you rate the pain you’re clearly 
feeling, on a scale of 1 to 10?  One being virtually ignorable, and ten being the Cruciatus Curse?” 
 
“9.5.” 
 
She peered over her shoulder at him, sandy blond brows lifting.  “…That bad?  Really?” 
 
Severus rubbed at his sternum, which still ached from the memory of the pain.  “Trust me, I’ve 
been hit with Crucio enough times to know.” 
 
“I see.”  Turning back to the shelves, she plucked paperbacks from here and there, eventually 
returning with a whole armful.  Setting them in a pile on the nightstand, she settled herself back 
onto the bed and picked up the topmost novel, thumbing through it.  “Give me a few minutes; I’ll 
let you know when I’m ready to resume.” 
 
Severus nodded, rolling onto his back to stare up at the canopy.  Or rather, through the gauzy 
canopy at the darkening sky.  Why wasn’t Hermione saying anything anymore?  He fretted over 
that.  Was she ignoring him?  Was she fuming in tightly walled silence?  Or…the hope was 
wildly impossible…had the bond already been broken? 
 
Lowering his own walls cautiously, Severus reached out to her mind.  Her fortifications were still 
up, but they weren’t manned by her; instead, a silvery light gleamed from every surface.  
Concerned, he merged his mind with hers, vaulting her defences.  He found her in the courtyard 
of her mind, as stiff and still and silvery as a statue.  Trapped by a peculiar, unfamiliar spell.  It 
took him only a moment to evoke the aura of the caster, and when he did, Severus ground his 
teeth in anger.  Dumbledore had paralyzed her mind, somehow--bastard!  Touching her in 
curiosity, he jerked his hand away, startled—she was still screaming inside, even though she was 
stiffly unconscious! 
 
Damn the man! 
 
She hadn’t gone straight to her rooms.  She’d apparently been in the Great Hall.  That meant all 
those things she’d shouted in his mind, she’d probably screamed to everyone…and Severus 
certainly didn’t think Miss Lovegood was good enough at Memory Charms to erase the memories 
of the whole school in one go, staff as well as students.  Retreating, Severus shored up his 
defences, wondering what they were going to do.  Wondering whether or not it was worth it at 
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this point to even continue with the breaking of the link.  They could run away to the islands of 
Polynesia, he supposed; he’d have a little while with her before she began to hate him, at least… 
 
…Until she’d still come to resent and hate him for stealing away her future.  Break the bloody 
link, fix her bloody future.  Even if she’ll never want me to be a part of it,  he decided grimly.  He 
didn’t really believe she’d cut him dead; they were too much a part of each other, now.  Despite 
the accusation he’d flung at her, Severus knew in his heart that her feelings for him were just as 
strong as his for her.  Their minds wouldn’t have meshed so perfectly in their intellect, if their 
hearts weren’t also compatible in their intensity. 
 
Pages rustled.  Books were exchanged.  Bored, Severus closed his eyes and calculated the cost of 
all the cauldrons Neville Longbottom had destroyed during the five years he’d spent in Potions 
class, then added in the expense of the wasted potion-supplies.  He was just getting to the tally of 
the cost of counter-potions and medical expenses accrued when the woman at his side spoke.  In a 
breathy, aroused voice that made his skin crawl with revulsion. 
 
“…Okay.  I’m ready.” 
 
Rolling back onto his side, Severus inserted his hand under her caftan.  Eyes closed, he focused 
on his goal:  accenting her arousal until she experienced a bona fide orgasm.  Then he could go 
kill himself.  Not much of a choice, but if he didn’t do this, he’d kill Hermione’s love for him 
somewhere down the road.  He’d never blame her for losing his teaching position, but he knew 
she’d eventually blame him for losing her future.  Trying very hard not to think about what—and 
especially who—he was touching, eyes closed so that he didn’t have to see what he was doing, 
Severus rubbed and caressed the bits of warm, moist flesh under his fingers. 
 
The pain came back immediately, of course, starting the moment he’d crossed from her outer to 
her inner thighs, from publically acceptable to decided intimate territory.  It only got worse, the 
heavier her breathing got with the increase of her arousal, conflicting with the rasping of the 
pages she was turning.  In a parody of her panting, his own breath hissed in and out through his 
altered teeth with the attempt to control his nausea.  Grimly, Severus kept moving his fingers, 
circling, prodding, stroking, ignoring the churning of his stomach and the burning in his chest, 
which was now spreading to his limbs. 
 
The woman suffering his touch gasped, and the agony spiked in its excruciating fervor, shooting 
straight up into his head.  Sparking streaks of red and orange and sickly green behind his eyes.  
He heard someone screaming hoarsely, heard his beloved scream from suffering in equal agony—
Cruciatus had nothing on the pain he was feeling, now!  Revulsion shuddered literally through his 
body, a seizure that spasmed his limbs.  He tried to jerk his hand away, to stop it, but her thighs 
had clamped around his wrist at some point, and he realised with sharply increasing horror that 
she was…she was…humping… 
 
Half of the screaming in his head cut off, torn out of his mind by the force of Kathleen’s climax, 
riping out his heart right along with it.  Silence, in his mind, agony in his chest.  He gasped for 
breath, and realized half of that hoarse yelling had come from his own throat.  The woman at his 
side pushed up on her elbows and asked him something.  Harsh panting rasped in his ears, but the 
most impactful sound, silence, was all he could hear in his head. 
 
Silence.  Silence silence silence silence! 
 
Jerking his hand free, Severus scrambled off the bed, racing for the bathroom nook, and the niche 
with the toilet.  Flinging himself around the corner, he collapsed to his knees, barely reaching his 

target in time to heave the meager contents of his stomach into the basin.  The pain still lingered 
in his gutted chest, as waves of nausea tingled from the toes on his feet to the crown of his head. 
 
The vomiting didn’t stop, even after there was nothing left but a trickle of stomach acid to be 
expelled.  Bile came up next, an ugly shade of yellow, as gentle hands scraped his hair back and 
bound it out of the way with a tie.  Then nothing but dry heaves, until the force of his emotional 
pain slowly faded under the weight of his physical misery. 
 
When the last of the dry heaves stopped, Severus folded trembling arms on the brim of the seat, 
and dropped his forehead onto the black wool to rest, pathetically glad the vomiting was done.  
Until he inhaled shakily…and smelled it.  And became acutely, horribly aware that his fingers 
were wet with it.  Thrusting his right arm as far away as he could, he vomited again, and again, 
until the sour-sweet stench of acid and bile from the bowl cleansed the betrayal from his nasal 
passages. 
 
It still clung to his hand, though, forcing awareness of his betrayal on his overwrought senses.  
Panicking, Severus shook his already trembling hand, flapping it as a whinge escaped his throat.  
A whinge that formed itself into increasingly hysterical words.  “…get it off…get it off…  Get it 
off get it off get it off of me!  Get it off!  Get it off!  Get it off!” 
 
“Shh, shh—zu chaulein!” 
 
Magic tingled over his fingers, scrubbing them clean.  But he could still feel it, and shook his 
hand again, trying not to heave to spare his too-tender stomach.  “It’s still there!  I can still feel 
it—I said, get it off!” 
 
“Alright, alright!  Manumundic!” 
 
His hand burned and he glanced down the length of his arm at it, seeing how reddened the skin 
was becoming from the harsh cleaning spell.  There was no trace of gleaming wetness, no scent 
of anything in the air…but the sight of his own hand sickened him, and he turned and heaved 
again.  Just twice, but it was enough to know he couldn’t stand the touch of his own flesh 
anymore.  Panting, swallowing against the pain in his raw-burned throat, Severus couldn’t take it 
anymore.  “…Cut it off.” 
 
“What?” 
 
“…I said, cut it off.” 
 
“What are you talking about?”  Kathleen demanded.  “Cut off what?” 
 
“—Cut off my hand!”  Severus snapped impatiently, forehead braced on his left arm, as he shook 
his right one again.  “Can you not understand the simplest command?” 
 
“You want me to cut off your hand?”  she asked, disbelief colouring her voice right out of its 
adopted British accent.  “—Are you insane?” 
 
“If thy robes embarrass thee, cast them aside!  If thine eye betrays thee, pluck it out!  If thy hand 
offends thee, cut it off!  Cut!  It!  Off!”  he yelled, coming the closest to hysterical he had ever 
been in his tightly-controlled adult life. 
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A hand fisted itself through his drawn-back hair, pulling his head up.  Pale blue eyes bored into 
his black ones, searching for the seriousness of his demand.  He was very, deadly serious, and let 
her see it in his anguished gaze. 
 
A yank on that hair, and she dragged him out of the toilet niche, her face cold and grim, her grip 
unsettlingly strong.  Hauling Severus onto the vanity bench in front of the mirror attatched to the 
back wall of the nook, she released his hair, grabbed his right forearm, and smacked it onto 
surface.  Severus winced at the jolt of pain, but didn’t protest.  His skin had been scrubbed raw, 
but he could still feel it clinging to his flesh.  His betrayal.  The proof of what he’d done.  He, 
himself alone.  It sickened him, and he looked away, just wanting the thing gone. 
 
Metal flashed, in the mirror.  Widening his eyes, Severus stared at the reflection of the cleaver in 
her grip—where the bloody hell had she gotten that thing?  What kind of a woman keeps a huge 
meat cleaver in her bathroom? 
 
“…You want it off?”  Kathleen asked him coolly, that same, strange sense of darkness in her 
from before now roiling once again in the depths of her eyes.  Her left hand snapped up, grabbed 
his jaw, and twisted his head implacably to face hers.  “Look me in the eyes, Severus, and tell me 
you want your right hand cut off.” 
 
He could still feel it, a mental stain crawling through his flesh, and met her gaze unflinching.  
“Cut it off, Kathleen.  Cut my hand off!” 
 
Holding his gaze, she lowered her hand to his forearm.  The cleaver glinted in the light of the 
globes framing the mirror as it lifted in the corner of his vision.  It streaked down again like a bolt 
of lightning, a heartbeat later.  Severus reflexively winced his eyes shut as it fell— 
 
CRACK!! 
 
Pain lanced up through his arm, followed instantly by numbness.  Blessed, blissful numbness.  
She whispered something, and searing heat stabbed through his forearm at the midpoint, some 
sort of cauterizing spell.  Severus didn’t smell anything, though, and glanced down reflexively at 
his arm.  His skin was moulding itself into a stump at the mid-point of his arm, under the 
prodding of her wand.  The cleaver and the remnants of his missing hand were nowhere in sight, 
nor was there any blood spilled.  A clean, magically sealed cut, then. 
 
The flesh that had betrayed his beloved was gone.  Nausea of a different kind welled up inside of 
him, a belated horror at what he’d requested, and what she’d so readily done…but at least this 
urge was one he could quell.  And he was glad his hand was gone, in a sickened sort of way.  
“…Thank you.” 
 
“Don’t thank me just yet,”  the Defence Mistress murmured, removing her left hand from his 
elbow as she withdrew her wand.  He looked up at her, puzzled.  She tipped her head to her right, 
nodding at their images.  “Look in the mirror.” 
 
Severus glanced over at his reflection.  And frowned.  Lifting his stump of an arm, he stared at 
the whole, unharmed hand dangling limply from his right forearm.  When he looked at himself 
directly, his hand was missing.  When he stared back into the mirror, his hand was still there.  His 
gaze slid accusingly up to the eyes of the woman standing calm and collected beside him, glaring 
at her in silent demand for an explanation. 
 
“I didn’t really cut your hand off,”  she explained mildly, without show of remorse for the trick.  
“I figured you’d eventually want it back, later.  But I did use an illusion to make you think I 

had…and I did cut off all of your mental awareness of the offending flesh, in proportion to your 
guilt over the offense.   Right now you can’t even see it anymore, let alone feel it, because that’s 
how guilty you feel.  Save for in a mirror, of course.  And I don’t blame you—you should feel 
guilty for what you did. 
 
“But eventually you’ll remember that you did do the right thing, and that if this is a mistake, it is 
a correctible mistake.  And eventually you’ll forgive yourself,”  the Defence Mistress murmured 
as he stared at her.  “Because you should also forgive yourself.  When that happens, your 
awareness of your hand will return, and even the functionality of your hand will return. 
 
“It’s all just  metapsychological magic,”  she reassured him, patting his shoulder.  Severus 
flinched from her touch.  Her mouth tightened for a moment, then relaxed.  “…I’ll let you out, 
now.  You’re not the only one affected by this moment, you know; I’ve got my own skin-
scrubbing charms to perform…and a book or two to burn.  Come.  Time for you to be on your 
way.” 
 
Clutching the seeming stump of his hand to his chest, Severus swallowed the rancid taste of bile 
trying to rise once again in his throat.  Rising from the padded bench, he let her lead him out of 
her quarters, muttering for him the password to get them both through the treacle-thick wall.  She 
accompanied him all the way out to the thankfully empty hallway, and spoke one more time. 
 
“…Remember your promise, about the Veritamoria.  And, whatever you do, don’t go anywhere 
near him without plenty of backup, right now.  For your own safety,”  she added dryly.  “I don’t 
think he’d like what happened here any more than you or I currently do.” 
 
Sneering silently at the unnecessary warning, Severus whirled and stalked off, deeply troubled at 
what he had just done.  His mind knew it was necessary, but his heart was still missing from his 
chest, and his guts were still trying to wrench themselves into knots in protest at what he had 
done.   Worst of all, he didn’t know which would have been the more cowardly task:  caving in to 
the Headmaster’s demands over the demands of his beloved—chosing Dumbledore over 
Hermione, all for the sake of her education and his job—or running away from this place, running 
away from the right thing to do.  Condemning her future and ensuring her eventual hatred of him, 
over her immediate loathing, even if it had meant them being able to spend more time with each 
other right now… 
 
Sick to his stomach, Severus retreated to the dungeons, cursing this day as the worst one of his 
life. 
 
CXXV. 
 
Gone. 
 
Hermione knew in an instant when she awoke:  Severus was gone.  Gone from her mind, gone 
from her thoughts, gone from her heart.  Or rather, her heart was gone.  Her whole body ached, 
true, sore and bruised, but the deepest pain was the gaping hole behind her ribs. 
 
Gone.  And she hadn’t even been conscious enough to know when.  Nor how.  Unbidden—
unwelcome!—came an image of him, naked and sweaty, intimately positioned over her.  An 
imagination of how they must’ve looked, doing the deed.  Anger and revulsion warred with each 
other.  Her stomach churned, and Hermione rolled over, intending to vomit over the side of her 
bed.  Or rather, tried to roll over.  She found she was only able to turn her head, because the rest 
of her body was bound tightly in place.  Hastily swallowing her bile, she opened her eyes. 
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Her body was bound to a plain, Infirmary-style bed via dozens of silvery, ribbon-like strands.  
They looked very much like the ones Severus had used all those years ago to bind Sirius Black, 
back in the Shrieking Shack, the same ones he had relatively recently used on Draco.  Thinking of 
the ropes led her to thoughts of their first time in the Shack, of subsequent trips, of coming to love 
him, to know him…to share her thoughts with him, and the loss of those thoughts… 
 
She drew in a sharp breath to scream, and heard a wooden chair creak.  Looking quickly the other 
way, she spotted Luna—of all people—seated at a plain wooden desk nearby.  One of 
Hermione’s textbooks lay open in front of her, and several more sat stacked along with scrolls 
and papers to one side.  Clad in her school robes, the only thing different about her from the last 
thing Hermione remembered was the way her blond curls were now drawn into a single plait. 
 
“You’re awake.  Good.  I can start explaining what’s going on, and maybe get to Potions class in 
time to spy on the ruddy git for you.” 
 
Potions.  Hermione paled at the word, feeling her stomach churn.  She needed information more 
than she needed to purge the ache in her gut, though.  “Why am I bound to this bed?” 
 
There.  That came out nice and calm.  Enough that her bile didn’t threaten to escape just yet. 
 
“Because you were thrashing so hard, even with the Mind Paralyzing Charm Professor 
Dumbledore laid on you, we had to restrain you.  I kept the Silencing Sphere on you until we got 
you in here, then the Headmaster warded the entire room.  If I couldn’t see the Great Clock from 
this window,”  she added, nodding her head at a narrow, arrow-loop style window in an 
embrasure that contained a narrow, cushion-strewn bench seat,  “I wouldn’t even know what time 
it was, because I certainly wouldn’t hear anything when the class-bells tolled.” 
 
“I…don’t remember thrashing around.” 
 
“What do you remember?”  Luna asked her, tucking what looked like a broken quill feather into 
the book for a placemark.  The Ravenclaw girl was remarkably calm and logical-sounding.  
Normal-seeming.  Her composure helped quieted some of Hermione’s emotional upheaval. 
 
“You finding me, out at the pitch…getting dragged in to supper…and…and an intense agony, 
that let me know he was…trying to break the link  With her,”  Hermione added, her lip curling up 
in the start of a snarl.  “And I know he’s succeeded!”  She jerked at the silvery ropes binding her 
to the bed, but couldn’t really budge an inch, she was squashed that flat by them.  Forcing herself 
to calm down, Hermione stared at the plastered ceiling.  “…I’m going to kill him.” 
 
“Professor Snape?” 
 
“Both of them.  The Headmaster, too.  I think I’ll start with him, actually,”  she managed to say 
calmly enough.  “Call it my last gift to him, before I kill him.” 
 
Luna sighed, closing the book on the feather shaft.  “You’re very lucky, you know.   Not 
everyone in England knows what Parani Fever is.” 
 
“Parani what?”  Hermione repeated, distracted.  How many bloody, odd segues and tangents is 
she going to go off onto, throughout her oddball life?  Of course, calling Luna’s life odd was the 
cat calling the cauldron black; Hermione’s certainly qualified on the oddness scale. 
 
“Parani Fever,”  Luna repeated herself patiently.  “It’s found primarily in the Congo, though rare, 
spontaneous cases have been known to occur elsewhere around the world.  The victim 

experiences intense seizures of rage and despair, all sorts of emotional upheaval, and suffers from 
bouts of overwhelming hallucinations.  It’s a temporary madness, thankfully, but given the things 
the victim tends to say, one obviously needs to Silence and Bind them for their own safety, and 
the safety of those around them. 
 
“Luckily for Madame Pomfrey, I already suffered through it when I contracted it as a young girl 
accompanying my father on one of his exploratory expeditions….or so I told her,”  Luna added 
primly, as Hermione stared at her.  Her slightly bulging blue eyes glinted with mischievous 
humor.  “And, having already suffered it once, I’m the perfect person to attend you as you slowly 
recover.”  The slight smile curving her mouth faltered.  “I…didn’t know what you were going 
through, not in any detail, until Professor…erm…one of the professors explained what it would 
take to break the link between the two of you.” 
 
Hermione’s mind raced.  Luna had already mentioned Potions, and Snape, which meant the only 
other person she’d be reluctant to mention in the Head Girl’s presence who would have a clue 
would be…  “Her.” 
 
“Well, she does know a lot about this problem of yours.  And Professor Snape…well, he wasn’t 
in any condition last night to answer the Headmaster’s questions.” 
 
Something thumped behind Hermione’s ribs.  It couldn’t have been her heart, though; the black-
haired bastard had already torn that out.  “He…something was wrong with him?” 
 
Damned tongue!  Betraying me with concern, when I should be wielding it in sharpest outrage…  
Why should I care what the hell happened to the betrayer of my trust? 
 
“Yeah, there’s something wrong with him.  If you count his being totally pissed.  Stinking drunk.  
Guzzling a bucket-sized cocktail chaser drawn from the River Lethe and the River Ethyl,”  Luna 
recited dryly.  “I understand he threw one of his squicky things-in-a-jar at Professor Dumbledore, 
when the Headmaster went looking for an explanation for your condition from him.  So the 
Headmaster had to bring in Professor Frejne on your case instead, and since I was here, helping 
Madame Pomfrey make sure you didn’t choke to death on your own vomit—oh, yes, that was 
something else we had to deal with, along with the screaming and the struggling, and it was all 
rather nasty if you ask me; I don’t think I’ll take up a mediwitch’s career anytime soon—that’s 
how I got to hear it all.  Or at least enough of it to fill in a few more of the details I’d already 
figured out. 
 
“Of course, Professor Frejne overrode Professor Dumbledore’s objections to my listening in, 
pointing out that I’d been the one to cast Obliviate on our fellow students, to protect your 
reputation.”  Luna paused, frowned, and added,  “I still don’t know how she managed to figure 
that one out, considering I quizzed Madame Pomfrey later, and she was here that entire time with 
Professor Snape, helping her get his teeth fixed.  Anyway, I learned you had to wait seven-and-a-
quarter days in abstinence to kill the last of the link, once the ‘second stage’ distance-bond was 
severed, and told the Headmaster about Parani Fever, which takes about eight days to cure.” 
 
“Why did you tell him about this…disease?”  Hermione asked her.  “To cover up the way I was 
shouting like a madwoman in the Great Hall?” 
 
“Yes, that, and Professor Dumbledore wanted to keep you isolated for the full duration of the 
seven-plus days, but needed a good enough excuse to cover both your earlier actions and your 
subsequent absence,”  Luna agreed mildly.  “I think it’s a really good idea to give you some time 
on your own to think things through,”  she added logically.  “Right now, you’re on the verge of 
wanting to kill everyone—Professor Frejne, Professor Dumbledore, even Professor Snape.  
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Possibly even me, for being the bearer of such bad tidings.  But Professor Dumbledore has to 
maintain the dignity of the school and its rules, Professor Snape was trying to think of preserving 
a reasonable future for both of you, and Professor Frejne was simply trying to do a friend a favour 
in the least distasteful and least intrusive manner possible.” 
 
“The bitch,”  Hermione muttered, seeing painfully in her mind’s eye the blond DADA professor 
writhing all over her Severus’ lap.  “Is that the lorry-full of bullshite she sold to you?” 
 
The look Luna levelled her made her subside.  Not that Hermione could do anything but rant and 
rave verbally, bound as she still was to the bed.  Closing her eyes, the Head Girl mastered her 
temper, then opened them again. 
 
“…Sorry, Luna.”  She wasn’t really sorry at all, but Hermione went through the motions.  “I 
don’t mean to take it out on you.  I’m…I’m grateful you did everything you could to help keep 
this whole mess as discreet as possible.  Really.  But I am rather furious right now.” 
 
“I can well imagine, and with every due cause,”  Luna agreed simply, and that helped the Head 
Girl to calm down.  “So.  You’re confined to these rather bland quarters for the duration.  I 
already had Ginny bring down your books and such, so you could do your homework.  I’ll be 
bringing you updates on everything from your classes each day, too.” 
 
“I take it I at least get to leave this bed, and walk around the room?”  Hermione enquired stiffly, 
craning her head a little more to the side, taking in the stacks of books and papers on the desk 
again.  Everything seemed to be there. 
 
“Yep.  Finite devincum.” 
 
The ropes dissolved.  Grunting, Hermione pushed up onto her elbows, then sat up.  Her stomach 
churned unpleasantly, but as she pressed her hand to her abdomen, she felt the familiar lumps of 
her charm bracelet.  She still had her wand; even Dumbledore had forgotten about the wand-
wallet strung among the golden baubles on her wrist, the moment Severus had fastened it there. 
 
“You’ve got your own en suite bathroom, too; it’s got a tub and a shower stall, and of course a 
toilet and basin, hot and cold water, stacks of fluffy towels and such, and the house-elves can pop 
in and out for cleaning needs,”  Luna told her blithely.  “But the walls, ceiling, floor, windows, 
drains, pipes and door are all sealed specifically against you exiting before your assigned time in 
here is up.  Even if you had an illegal Animagus form, you wouldn’t be able to slip out of here.  
Sorry, but there it is.” 
 
“I…I understand,”  Hermione managed smoothly, wondering if she could come up with a way to 
circumvent the protections keeping her here. 
 
Rising from the chair, Luna crossed to the bed, stooped, and hugged Hermione.  And whispered 
in her ear, barely breathing,  “…But I know the spell to deactivate all of the wards, and I think 
what was done to the two of you deserves a Bat Bogey Hex right to the Headmaster’s bearded old 
face, at the very least…  If you still have your wand on you somewhere, I’ll show you where and 
how to tap the walls.” 
 
Nodding slightly, Hermione stood up.  She’d been stripped out of only her outermost robes, her 
school tie, and her shoes; apparently she’d put up too much of a struggle, even unconscious, to 
bother undressing the rest of her things.  Good.  Glad to know my subconscious was still putting 
up a hell of a fight.. 
 

Luna drew her wand, raising it as she stepped close to the wall and glanced back over her 
shoulder at the older girl.  Hermione flicked out her own wand, ready to copy her every move.  
Save for the one the girl pulled.  A rapid swish of the thin length of ash over her shoulder, and 
Luna snapped, 
 
“Accio wand!” 
 
The ebony shaft jerked out of Hermione’s grasp before she could tighten her fingers.  It smacked 
into Luna’s hand as she twisted to face the older girl—and stepped back through the wall, 
continuing the motion as Hermione lunged off the bed, grabbing futilely for her wand.  Luna’s 
head vanished last, not entirely Cheshire-Cat-like, though hers was a grimace, not a grin. 
 
“—Sorry!” 
 
Furious at being tricked, Hermione lunged forward and ran her hands over the solid blocks of 
stone, then banged the fleshy sides of her fists against the wall.  “Damn you!  ...Damn you all!” 
 
CXXVI. 
 
She couldn’t stay angry forever, though.  Or weep forever, though Hermione did rile and rant, 
scream and sob.  All the sparse comforts had been included:  cushions on the narrow little 
window-seat for her to thump against the walls; a never-ending box of tissues for her to blow her 
nose upon; her own clothes in the small chest at the foot of the bed, which she changed into after 
taking a shower; all of her books from her dorm-room—save for the tome on Eromancy, which 
she’d hidden carefully under her bed; plenty of towels and toiletries for bathing; and feminine 
supplies, should her monthlies come during her incarcerated stay. 
 
So she threw the little pillows around for a while, then collapsed and wept and used up a small 
mountain of tissues for a while longer, interspersed with more cushion-borne violence, ate the 
bland lunch that popped into existence on a tray on the desk—no doubt courtesy some house-elf’s 
magic—and moped listlessly over her homework before growing angry and screaming and 
cursing and weeping some more.  It was all rather alarming, to feel such terrible mood-swings; 
Hermione had never been this volatile in her emotions, before.  She’d always been the calm, 
level-headed one.  The girl with all the answers.  The girl…fuck it, she was a woman, now.  Even 
adult women were allotted an occasional snap in their personality, right? 
 
The afternoon waned, as she tried focusing on her homework.  Strangely enough, the only thing 
she could make any headway in was a boring history essay from the late Professor Binns.  The 
ghost was a horridly boring History teacher.  She didn’t even want to think about calling him a 
“Master”—Hermione could only take her respect for competent authority so far, and boring his 
students to death was not a sign of competency in her book.  Even Professor Trelawney, the old 
fraud, had some intrinsic entertainment value, even if what she taught was rubbish compared to 
Professor Binns’ lessons.  But History was the only thing she could focus on—probably because 
it was least likely to remind her of her sexual-essences potion, since she hadn’t used anythin 
related to History in its making, and every other subject inevitably led her thoughts into circling 
right back around to everything she and Severus had done. 
 
Oh, hell.  Everything made her think of her lover.  The Betrayer! 
 
Which meant she had gone back to smacking her pillows around the small room after another 
couple of inches, then had slumped into weeping on the window bench, when Luna poked her 
head through.  One minute, the wall opposite the window embrasure was empty, the next a blond, 
braided head poked through for a quick, wide-eyed peek.  The head withdrew as Hermione 
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startled and sniffed, reaching for the everlasting box of tissues on the nearby desk.  It poked 
through again a moment later, followed by the rest of Miss Lovegood’s school-uniformed body. 
 
“Good!  You’re not mad at the moment.  Here’s your homework for the day, and the latest gossip.  
Harry and Ronald send you their deepest sympathies, though Ronald expressed wonder that you 
hadn’t had a mental breakdown earlier than this, given how hard you drive yourself when you 
study,”  Luna recited.  Then tipped her head thoughtfully and added,  “Though his exact words 
were more like,  ‘I’m surprised it took her this long to go right berk from all those bloody study 
schedules!’  I hit him for you,”  Luna added, flashing Hermione a smile. 
 
Hermione sniffed and smiled back.  “That’s an incredible imitation of him.” 
 
“Yeah, well, we have a lot in common.  Okay, here’s your homework from your Tuesday classes; 
sorry it’s a bit late, but I had to track down all of your teachers.  Professor Masque was very 
disappointed you didn’t show up in Advanced Illusions today, since today’s lesson-plan would’ve 
covered the questions you posed three weeks ago—I had to track down Dean Thomas to get a 
copy of his notes for you—and Professor McGonagall actually had the temerity to order me to tell 
you that, barking mad or not, if you don’t produce at least five extra inches on your homework for 
her class, she’ll never consider you for apprenticeship under her as a future Transfigurations 
Mistress.” 
 
Hermione accepted the sheets of paper Luna handed her, flicking through them in curiosity before 
setting them on the desk.  The Head Boy’s handwriting was small, neat, and almost as detailed as 
she would’ve taken, only with much better illustrations.  “Thank you, Luna.” 
 
“Oh, and something peculiar happened, sometime between yesterday and today.” 
 
“Oh?”  Hermione asked idly, examining the History homework Binns had assigned, noting which 
chapters to look up in her textbook. 
 
“Yes!  Apparently Professor Snape injured his hand, because he came down to lunch with his arm 
in a sling—black, of course—but he refused to tell Madame Pomfrey what was wrong with it, nor 
let her look at it; that almost causes a row, I tell you!  And he was very sour and mean in class, 
today, and I mean beyond Classic Snape…when he wasn’t being creepily silent.  I swear, the man 
could get an acting award for Best Brooding! 
 
“Of course, it’d be hard to tell if he had a hangover, because he always looks like he does in the 
mornings, but I suspect he might’ve, because he wasn’t at breakfast this morning, and he almost 
nearly always is, and he was actually *late* coming to class this morning, according to one of the 
fourth-years—actually, come to think of it,”  she nattered on as Hermione’s thoughts whirled, 
torn between anguish at the thought of his injury, and anger that he dared do what he had done 
and show little sign of remorse in the morning for it,  “I’ve never seen him skip a class, nor be ill 
or injured in any way, not even with Neville’s infamous incidents back when he was still in 
Potions class.  It’s like the man is impervious, or something.” 
 
“Not if I get my hands on him, soon,”  Hermione growled, back to being angry again. 
 
Luna, no fool, quickly gathered up her book bag.  “…And that’s my cue to leave.  See you 
tomorrow!” 
 
Too overwrought to remember that being all on her own could be boring once she no longer had 
her homework to occupy her attention, Hermione let her go.  She had a date with screaming—in 

anger and anguish—into one of her pillows.  Either that, or trying to bash down the walls with the 
cotton-wool stuffed thing. 
 
CXXVII. 
 
Green light flared in his sitting room.  Blearily, Severus tilted the bottle of firewhiskey to his lips 
again, drank the last few dregs—no need to waste the liquid oblivion, after all—then threw the 
emptied bottle at his employer.  The Bearded Bastard dodged it, spry old git, letting it crack 
against the edge of the bookcase to the left of the hearth and drop to the carpet, where the house-
elves could pick up the shards, later.  Damned left-handed throws, they lacked any competent 
accuracy… 
 
“…Again, Severus?  This is the third night in a row you’ve been trying to kill yourself via liver 
poisoning.” 
 
“Fuck.  Off.  And.  Die.” 
 
There.  Not a single word slurred, though the Headmaster kept trying to split in two and overlap 
himself fuzzily.  Severus closed his eyes; if he kept them open, he’d want to sober up enough to 
kill the older man.  Several times over.  It was a good idea, actually.  Severus fantasized how he’d 
go about it… 
 
The Headmaster sighed, the sound heavy with disgust.  “I cannot believe you of all people, losing 
your head like this!” 
 
His right hand snatched the cushion from under his head, hurling the small, square pillow with 
unerring aim, smacking it into Dumbledore’s beard-draped chest, even as Severus lunged off of 
the faded blue couch.  “Fuck Off and Die!” 
 
He tripped on the coffee table, stumbled, and banged both of his knees, one on the edge of the 
table, the other on the carpeted floor as he fell heavily.  His right hand failed to catch him as well 
as his left did, since the moment he saw it in his line of vision, it vanished from view, limp and 
useless once more; that meant his left wrist twisted painfully under most of the weight of his 
falling body.  Curling over his knees, huddled over the table as he cradled both arms, Severus 
grimly fought off the urge to break down and cry. 
 
He would not give the Bearded Bastard any more emotional ammunition.  Neither would he 
tolerate this unwelcome intrusion in his home.  Mastering his anger, Severus spoke, gaze fixed 
stonily on the polished surface of the coffee table. 
 
“…Get out.” 
 
“I trust you will be sober enough to perform your duties tomorrow,”  the Bastard stated calmly, 
ignoring the pillow that had flopped at his feet, though he did smooth his beard briefly with a 
hand, restoring the slightly mussed, silvery strands. 
 
“Get out.” 
 
“I will, of course, be watching the two of you closely when Miss Granger emerges from her 
current confinement, to make certain you do not, in your current state of madness, resume any 
improper relations.” 
 
“Get out.” 
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“And I will be closing the Floo connection with this hearth tonight,”  he finished calmly.  “Since 
it will no longer be needed.” 
 
Severus surged to his feet, heaving the coffee table at the older wizard.  “GET OUT!” 
 
The Headmaster’s wand flicked out, stopping the table in mid-air before it could bang into him.  
Watery blue eyes regarded the younger, panting, red-faced wizard, before that wand moved 
again.  Gently setting the table back on its legs with a swish of his wand, Dumbledore turned and 
walked back to the right-hand hearth without speaking another word to his furious, drunken 
employee.  Taking a handful of Floo Powder, he cast it into the flames, murmured the necessary 
trigger, and left. 
 
Severus sagged back onto his knees.  He wished to god he didn’t still feel so damned guilty, 
because until he got over his bone-deep remorse and shame, his wand was trapped in that damned 
wand-wallet ring.  Where he couldn’t get at it.  He supposed that it was a good thing, morally, 
that he couldn’t grasp the thing…because the next time he had access to his wand and saw the 
Bearded Bastard invading his quarters—or any other point around the castle when no one else 
was around as a potential witness—he’d probably kill Albus Percival Wulfric Brian fucking 
Dumbledore. 
 
There was no bloody Prophecy to prevent him from doing so, after all. 
 
CXXVIII. 
 
Strangely enough, the end of her seven-and-a-quarter days of confined, enforced chastity passed 
painlessly.  Hermione braced herself for another round of excruciating pain when the touch-
telepathy stage faded, but there was none.  It almost seemed…anticlimactic. 
 
It was a relief to get out of that little room, though.  When she ran out of homework—as she 
invariably did, even after stretching it out by putting in even more than the usual extra inches for 
each and every class, and even after agonizing over her Potions project essays, torn between the 
urge to write nasty things that she wisely never actually wrote down, and spending time caressing 
Harry’s notes on their assignments with her eyes, because they were a rough transcription of 
Severus’ words—there was only so much screaming and weeping a woman could do.  That left 
her with hours on end of nothing but thinking. 
 
Some of the earlier hours she’d spent in plotting revenge against the three of them, Frejne, 
Dumbledore, and him.  Most of it she’d spent in an uncomfortable cycle of pleasant memories 
and painful acknowledgements.  Because when she thought about it—and Hermione had been 
forced to think about it from sheer boredom—she was forced to acknowledge that he had done 
the right thing. 
 
Without her academic focus, without the prospects of a highly engaging, intellectual 
career…she’d probably grow to hate him.  Curse and weep and rant all she liked…she didn’t hate 
Severus Sebastian Snape anymore.  Not right now; not for doing something she knew, 
intellectually, was the right thing for both of them.  It still took many hours of weeping and raging 
to convince herself to accept emotionally that he’d done the right thing, and even then she didn’t 
know if she had really accepted it or not.  That would have to wait until the next time she saw 
him. 
 
Given she was released Tuesday evening, after supper, she figured she’d be seeing him in the 
morning at breakfast.  When she emerged from her near-solitary confinement—the door 

magically appeared in the wall about ten minutes after her emptied dinner-tray vanished, letting 
her know her time was up—Hermione was ambivalent about the sight of Harry, Ron, Ginny and 
Luna waiting for her on the other side.  On the one hand, she was so glad her friends had come to 
welcome her back.  On the other, she really, really didn’t want to talk about what she’d gone 
through in the last week.  She just felt too fragile, still, to endure much in the way of an 
interrogation. 
 
Thankfully, the first words out of Ron’s big, fat mouth were,  “—So, are you still barking mad or 
what?” 
 
An involuntary giggle escaped her.  Choking on it, Hermione moved up to the redhead and 
embraced him.  Tears prickled in her eyes, so she hastily moved on to hug his sister, then Harry, 
and after a brief hesitation, Luna.  She clung to the girl for a second longer and growled softly in 
her ear,  “I want my wand back…” 
 
“Are you going to hex anyone?”  Luna whispered back. 
 
“Maybe.” 
 
“Are you going to hex me?”  she clarified carefully. 
 
Hermione gave it serious thought, then pulled back, shaking her head.  “…No.” 
 
The Ravenclaw girl sighed in relief, pulling Hermione’s ebony wand from her sleeve.  “Then here 
you go.” 
 
“Thanks.”  Holding it for a moment, Hermione dropped it, letting the wand-wallet on her wrist 
snap it into place.  She looked over at her other friends.  “No, Ron, I’m not barking mad.  A little 
angry, but not insane.”  Keenly aware of their concern for her, she forced herself to smile wryly 
and act normally.  “Although I did go a little nutters, trapped in there with not enough homework 
to do.  I’ve even done serious revisions on everything I’ve learned over the last seven years, just 
to prepare for the N.E.W.T.s…and speaking of which, how much have the two of you been 
slacking off, anyway?” 
 
 Ron groaned, rolling his hazel brown eyes.  “Oy!  I think I would’ve liked to keep her raving and 
spitting and foaming at the mouth, rather than have her go back to the N.E.W.T.-level insanity of 
old!  At least that would’ve been more entertaining, and not the same old song!” 
 
“Be nice to her, Ronald—and carry her books for her!”  Luna prodded her boyfriend.  “She’s 
probably weak after all that confinement.” 
 
“There was an article in the Daily Prophet yesterday about you,” Harry informed Hermione as he 
took the second bag of homework, the one stuffed with all of her papers and scrolls.  Her clothes 
would be cleaned and sent back up to her dorm-room by the house-elves later tonight.  “They 
were talking as if you’d had a nervous breakdown, instead of suffering from Parvati…sorry, 
Parani Fever.” 
 
“You know, the stress of being Head Girl, of having fought in the Final Battle against Voldemort, 
the fact that you’re the most brilliant witch in over a hundred years, and the pressures of forcing 
yourself to overachieve,”  Ginny rattled off, rolling her eyes as they headed out of the Infirmary.  
“They even trotted out your three-hundred-plus percent grade from Muggle Studies, back in third 
year.  It was all pretty pathetic.” 
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“They are scraping the bottom of the barrel for socially acceptable headliner news, now that 
Voldemort’s dead,”  Luna agreed sagely.  “My father never runs out of exciting stories to tell, 
over at the Quibbler, because he doesn’t stick to just what’s socially approved for his lead stories.  
He’s not controlled by the Ministry of Magic, after all.” 
 
“—Oh, god, yeah!”  Ron exclaimed.  “You missed it!  Dad’s announced he’s running for Minister 
of Magic, and they did this opinion poll in this morning’s Daily Prophet—he’s got the lead over 
Fudge by thirty percent!” 
 
“…The incumbent idiot,”  Luna snorted, tucking her hands around Ron’s unoccupied arm as they 
reached the central stairwell.  “Of course, my father says anyone is better than Cornelius Fudge, 
but he also does like and respect Arthur Weasley, and he thinks a lot of other wizards and witches 
feel the same way, too.  If even the people who read the Prophet agree, then he’s bound to get 
into office.  Of course, the real breakdown in the votes was the most interesting bit of all.” 
 
“Oh?”  Hermione enquired, curious.  “What were the percentages?” 
 
“Dumbledore—who’s not even running—got 55% of the votes,”  Ron told her.  “Dad got 35%, 
Fudge got 5%—the git—and 5% were undecided.  Total vote-of-no-confidence!” 
 
“Of course, it’s not a formal vote or anything, just an opinion poll,”  Ginny cautioned them.  “But 
I’ll bet Fudge is in a real tizzy, right now!  After all he tried to do to make Dad look bad in 
writing and at work, everyone trusts our father a heck of a lot more than the current Minister!” 
 
Even Hermione smiled, at that. 
 
“Oy,”  Ron interjected after a moment of thought.  “I wonder what would happen to the Burrow, 
if Dad got elected, and we got to move to the Minister’s Mansion?” 
 
“Hey, if you need a tenant to keep it running, I’d be glad to volunteer,”  Harry offered.  “I got a 
letter back from my aunt and uncle saying how they expect me to be moved out of their house 
within twenty-four hours of getting off the Hogwarts Express.” 
 
Wincing, Hermione offered,  “That’s cold, even for them!” 
 
“Well, it’s not like I’d want to stay with them, but…I’m not sure I’d want to stay at 12 
Grimmauld Place, either,”  the Boy Who Triumphed muttered.  “Even if I hear Mrs. Black’s 
portrait was permanently silenced.  I…I’ll just keep thinking of Sirius, if I go back there.  And…I 
might want to think about him now and again, and go back there to reminisce, but…I don’t think 
I could stand living in that place, day in and day out.” 
 
“Hey, at least you still have Lupin,”  Hermione pointed out, glad to be able to concentrate on her 
best friend’s emotional problems rather than her own, for once.  “I know he cares very much 
about you, Harry.” 
 
“Yeah.”  They reached the landing with the Fat Lady’s portrait, and waited while Ron blushed 
and kissed Luna goodbye, then waited until the blond Ravenclaw had skipped down the steps far 
enough to not hear.  Harry glanced at Hermione.  “The password changed, while you were out of 
circulation.” 
 
“It’s another bloody plant name,”  Ron muttered, rolling his eyes. 
 

“Well, at least this way Neville can remember them, and it’s a small price to pay for the rest of 
us,”  Ginny retorted.  “I don’t know about you, but I’ve been doing better on my Herbology 
quizzes for the last couple of years.” 
 
“—And are you four going to tell me it, or are you going to sit on my doorstep and natter away at 
each other for the rest of the evening?”  the Fat Lady asked them. 
 
“Homalanthus nutans,”  Harry responded, and the portrait hole swung open. 
 
Cheering escaped the room.  Hermione stared through the portrait-hole with wide eyes, seeing 
every last one of the Gryffindors in the common room wearing their clothing inside out and 
backwards—even some of the more adventuresome boys wearing skirts—all sorts of Weasley’s 
Wizard Wheezes joke-food products, such as boxes of Canary Creams and Turtle Tortes—you 
ended up sporting a turtle carapace coloured and patterned to look like your clothes, only big, 
round, and hard—and a hastily made banner draped overhead proclaiming,  “Welcome Back 
From Insanity, Hermione—Our Condolences For the Resumption of Your Normality!” 
 
It was just what she needed, a good laugh.  Chuckling ruefully, Hermione stepped across and 
accepted a Canary Cream from Dean Thomas, which he handed to her with a flash of white teeth 
in his handsome dark face.  “Welcome back, Hermione!  Sorry to hear you’re sane, again.” 
 
“…Alright, who’s nutter idea was this?”  she asked.  Her two best friends raised their hands with 
unrepentant grins, as Ginny took Hermione’s bags of books and scrolls and raced them up the 
girls’ tower steps to her dorm-room.  Harry took off his jumper, turned it inside out, and put it on 
backwards, while a couple of the fifth-year Gryffindor girls whistled appreciatively at him.  Ron 
did a squirmy-thing inside his robe, turning it face-about, and fished one of Hermione’s old 
woolly-knit hats out of his robe, plopping the lumpy, misshapen thing on his head. 
 
“My brothers’ idea, of course!  We’re all having an Insane Day, in your honor!”  Ron exclaimed, 
spreading his hands.  “Gred and Forge sent the Canary Creams when I wrote and told ‘em about 
you going nutters from a fever, and said the whole school’s gone stark-raving sane, ever since 
they left.” 
 
“—Which they said was a very sad state of affairs,”  Harry agreed with a mock-sage nod of his 
head.  He took off his glasses, inverted them, and balanced them carefully on his nose and ears.  
Since they were round spectacles, the difference wasn’t much, but it was silly-looking all the 
same.  “And so they sent us a bunch of ‘insanity care packets’, boxes filled with products to test 
for ‘em.”  With that, he popped a Turtle Torte into his mouth. 
 
“Yeah, want some Puppy Popcorn?”  Colin Creevey asked her, holding out a handful of fluffy 
white kernels.  He’d sprouted a snout, whiskers, long, droopy ears, and big brown eyes, and all 
but yapped the words at her.  He also, she saw with a roll of her eyes and a weak giggle, sprouted 
a long, brown-and-white beagle’s tail, which was wagging quite happily.  “It comes in caramel 
nougat, and pizza-flavour, as well as extra-creamy butter!” 
 
A pop told her Harry Potter, the Boy Who Lived And Triumped, was now the Boy With A 
Tortoise Shell For A Shirt.  Part of Hermione wanted to break down and cry, at their appreciable 
show of caring, at their total lack of understanding, at nothing and at everything in general.  But 
the rest of her made her let it go, and made it go away, by popping the Canary Cream in her 
mouth, chewing, gamely swallowing, and proclaiming firmly while her Housemates eyed her in 
awe at the rebellious act,  “—Eating the embarrassment of a Canary Cream should be saved for 
moments of extreme public apology…and as I really am sorry about disrupting dinner the other—
cheeeep!” 
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The room exploded with laughter and applause, as the sometimes stuffy Head Girl exploded with 
bright yellow feathers. 
 
CXXIX. 
 
He’d managed to get his hand back.  Most of the time.  If he didn’t have to look at Kathleen or 
the Bearded Bastard, that was.  Depending on how Severus felt, either his hand just went numb—
fury or anguish—or it vanished entirely—fury and anguish—and he was stuck fumbling to catch 
anything he might be holding in his right hand at the time.  Though he’d retrieved the ring from 
his right hand, slipping it onto the left so he could snap out the wand at will, he couldn’t use it 
very well, left-handed.  For that much, he envied the DADA teacher and her double-wand attack 
method. 
 
When he’d asked her to lift the curse on the second day of suffering, Kathleen had refused, telling 
him bluntly that he had to work it out on his own if he ever expected to be able to forgive himself 
in full.  Severus hadn’t cared for that, and had ended up not speaking to her for three full days.  
Now, the mornig after the remarkably painless waiting-period was over, he didn’t know how the 
metapsychologically cursed appendage would react, once Miss Granger—he had to think of her 
as Miss Granger, now, a pox on the Bearded Bastard—came back into his classroom.  He just 
didn’t know how he was going to be able to handle that. 
 
He didn’t drink anything Tuesday night, for fear it would come churning up out of his stomach a 
short while later.  Between practicing the Expurgating Charm and his violent, remorse-filled 
reaction to breaking the second-stage link, he’d had quite enough of vomiting for the year.  But 
not since before sharing his life with Herm…Miss Granger…had he suffered from insomnia this 
bad, and when Severus did finally fall asleep, it was only to awaken with twenty minutes to dress 
and hurry up to his classroom to get it ready for the day.  Foregoing breakfast wasn’t too much of 
a hassle; a note popped down to the kitchens sent up a steaming mug of coffee to his classroom 
desk, and a currant-and-cream-cheese danish. 
 
He was sipping from his coffee mug, standing over his work-desk as he perused his notes one last 
time, when the door opened and the first knot of seventh-year students entered.  Reflexively, he 
looked up.  The coffee mug slipped from his nerveless fingers, clattering over the wooden surface 
and splashing over his lecture notes.  She was here.  And from the narrowed look of her eyes, she 
wasn’t happy to see him.  Glancing down, he saw his arm was once again missing midway to his 
black-sleeved elbow, and the mess he had made on his desk. 
 
Damned if I’m going to fumble left-handed with my wand in front of everyone!  “—Potter!”  he 
snapped out loud, gesturing at the mess of his papers as more students entered behind them.  
“Clean this up!” 
 
As the trio stared at him, Potter frowning in confusion, Weasley eyeing him in alarm, 
and…her…pale and pinched in the face from the moment he spoke, he stalked over to his office 
door, yanked it open with his left hand, and escaped into the sanctuary of his office.  Slamming 
the door shut behind him gave Severus the privacy he desperately needed.  With her safely out of 
his sight, he collapsed shakily against the panel, cradling his right arm.  It was still there…but he 
could neither see nor feel it anymore. 
 
He wasn’t over what he had done.  He wasn’t even close to being over.  Kathleen said he had to 
forgive himself, but Severus knew the truth.  She had to forgive him, before he could do so.  He’d 
sinned against the woman he loved, and his hand would stay psychologically cut off from himself 
and the world until she had forgiven the trespass that it, and he, had made against her. 

 
This was going to be a hell of a way to teach a Potions class, unable to do anything with his 
dominant hand. 
 
Quelling the trembling of his limbs, Severus lectured himself firmly.  This is no worse than 
facing Voldemort after he betrayed you.  This is no worse than pretending to be a loyal Death 
Eater, and participating in cruelties that twisted your stomach into knots, both during the acts 
and later, when dealing with the memories.  This is no less an acting job than what you did to 
made sure you survived all these many years.  It’s your sanity at stake, and not merely your life, 
true, but you can do this.  You can act like nothing’s happened, nothing’s changed, nothing’s any 
different than it was last December…like nothing’s changed since this March,  he mentally 
amended.  The last thing you want to do is to go back to the sour bastard you were before all of 
this happened, before the fall of the Dark Lord set you free.  You weren’t happy then. 
 
I was happy as a slightly kinder, less cruel, softened-by-love teacher, up until recently… 
 
But it’s not the same without her in your mind, giving you a reason to feel joy in your life…  an 
insidious voice whispered in his mind. 
 
Maybe.  But I’m not going back.  I might kill the Bearded Bastard, and spend the rest of my life in 
Azkaban for it…but I’m not going back to being sour, cruel, sarcastic, demanding, and…and 
utterly unloved. 
 
The class bell rang.  Drawing a deep breath to brace himself, Severus carefully tucked his numb, 
if now slightly visible right hand into the pocket of his robe, opened the door with his left, and 
strode into his classroom.  It was a good thing he’d already put the day’s lesson on the board first 
thing.  Seizing control of the class, he spoke briskly as he returned to the podium. 
 
“…You will resume your construction of the Obturamortum potion.  You have only these two 
weeks in which to complete it, before we begin the review for your N.E.W.T.s.  Miss Granger…”  
His voice faltered, and he forced himself to speak calmly, neutrally,  “…your cauldron has been 
prepared with the first stage of the Death-Stoppering Draught, since you missed Monday’s class.  
Your essay on the construction stages was exemplary; it is for that reason alone that I am 
permitting you to start your potion-making at the same stage as everyone else.  Do not fail to take 
equal care with the rest of the preparation stages, or I will force you to remake the entire potion 
from scratch.  Even if you have to complete it in the middle of your N.E.W.T.s. 
 
“Gather your cauldrons, class, and begin,”  he ordered.  His eyes followed the Head Girl as she 
headed to the cauldron-lined stone shelves with everyone else.  Aware of what he was doing, he 
tore his gaze away, and found himself catching the eyes of his godson.  Draco hesitated a 
moment, then headed up to him. 
 
“…Sir?  May I ask a question?”  he murmured quietly, low enough that only Severus could hear.  
Severus nodded slightly, and Draco licked his lips nervously.  “Your hand…what’s wrong with 
it?  You never told me.” 
 
Only because he’d called on Draco last week to demonstrate preparatory techniques, and because 
the young man knew some of what was going on—though not that he’d been forced to break off 
the link, yet—did Severus answer.  “Metapsychological trauma.  I trust I can call on you to 
continue demonstrations that require two functioning hands, if it continues to act like this?” 
 
“Yes, Sir, but…if there’s anything I can do?”  Draco offered. 
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“I’ll let you know.  Go get your cauldron, Mr. Malfoy,”  he added out loud.  “Tempis fugit, 
students.  Death does not like to wait, even for this particularly tricky brew.” 
 
CXXX. 
 
Her concentration was shot.  Severus—Professor Snape, she had to think of him as Professor 
Snape, now—was being…normal.  Post-Voldemort normal, that was.  Acting as if he hadn’t 
broken her trust, and with it her heart.  At the first sight of him, she’d felt a resurging of anger at 
his betrayal of their relationship, betraying her with that American slut. Then she’d felt vindictive 
satisfaction, seeing him drop his mug and splatter his papers.  Anger, too, that he’d peremptorily 
order Harry to clean up his mess. 
 
But then he’d come back and taught the entire class with his left hand.  What he needed two 
hands to demonstrate, he’d called on his godson to perform, while his right hand hung limp at his 
side, tucked into his robes until it flopped out at one point when he’d turned to snap at one of his 
students for reaching for a box of albino porcupine quills before adding the dried four-leaved 
clovers.  Had he really hurt himself?  Reflexively, she’d caught herself trying to reach out to his 
mind to enquire…but she was trapped inside her own skull, now.  Not even touching him, 
covering those limp fingers with her mobile ones, would’ve allowed her to pry open the sealed 
fortress of his mind. 
 
It was too late for even that much to work. 
 
That was when she’d lost her concentration, and Harry had caught her wrist and hissed under his 
breath that she wasn’t supposed to be adding the weasel snot just yet.  Weasel snot!  Biting her 
lower lip, Hermione ruthlessly quelled the urge to laugh hysterically.  Now was not the time to 
fall apart.  Only by carefully, repeatedly referring line by line to each step of the procedure, and 
noting exactly which ones she had performed, did she manage to get through the class.  As it was, 
the heaviest burden was not the cauldron she’d had to lift into place on the stone shelves, 
carefully not sloshing its contents.  It was the knowledge that, aside from a few initial looks, he 
hadn’t looked her way at all for the rest of the period.  Of course, she hadn’t felt like raising her 
hand in class, but there it was.  He was ignoring her, and she had no idea why. 
 
Until, returning to her desk to gather up her things, she overheard Draco murmuring to his 
godfather.  He was standing between her and the Potions Master, shielding her approach from 
view, and neither of them noticed her eavesdropping on their conversation. 
 
“…you even do it?”  Draco was asking sotto voce.  Whatever had gone on before, she was now 
privy to the rest of it, at least. 
 
“Because it needed to be done,”  was his godfather’s equally soft reply.  Hermione had gotten 
very good at picking out Severus’ voice from all other aural distractions, in the past few months.  
Her ears strained to hear his godson as she cleaned up her workspace with a semblance of her 
usual efficiency. 
 
“And you let her do it to you?”  was Draco’s incredulous reply. 
 
Oh god, it was her idea—she was the one on top!  Her stomach churned madly at the thought.  
Swallowing it down, she almost didn’t hear Severus’ reply. 
 
“I’d let her do it again in a heartbeat.” 
 
Oh my god!  He wants her! 

 
Only a near-collision with Harry as she whirled around kept her from bolting ignomiously from 
the classroom.  He caught her shoulders, and squinted into her face.  “…You alright, ‘Mione?” 
 
No!  No!  No!  shrieked her mind.  Somehow, Hermione managed a shaky nod.  At least he’d 
asked the question in a bare whisper.  “Just…weak from the fever…” 
 
“I’ll carry your things for you,”  he offered.  She loved him in that moment, for being so sweet.  
Not in the same way she loved the black-hearted, cheating bastard behind her, but she loved 
Harry Potter for the wonderful friend he was.  Because he gathered up her things for her, 
shouldered her bookbag opposite his own, and herded her out of the classroom when her shaky 
legs refused to move. 
 
The rest of her morning classwork passed in a blur of wrestling with her emotional upheavals, 
forcing herself to stay quiet and subdued on the outside while she roiled with fury and despair on 
the inside.  Everyone attributed it to her ‘illness’.  When lunchtime came, she steadfastly refused 
to even glance at the head table, for fear she’d indeed go mad for real—stark, raving berserker, as 
in screaming and attacking the two filthy, disgusting lovebirds as they no doubt sat side-by-side, 
after spending most of the year on opposite sides of Dumbledore—she didn’t look that way at all, 
not once, for the safety and sanity of anyone who might get in her way.  As it was, she was only 
able to eat a little of her soup, a touch of her salad, and a handful of crackers.  She couldn’t 
stomach the sight of pumpkin juice, for it reminded her too much of splashing it so magnificently 
all over his robes, and settled for a mug of tea and a few more of the saltines served with the 
soup, in the hopes of quelling the churning in her stomach. 
 
Her afternoon classes drudged on from the circular, downward spiralling thoughts of Severus and 
that blond bitch shagging—god, where had they done it?  In Severus’ bed?  On his couch?  On 
that sheepskin rug that the two of them christened with their love so many times, despoiling and 
shaming what they’d shared?  Cheapening every memory they’d made and cherished?  Did he 
even care about bringing another woman into the place he’d sworn he would share with her, and 
only her?  Did he remember the half-promises he’d made, to love her, and marry her, and have 
children and grow old together with her, Hermione, and not that blond bimbo? 
 
It was in a definitely agitated frame of mind that she met up with Harry and Ron again, and 
walked to the DADA classroom in the company of her two friends, Ron carrying her bookbag 
this time.  The two young men chatted at each other about the upcoming final Quidditch game, 
Slytherin versus Hufflepuff, mindless fluff that she could let wash over her without comment or 
commentary beyond an occasional grunt or hmm. 
 
Her mind froze when she saw Professor Kathleen Frejne, the Blond Bimbo, erasing the previous 
class-lesson from the chalkboard, clad in satiny scarlet marked with flying white cranes.  
Hermione’s feet continued carrying her forward to her desk in the middle of the classroom, just to 
the left of the central aisle.  She accepted her bookbag from Ron without a word, settle into her 
seat, set out her notebook, inkjar, and a quill.  Which snapped in her hand, as she tried to write 
out the date at the top of the fresh page she’d selected in her DADA notebook.  Methodically, 
forcefully calm, Hermione fetched out another quill. 
 
It snapped within seconds, too. 
 
She was too angry to take notes.  Very well.  She’d just sit here and watch that treacherous, lying, 
adulterous…she would keep her eyes on her desk, and her notebook, and listen to that poisonous, 
two-faced… 
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“Psst, hey, ‘Mione—here’s a pencil,”  Harry whispered from her left, and to her surprise, 
proffered a mechanical pencil.  “So you can take notes.” 
 
He’d seen her mangled quills.  It was sweet, and frustrating.  Taking the hard plastic shaft, she 
found the button and clicked it a few times, tapped the extended lead against her page, clicked it 
twice more so that it was the right length, and bent her head over her notes.  Trying not to draw 
too many lousy stick figures of a woman in coronet braids dying several horrible, mutilated 
deaths between lecture notes. 
 
When it came time for each of them to stand up and blast the woman’s Leinshu-avatar, she started 
drawing out an involved scenario involving Muggle tanks, those nasty Dark Mark creatures, 
boiling acid, and a machine-gun-toting salamander.  Oh, and railroad tracks and lots and lots of 
rope.  It wasn’t until Harry kicked her chair leg that she woke up to the fact that it was her turn.  
Even then, Hermione was still blinking and trying to reorient her thoughts when she swept in 
alongside Hermione and peered at her notebook.  Hermione quickly slapped it shut—on Professor 
Frejne’s hand. 
 
Light blue eyes coolly met blazing hot amber brown.  Plucking—firmly tugging—the notebook 
out from Hermione’s grip, the Defence Mistress opened the book and blithely ignored the 
younger woman’s glare as she perused the page in question.  Her brow lifted slightly, then she 
placed the book down on Hermione’s desk, opened it to that page—but with the cover lifted so 
that Harry couldn’t see, and pointed to the drawings. 
 
“That, and that, are Muggle machines, the latter of which would be a misuse of a Muggle 
Artifact, not to mention a contravention of the laws for the Regulation and Control of Magical 
Creatures.  That particular one loses you two points from Gryffindor, since it’s such a terribly old 
Muggle cliche, that one is difficult to manage on short notice at a sufficiently high enough 
temperature to cause suitable damage, because the person in question would definitely want to 
retaliate before it could grow so much as lukewarm, and those things only existed for a thankfully 
short period of time.  However…three points to Gryffindor for your imagination.  And a point 
from Gryffindor for doodling during classtime.  Frankly, I expected better from you.” 
 
Hermione glared up at her teacher, slamming the notebook shut.  Before she could say what was 
really on her mind, Frejne stepped back and gestured up the aisle.  Indicating the hovering, 
waiting, gothic-coloured spirit version of herself. 
 
“It’s your turn, Miss Granger.  Why don’t you try something more practical than a drawing on my 
avatar, there?” 
 
Rising from her seat, Hermione barely refrained from snapping that she’d rather try it out on the 
real blond bitch.  Lifting her wand, she plumbed the depths of her knowledge, and snarled,  
“Concideglubatum!” 
 
Dark purple lightning slashed out of the tip of her wand, slicing into the ragged, floating clothes 
of the Leinshu-wraith.  Slicing into the flesh underneath, splattering phantom blood.  It lashed 
from the tip of her wand as she wielded the lightning viciously, whiplike, again and again.  The 
students between her and the Leinshu dodged out of their desks in shock at the vicious attack, 
until a hand clamped onto her wrist. 
 
“Finite!  Silencio!”  Frejne’s fingers, stronger than expected, bruises Hermione’s wrist as the 
younger witch struggled to free herself.  Wrapped in a bubble of silence, the two women 
exchanged hard looks, Kathleen’s cold, Hermione’s scorching.  “…I take it you have a problem 
with me, Miss Granger?  Something so serious as to resort to a quasi-illegal bit of Dark Magic?” 

 
“Yes, you perfidous bitch!”  Hermione snarled back, trying to yank her hand free again.  Who 
cared if the others were staring at them, wondering what they were saying inside the sphere 
shielding their words!  She’d try the Dark Whip spell on the damned woman herself—learned 
from Severus’ mind at some point during their months together—if she could just get her wand-
hand free!  She struggled, and yelled in frustration when she failed to free herself,  “—You 
touched my man!” 
 
Frejne grabbed her by the shoulder, forcing her to face the restored, hovering Leinshu.  Pointing 
Hermione’s wand at the creature, she asserted in the younger woman’s ear,  “—Why don’t you 
take all of that rage boiling up inside of you, and take it out on my Leinshu, there?  You know you 
want to!  Give it you worst spell, your best shot.  Go ahead!  Show my Leinshu what you really 
want to do to me, for everything you think I’ve done to you.” 
 
Her grip shifted from wrist to shoulder, keeping Hermione firmly pointed at the Leinshu.  A 
seeing-red, utterly enraged Hermione.  The bitch wanted her to show how she really felt?  With a 
primal growl, she lashed her wand through the air and yelled into the sphere still sheltering them 
aurally from the rest of the room.  “—Avada Kedavra!” 
 
Green lightning shot across the room, impacting on the spirit-wraith.  It popped visually out of 
existence, shattering its floating form in a shower of dark sparks that vanished before they could 
touch the floor.  Hands slid gracelessly down Hermione’s arms.  She glanced over her shoulder 
just in time to see the figure of professor slump to the floor.  Sound popped back into her ears as 
the Silencing Sphere broke, no longer maintained by that limp form. 
 
That deathly pale, too-quiet, too-still form.  Hermione’s arm dropped to her side, hung slack.  A 
moment later, twelve inches of ebony clattered to the floor, dropped from shock-numbed fingers.  
Not even her wand-wallet could’ve retrieved it, given how blank her mind had gone, utterly 
lacking in any mental guidance for the enspelled charm.  Her breath hitched in her throat, waiting 
to see if that limp, motionless figure even so much as breathed.  Nothing moved. 
 
Hermione covered her mouth with her shocked, cold fingers, appalled by what she’d done. 
 
“—Hermione!”  Harry shouted, lurching out of his chair and grabbing her shoulders from behind.  
“What did you do?  That looked like…that looked…” 
 
Ron had also lurched out of his chair as their DADA professor had fallen.  He dropped to his 
knees as he did so, and did not rise to his feet as most of the other students were now doing, their 
faces displaying a mixture of shock, concern, and puzzlement.  Hand shaking, Ron aimed the 
willow wand in his hand at the woman’s forehead.  “Ennervate!” 
 
Blue eyes snapped open.  Hermione gasped with relief, not having realized until that moment that 
she’d forgotten how to breathe, in her shock and her shame.  The gasp turned to a sob and she 
crumpled to the floor, startling Harry who tried belatedly to catch her.  Remorse shuddered 
through her body as she cried.  Through each heaving breath, she heard the other woman speak, 
ears straining with tension and fear to hear every word. 
 
“…I’m fine, Ron—just caught off guard by the backlash of the spell she used.  Help me 
up…there.  Thank you.  I have another task for you, young man, if you would be so kind.” 
 
“Uh, of course, Professor!” 
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“Good.  Go down to the Care of Magical Creatures class, and tell Professor Hagrid that I need 
Miss Lovegood sent up here immediately.  Don’t dawdle, either.  Harry, keep an eye on 
Hermione, will you?  The rest of you…you’re dismissed for the day.  Kindly refrain from 
speculating about which countercharm Miss Granger used to dispel my Leinshu, because it could 
have been a fluke…and if it isn’t, this is the greatest news in the fight against having to spew 
sugary verbal vomit on the things since the first Leinshu was baby-talked to death.” 
 
What is the woman talking about?  Hermione thought in the one corner of her mind that wasn’t 
sobbing into her hands.  She knows what the Killing Curse looks and sounds like!  How could she 
be an ex-Auror, and not know what it is?  How could she not know what the triggering words 
are? 
 
…How could I have cast it at her?  Dear God!  What have I done?! 
 
God didn’t answer her mental wail.  Miserable, Hermione huddled on the floor and cried, too 
miserable to know when the others finished filing out of the classroom.  Someone pressed a 
kerchief into her hands—Harry—and she buried her face in that, wishing briefly it were large 
enough to strangle herself with, or thick enough to choke on and smother herself.  Suicide wasn’t 
her way, though, and the absurdity of such depths of depression found within herself made her 
choke on something else that might, under magnification and the light of an admieresphere, have 
passed for laughter. 
 
It morphed back into weeping after a single breath, but now her grief was quieter.  Now there 
weren’t quite as many gulping breaths that had been making her cheeks tingle from 
hyperventillation.  After a while, she heard Ron and Luna returning, and dully listened to the two 
boys arguing with their DADA teacher about needing to know what was going on, and wanting to 
stay.  Harry’s voice broke her heart all over again. 
 
“—Dammit, Professor!”  he swore.  “Don’t you tell me to leave!  That was the Killing Curse!  
I’ve certainly seen it enough times in my life!  Or have you forgotten who I am?  Why the hell 
would Hermione want to cast the Killing Curse on your avatar?” 
 
“I suspect it was the last vestiges of the Parani Fever, Harry, burning itself through her synapses,”  
was Frejne’s cool, calm, puzzlingly protective reply.  “Which was why I firmly pointed her at my 
Leinshu when I asked her to cast her spell.  I didn’t know what spell she’d use, but I knew she 
had to get it out of her system.  Luna, would you say the last dregs of her fever have finally 
broken?” 
 
“Er…yes, Professor.  I, er, think it has…” 
 
“Good.  Now that Luna is here, the two of you are not needed.  Between the two of us, I’m 
confident we can handle the aftermath…  That means you’re dismissed, Mr. Potter, Mr. Weasley.  
Oh, and five points from Gryffindor for swearing at me, Harry,”  she added, as the movement of 
footsteps towards the door heralded their compliance.  “I understand you feel you were suitably 
provoked, but that doesn’t excuse bad manners in front of a teacher. Run along, now.” 
 
The door swung shut. 
 
“Professor, what happened?”  Luna asked. 
 
The older witch sighed.  “She took out her anger and rage on my Leinshu to a higher than 
expected degree of viciousness.  Ward the room against silence and departure, and stand guard.  I 
need to hash this out with the Head Girl, before things get any worse.  Accio wand!” 

 
Hermione didn’t protest the confiscation of her wand.  She did pull herself together enough to 
wipe at her eyes and cheeks, and blow her nose, as Luna cast the requested spells.  Footsteps 
approached, and the Defence Mistress crouched her red-clad body across the aisle from the 
younger woman, just beyond armlength. 
 
“…Are you ready to have a discussion about the problem between us in a civilized manner, 
young lady?  Or are you going to try to kill me again?” 
 
The dry reminder of what she had done leaked a fresh spate of tears from Hermione’s eyes.  
Rubbing at them with Harry’s handkerchief, she shook her head quickly.  “N-no…I’m s-sorry!  
I…oh, god—” 
 
Maybe not out of armreach; the other woman’s hand reached out and smacked Hermione on the 
cheek, somewhere between lightly and sharply.  “Snap out of it!  Your hysterics are at an end, 
Miss Granger!  Time to deal with the real world in a rational manner!” 
 
The harsh words, and their harsh delivery, dried up her tears and her sobs.  Sniffing, Hermione 
blinked, scrubbed at her face one last time, and focused on the other woman.  Kathleen was 
twiddling Hermione’s wand between her fingers, like some sort of black drumstick.  “S-sorry…” 
 
“You should be.  If I reported what you did—I don’t think your friends will, but if I did, which I 
should legally do as your Defense teacher…you’d be thrown into Azkaban.  Even if a living 
being technically wasn’t the target.  But I won’t report you,”  she added briskly, rising to her feet.  
Closing the distance between them, she offered her hand to the kneeling Head Girl. 
 
Hermione looked at it, and remembered in a flood of jealousy what the other woman’s offense 
was.  “You fucked him!” 
 
The Defence Mistress blinked, then lowered her hand to her side and stepped carefully back out 
of reach before looking at the other occupant of the classroom.  “Luna, can you cast a Truth-Glow 
Charm on me?” 
 
“Of course, Professor.  Veritas Valdemaris!” 
 
Blue haze enveloped the other woman.  Crouching again, though staying carefully out of reach as 
she did so, Kathleen looked into Hermione’s eyes and spoke the Truth.  “I didn’t fuck Severus 
Snape.  He frigged me.  Simply and bluntly put, he used his fingers on my genitals, and that was 
it.  With a great and overwhelming display of distaste, I might add.  If I’d been the least bit 
interested in him, I might’ve been insulted.  As it is, I do not want Severus Snape as a lover, nor 
lust after him, nor care for him in any way other than as a colleague and a strictly platonic 
friend.” 
 
The glow never wavered.  Hermione blinked at her.  “That…was all you did?  He just…” 
 
“Put his fingers on my clit, and frigged me.  Of course, it didn’t work, the first time around,”  
Kathleen added with a level bluntness that made Hermione blush.  “I had to make him stop—
Luna and I compared notes, and this was about two or three minutes after the Headmaster 
paralyzed your mind, when you apparently stopped convulsing at that point.  I then got out the 
juiciest of my romance novels and read all the best parts to get myself into the proper mood, 
while he waited for me to get myself aroused.  He certainly wasn’t doing it for me.” 
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Again, not a single, light-wavering lie; the sapphire haze remained constant around the other 
woman’s figure.  Luna added her voice to Hermione’s whirling thoughts.  “You were convulsing 
horribly, Hermione, even under Professor Dumbledore’s spell.  We got you to the Infirmary and 
tried to see what was wrong with you, and then you suddenly went limp, and we thought the 
worst was over when you quieted down.  But then you started up again about fifteen minutes 
later. 
 
“It got so bad, you were shaking the bed, even tied down as you’ll remember you were, when you 
woke in the isolation room.  And you hurled everywhere, at the very end of the convusions.  It 
was a disgusting mess, but luckily most of it landed on your robes and the bed, which weren’t too 
hard to clean.  Madame Pomfrey’s got the fastest evanesco I’ve ever seen!  Once the initial 
surprise was over, she just erased it the moment your supper spewed out of your mouth, and—” 
 
“That’ll be enough, Luna,”  Professor Frejne chided her.  Hermione took a tiny bit of pleasure in 
the fact that the older woman looked just about as green as Hermione felt, at the Ravenclaw girl’s 
vivid recital.  Her expression firmed after a moment, then the Defence Mistress continued.  
“…Anyway, once I got myself in the proper mood, he just…augmented it.  But I swear to you, he 
did not enjoy it.  He was whimpering like he was being Crucio’d deep down inside, and then 
screaming at the end—I almost couldn’t climax, it was so distracting. And the moment I finished, 
he shot off the bed, raced to the toilet, and puked up his guts.  Repeatedly,”  she affirmed, still 
glowing sapphire blue.  “He was quite hysterical over what he’d done, too.” 
 
“Professor Frejne and I compared timing notes, and that’s exactly when you were hurling, too,”  
Luna interjected, eyeing Hermione. 
 
“It’s extremely rare to have such a…vigorous reaction to the sexual method of ensuring mental 
separation,”  the older woman murmured thoughtfully.  She glanced down at the wand in her 
hand, frowning thoughtfully.  When she spoke again, it was on a completely off-the-course topic.  
“…This isn’t your original wand, is it?” 
 
“No,”  Hermione admitted, shifting from her knees to her hip, since her calves were protesting 
under the cramped weight of her body.  She sniffed and added,  “The original was broken by the 
Death Eaters who kidnapped me.  I bought that one the next day, down in Diagon Alley.” 
 
“What was the original wand, again?”  Kathleen asked her.  “If I remember correctly it was holly.  
Holly and…?” 
 
“Holly and unicorn hair.” 
 
“Right.  And this ebony one has a core of…?” 
 
“Dragon’s heartstring.  Why do you want to know?” 
 
“Ebony and dragon’s heartstring is a radical departure from holly and unicorn hair,”  Kathleen 
observed, studying her. 
 
Hermione shrugged.  “Maybe I’ve changed.  What else would be significant about that?” 
 
“Nothing, really.  I was just curious.” 
 
That narrowed her eyes.  Hermione studied her professor warily.  “The Truth-Glow Charm went 
out, Professor.” 
 

“…Did it, now?  Well, let me be truthful and say that I’m keeping my thoughts to myself for 
now.”  The glow came back, at that.  A shift  forward, and the Defence Mistress held out the 
ebony shaft to Hermione again.  “Here.  Take it.  You know I’m telling you the truth, now, and 
from the calm way you’re taking it, you’re not going to attack me again.  Are you?” 
 
“…No, Professor.  I’m sorry I tried to kill your Leinshu,”  Hermione added in a subdued voice as 
she took her wand back, dropping it into her wand-wallet with a flick of her fingers and a touch of 
her mind. 
 
“Well, as Leinshu-banishing spells go, that’s not one that will ever be popularly used among the 
Chinese Auror community; they’ve got the same bans against using the Killing Curse as most 
other countries do.  But it was effective and potentially very useful, stunning the Leinshu’s 
creator that way,”  Kathleen added, rising to her feet.  This time when she offered her hand to 
Hermione, the younger woman accepted it.  Sighing, Kathleen eyed her.  “This is where things 
get tricky, young lady.  Harry’s going to quiz you endlessly on why you used the Killing Curse, 
today.  He’s not stupid, and neither is Ron.  Thick, as in unobservant sometimes, but not stupid.” 
 
A giggle escaped Luna, who was standing over by the doorway, Hermione could see, now that 
she was on her feet.  “—What?”  the round-eyed girl asked mock-innocently.  “I might be in love 
with him, but I’m not blind to his faults!” 
 
Kathleen rolled her eyes comically, then looked at Hermione, sobering.  “Can you forgive me for 
what I did, Hermione?  The more I look into this matter, the more I think it was the wrong thing 
to do.  In fact…I haven’t gotten away scott-free, myself.  I wrote a letter for Remus to read, 
explaining everything, and left it in the Shack for him to find; he was due back this weekend.  I 
didn’t hear from him until I received an owl-post Monday morning, telling me…well, it was 
nasty, and he told me he didn’t…” 
 
The confidence in the older woman’s face, in her whole demeanor, fell for a moment.  She looked 
away from Luna, partially away from Hermione, rebuilding her expression into something cold 
and hard for a moment.  It lasted only a heartbeat or two, but Hermione suspected it was rare for 
anyone to see that deeply into the controlled, confident woman’s innermost thoughts and feelings. 
When she looked at Hermione again, she seemed normal, even casual about the matter, shrugging 
slightly. 
 
“…He said he never wanted to see me again.  So you could definitely say I’m being punished for 
my end of the matter.  But I swear by this Truth-Glow about me, all I wanted to do was help 
Severus ensure that you could stay in school and pass your N.E.W.T.s, and that he could keep his 
job here.  I swear that all we did, sexually, were the two bouts of frigging.  And I solemnly swear 
that I think that the Headmaster is a dick-wad of the highest order, for making the demand that he 
did.  He has no idea what he’s putting the two of you through, especially if what I…” 
 
“Especially if you, what?”  Hermione prompted the exchange-teacher as the older woman fell 
silent. 
 
Kathleen shook her head.  “Nevermind.  Luna, drop the Truth-Glow, if you please.  I’m not going 
to get dragged into a currently theoretical discussion until I’ve more thoroughly examined the 
facts.  And that’s the truth.” 
 
A swish of the Ravenclaw’s wand, a mutter of words, and the glow vanished. 
 
“Thank you.  Ten points to Ravenclaw for your able assistance.  Now gather your things, 
Hermione, and run off to the Tower.  Oh—one more thing,”  the Defence Mistress asserted, 
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crossing the aisle to Hermione’s desk. She opened the notebook, leafed through its pages, and 
carefully tore out the final page after briefly perusing the rest.  “I’m keeping this one for my 
scrapbook.  Teacher’s prerogative.  Kindly sign it for me, will you?” 
 
Hermione hesitated, ashamed at what she had drawn in the height of her irrational anger. 
 
“That is an order, Miss Granger, not a request.”  The words were cold and sharp with rebuke, but 
the look Kathleen gave her was warm and coaxing with humor, when the Head Girl tentatively 
looked.  Sighing, Hermione found the pencil Harry had lent her, and signed the silly bit of 
artwork.  Kathleen took the paper with a smile.  “…Thank you.  Of all the people who’ve tried to 
kill me over the years, I’ve never once had one draw me a bit of artwork about it 
beforehand…and I am just strange enough to be tickled by the idea of keeping this!” 
 
CXXXI. 
 
She was met in the Gryffindor common room by a determined, bespectacled friend and his 
equally determined, redheaded counterpart; they corralled her before she could head up the stairs 
to the girls’ dorms.  “We have to talk, Hermione.” 
 
“I know, Harry,”  Hermione agreed wearily.  Her nose was still stuffed up, she still felt horrible 
about what she’d done, and she was now puzzling over Sev…Professor Snape’s bizarre 
conversation with Draco.  Who was the ‘she’ they’d been referring to, and what would he 
willingly have ‘her’ do again, in a heartbeat?  But that was a conundrum that had to be set aside 
for handling the more immediate problem.  “…Can we talk after dinner?” 
 
“We’re going to talk right now,”  Harry countered. 
 
Hermione rolled her sore, reddened eyes.  “It’s twenty minutes to supper, Harry, if you hadn’t 
noticed!  There’s not enough time for me to tell you everything.  After we eat—I promise!” 
 
“Well, so long as you promise,”  Ron allowed, his tone somewhat skeptical, but also accepting. 
 
“And so long as we get to hear everything,”  Harry added firmly, giving her a significant look as 
he pushed his glassed more firmly onto his nose. 
 
Hermione eyed them both.  Professor Frejne was right.  They’d never give up until they heard it 
all…or at least as much as she could stand to tell them, and they could stand to hear.  “You’ll hear 
as much as you’ll be able to handle…and more than you can probably handle.  After dinner.” 
 
They seemed satisfied with that, parting to let her run up the stairs.  She dropped off her bookbag, 
washed her face in cool water down at the bathroom level and muttered a sinus-clearing charm to 
get rid of her stuffy nose.  Once she was refreshed, Hermione reluctantly descended to the 
common room again.  Where the boys promptly flanked her, and kept right at her side all the way 
to the Great Hall.  They flanked her all the way through the meal, too. 
 
It was aurally painful, being the Hermione filling in a Quidditch-oriented sandwich, as they 
argued Hufflepuff’s chances for taking down Slytherin quickly enough in the game to not erase 
the slim lead Gryffindor had over them in House-points.  Especially when half the time they 
didn’t even bother to lean forward or backward, just spoke at each other through her, like Thisbe 
and what’s his face, from that Greek play about the two lovers who’d shout at each other through 
a chink in the wall, the one that was parodied in A Midsummer Night’s Dream.  Lucky her, she 
got to be the chinked wall—and Quidditch was not conducive toward remembering who Thisbe’s 
lover was… 

 
Twice, she looked up at the head table.  Kathleen caught her eye first, laughing at the time from 
something Professor Vector was saying, blond and bright and cheerful.  Her gaze slid over to the 
other side of the table, where he sat, eating.  She watched him for a moment, until he glanced 
around the hall and caught her staring at him.  His hand dropped to his lap, and a frown pinched 
his brow, a pained scowl that made her flush and look down at her plate. 
 
…Why is he angry at me?  What have I done?  He was the one who followed through with the 
Bearded Bastard’s orders, not me!  Unless…unless he found out I tried to kill Kathleen…  She 
said she’s not interested in him, and that’s the spell-glowed Truth…but what if he’s interested in 
her? 
 
The thought churned her stomach with dread.  That could explain the words he’d given Draco.  It 
was an irrational thought, and she tried to quell it, but jealousy wasn’t that responsive to logic—
she was still jealous of the young, exotic, beautiful, intelligent Kathleen Frejne.  Or rather, jealous 
of her affect on Severus.  The fact that she honestly liked the Defence Mistress didn’t help the 
way her emotions were tearing her up inside, since it added yet another pint of guilt to the mix. 
 
It’s such a foolish thing to fear!  Hermione chided herself, frustration churning her stomach as 
much as jealousy and fear.  So much, she ignored the little dessert bowl of vanilla cake-and-
pudding that appeared next to her emptied plate.  Didn’t he say he loves you?  Didn’t he playfully 
demand a Quidditch team’s worth of children, with you?  Didn’t he agree that the Chamber of 
Reflection would make a wonderful family apartment for two, and eventually three, and four, and 
five? 
 
…But she’s so much closer to his age,  her fears whispered insidiously in her head.  Smashingly 
intelligent, too; you know that’s one of his greatest turn-ons.  And she’s not forbidden to him.  In 
fact, he could justify having an affair with her…well, maybe not with her,  she amended, glancing 
up at the head table again.  Severus was now toying with his own dessert, prodding it with a sour, 
brooding expression as he held the spoon in his left hand.  I believe that she’s not interested in 
him; Luna’s good at Charms, and the glow didn’t real any lies about that…but he could tell the 
Bearded Bastard that he was now interested in her, and it would be enough of the truth for 
Dumbledore to read it in his mind via Legilimency…black-hearted bastard!  You’re supposed to 
be mine! 
 
Angry, jealous, hurt even further when he met her eyes again and brusquely looked away, she 
started to rise and leave the table.  Two hands caught her by the robes, yanking her back down 
into her seat. 
 
“—Trying to leave early?”  Harry enquired dryly. 
 
“That might be taken the wrong way,” Ron added, darkening his tone.  “Like perhaps a bid to 
escape?” 
 
“She wouldn’t dare think of escaping us,”  Harry countered for her, drawling the words.  “Not 
before she’s told us everything…” 
 
So she sat there, toying with her own dessert, stomach now churning for a different reason as she 
waited for them to finish their meals.  Then, and only then, did they permit her to rise with them 
and be escorted out of the dining hall.  Hermione glanced over her shoulder one last time, but the 
Potions Master wasn’t at the head table anymore; he’d slipped out at some point.  She did catch 
Ginny’s eyes, and noted the firm, thoughtful look in their tawny-hazel depths.  Ginny, who had 
been sitting close enough to have overheard Harry and Ron’s cryptic comments. 
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“…Let’s not go to the common room, guys,”  Hermione muttered, looking forward again.  “This 
isn’t going to be a conversation for everyone’s ears.” 
 
“Where should we go, then?”  Ron asked her. 
 
“My study nook.  No one’s discovered it, yet.”  Hurrying them up the stairs and through the halls, 
Hermione led them on a circuitous route to the blue-glazed classroom.  She checked the hall both 
ways one last time before opening the door, satisfied no one was around, then hustled her two 
best friends into the room and quickly shut the door. 
 
“Oy, how can you study in here, with all this blue light?”  Ron protested, picking his way 
carefully through the tangle of desks and chairs.  The sun was beginning to set, tinting the the 
light shining through the cobalt glass so that it looked more of a Prussian blue than a royal blue, 
with a distinct greenish cast.  “It’d give me a headache in five minutes flat.” 
 
“It’s already giving me a headache,”  Harry muttered, adjusting his glasses.  “Can we have some 
decent light in here?” 
 
“Sure.”  Without even summoning her wand, Hermione flicked her fingers, igniting the dusty, 
cobwebbed candles in their sconces.  Wax was wax, even when coated with the neglect of 
decades; the dust merely sparked and spat a little as the wax melted into little puddles around the 
wicks.  That dispelled some of the fading, bluish light.  Sometimes it was good to be a natural 
Pyromancer. 
 
Hermione joined them over by the windows, shifting her makeshift pile of fake homework texts 
to the floor to make room for her friends as well as herself.  The door creaked open, and all three 
of them whirled around, wands out.  A familiar redhead slipped into the room, followed by an 
equally familiar blond. 
 
“Ginny!  What are you doing here, following us?”  Ron hissed at his sister.  “You, too, Luna!” 
 
“Yeah, you weren’t invited,”  Harry added darkly. 
 
That snapped Ginny’s brows into a scowl.  “Harry James Potter, I have as much a right to be here 
as either of you!  There’s been a whole host of weird things going on with Hermione ever since 
she was kidnapped, and it sounded at the dinner table tonight like she was finally going to spill 
the truth!  And I am not going to miss out on it!” 
 
“Luna?”  Ron prodded his girlfriend.  She smiled at him, looking dotty from how calm she was, 
compared to everyone else.  “Is that why you’re here, too?” 
 
“I already know some of what’s going on.  I’m just here for the full details,”  Luna replied 
calmly. 
 
“—Luna knows?”  Harry protested, rounding on Hermione.  “You told Luna, but you didn’t tell 
your two best mates?” 
 
“I didn’t tell Luna anything!”  Hermione retorted, exasperated.  She winced as her voice rose in 
volume enough to echo off the rafters, and flicked out her wand, sealing the door with a locking 
ward, and the room with a Silencing Sphere.  Almost all of the room.  She made sure the rippling 
curtain of magic travelled almost to the walls, but not quite, to ensure that the snoozing portraits 

around the edges of the chamber wouldn’t be able to overhear.  “…There.  Now we can chat in 
private.” 
 
“Not before they leave!”  Ron protested, glaring at his sister. 
 
“They can stay, Ron,”  Hermione asserted, speaking more firmly than she actually felt about the 
matter.  “Besides, boyfriends shouldn’t keep secrets from girlfriends any more than friends 
should keep secrets from friends.” 
 
“You’re a fine one to talk,”  Harry snorted, but he did haul down some of the inverted chairs and 
dust them off with a flick of his wand. 
 
That made Hermione think of something.  However she felt about the parties involved in her tale, 
she didn’t want her two best friends—her four best friends—rushing off mid-story to hex 
everything and certain someones in sight.  Since she couldn’t allow that… 
 
“I’ve got one proviso, guys…and girls,”  she amended, looking at Ginny and Luna, too.  Luna, 
she didn’t think would go off hexing everything in sight, but if she made three of them do it, 
she’d have to make all four of them do it, to be fair.  “You have to give me your wands, right here 
and now, before you hear another word.  I’m not going to budge on this point, either, so you 
might as well give them over.  If you don’t, out you go, and I’ll never tell you anything…and I’ll 
hex the others so that they won’t feel inclined to tell you anything, too.” 
 
Harry narrowed his eyes behind his glasses.  “You wouldn’t dare.” 
 
“In a heartbeat.” 
 
They stared at each other in a battle of wills.  The Boy Who Triumphed versus the Greatest Witch 
of Her Generation.  Harry had survived Voldemort, the most feared wizard in living memory.  So 
had Hermione.  Harry had killed him.  Hermione had out-magicked him.  Harry had suffered 
more than most seventeen year olds should have had to face in a lifetime…but she had suffered 
equal hardships, in the last seven years, and particularly in the last half-year.  She’d done things 
he couldn’t even comprehend.  Yet.  Hermione let the weight of her survival mash down the 
weight of his stubbornness, proving she was just as obstinate as him, and that much more, today. 
 
He finally blinked, looking down and away.  A heavy sigh, and he dragged out his wand.  “…I 
trust you.  I don’t trust why you’re asking me to do this…but I trust you, Hermione.  There’s no 
one else I’d want at my back, save maybe Ron.” 
 
“And what are we, pea soup?”  Ginny retorted. 
 
“You know what I mean, Gin,”  he amended, exasperated. 
 
She pulled out her wand, too, slapping it into Hermione’s palm as soon as Harry had done so.  
Luna followed suit, leaving only Ron.  He sighed and drew his, too. 
 
“You’re not making this easy, you know.  If it’s so bad you think we’ll hex you, I’m inclined to 
keep the ruddy thing,”  he warned her even as he released it into her care. 
 
“It’s not you hexing me that I’m worried about.”  Flicking her hand, she dropped the wands one at 
a time.  As hoped, they snapped into her wand-wallet charm, making the others blink as they 
vanished. 
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“—Oy!”  Ginny exclaimed, staring at her hand.  “Where did they go?” 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes.  “I told you once before; I’m wearing a charm-bracelet with a wand-
wallet in it.  But it’s enspelled to make everyone else but myself and one other person forget its 
very existence.” 
 
“It’s a what?”  Ron asked, blinking at her in puzzlement. 
 
“It’s a preventative measure that the Bea…the Headmaster gave me,”  Hermione carefully 
hedged.  Even now, she didn’t want to say his name; she still loathed him as the source of the 
split between her and her beloved.  For the first time in her seven years at Hogwarts, she didn’t 
want to be respectful to the head of the whole school.  She focused on the charm bracelet.  “It has 
all sorts of useful charms on it, healing potions, locator-spells, that sort of thing.  But you can’t 
see it, and you’ll forget about it in a little bit.  I think it takes about five minutes for someone to 
forget it exists, once I stop talking about it.” 
 
“If you say so,” Harry said, giving her a dubious look.  “Are you going to tell us what you’ve 
been putting off telling us since nearly forever, or not?” 
 
Sighing, Hermione claimed the bench-seat for herself.  The others settled onto the chairs, leaving 
her the cushioned nook to herself.  Uncomfortable with the tale that lay ahead, she grabbed one of 
the small, slightly dusty cushions and tucked it over her stomach, drawing up her knees and 
bracing her heels on the edge of the window seat ledge.  The others settled in for a long wait, 
Harry and Ginny straddling their chairs—Ginny was in trousers today, while Luna was in a 
skirt—and looked at her expectantly. 
 
CXXXII. 
 
“You have to understand,”  Hermione began carefully,  “that what I’m about to tell you is a very 
long and involved story.  Because it began back in December, the Hogsmeade day I was 
kidnapped…and it’s still going on today.  I have…I have lied to you, and hidden the truth—at the 
command of the Headmaster, for the most part—and even now, I will not go into the fullest 
detail, because some things I know you will not want to hear in full detail, once you have an 
inkling of what they’re about…and other things, simply because I cannot bring myself to share 
them.  But I will tell you everything that I can, and everything that I hope you can handle.  
Presuming that you understand that the reason why I took your wands is because what you can 
‘handle’ will still be more than you can stand to hear. 
 
“So I ask you that you hear me out in full,”  she stated, licking her lips nervously,  “and not go 
flying off the handle, but rather sit still and keep listening.”  Hermione pinned Ron with a hard 
look. 
 
“Why are you looking at me?”  he protested quickly, hands flying innocently to his chest, then 
out to the others.  “Ginny’s got as much of a temper as I do!  And when Harry blows his top—!” 
 
“Because yours is the quickest temper to explode, and when you get mad, you shut your ears and 
refuse to listen to anything more,”  Hermione pointed out.  “If you refuse to listen, I will hex you 
so that you cannot act out of your foolish stubbornness.  I’m a better witch than you’re a wizard, 
Ron.  A far better one.  And I currently hold your wand so you won’t have any defence against 
me, if I choose to act to protect those you would, in your idiocy, seek to harm.” 
 
Concentrating, she shook out her own wand from the bracelet, and conjured a pitcher of water 
and several cups from the school kitchens, then dropped her wand again.  Filling one of the cups, 

she sipped from it before speaking again.  With Lupin, Severus had started carefully in the middle 
of the story, emphasizing the rescue aspects before revealing any names.  He had gotten away 
with doing it that way, though; Lupin hadn’t have bits and pieces of the tale already, whereas the 
four friends waiting in front of her did.  So she began at the beginning.  It would be the only way 
to give them the chronological order of events leading up to every decision she and Severus had 
made along the way. 
 
“On that day, back in December, I was grabbed by Death Eaters just a short distance from the 
Shrieking Shack.  I’d wandered out there to reminisce about Remus, and Sirius,”  she explained.  
“They jumped me, grabbed me, knocked me out and broke my wand, and Apparated away with 
me.  That part you know about.” 
 
“We know,”  Harry agreed.  “You told us this bit.  You said Snape found a way to rescue you, 
something that bound you mentally together.” 
 
“Let me tell this in my own way,”  she chided him.  “Before that happened…they used Imperio 
on me, and Crucio.  And…my clothes were ripped.”  She gestured at her shoulder.  “They…saw 
my bra-strap.  One of them made a crude comment about forcing me to…to…have sex with him.  
Well, the others laughed at the idea, even the women, and someone else made an even cruder 
comment, and that’s when Sev…Professor Snape acted.  He Apparated away, raced up to the 
school, and fetched three potions, then raced back off the school grounds, returning to 
Voldemort’s side as quickly as he could.  Mind you, a lot of this I found out later, through sharing 
his thoughts.  All I remember of this bit myself was lots of pain, as they took turns torturing me 
with the Unforgivables and kicking me around.” 
 
“What did they say that made the Professor run off like that?”  Ginny asked her. 
 
“The…the crude comment was that, after they’d softened me up a bit…they’d all gang-rape me.” 
 
“Oy!” 
 
“Oh my god!” 
 
“No!” 
 
Luna, unlike Ron, Ginny, and Harry, said nothing.  She just kept her eyes on Hermione, and 
nodded slightly when the older girl looked her way.  Silently encouraging Hermione to go on 
with her story. 
 
“Oh, yes.  That was what they intended to do.  S…oh, bugger—get used to me calling him this, 
‘cause I can’t do it any other way after all that we’ve been through,”  Hermione sighed.  
“Severus—stop flinching, Ron, that’s his bloody name!—Severus came back and made a bargain 
with Voldemort.  He had this rare potion that would allow him to link minds with me, and allow 
him to use that ability, if properly maintained, to constantly ‘spy’ on my thoughts, and my 
memories of all my conversations with you, Harry, without needing all the rigamarole of 
Legilimency—he could spy on me at a simple touch, rather than having to stare into my eyes and 
evoke a spell.  Doing that would effectively giving Voldemort a spy right in the very heart of his 
enemy’s camp.” 
 
“—I knew he was a traitor!”  Ron exclaimed.  Harry rolled his eyes and smacked him in the arm, 
hard enough to make the youngest male Weasley yelp.  The youngest Weasley, period, smacked 
him in the other arm from the other side, reaching  across Luna, who sat between them. 
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“Thank you,”  Hermione muttered to her two friends.  “Ron, shut up.  Severus proved himself 
anything but a traitor, at the Final Battle.  You do remember the Final Battle, don’t you?  Him, 
defending you?  The way he defended all of us, and gave Professor Frejne time to use her 
Advanced students to mow down most of the Death Eaters?  Shut up and listen for once in your 
mangy little life—no arguments!” 
 
He subsided.  And sulked, but that wasn’t her problem.  Sighing, Hermione went on. 
 
“It was all a mix of half-lies and half-truths, of course.  The weight of Voldemort’s mind, during 
Legilimency…it’s overpowering.  Severus had to feed the man partial truths mixed in with the 
lies, to make it more palatable and believable.   The potion he used is called Veritamoria in the 
Western Hemisphere, and I can’t even pronounce what it’s called over in India, but Professor 
Frejne knows what it is, and has even experimented with it herself, when she was attending the 
Forbidden University.  It’s…it’s a potion that one uses to invoke a ritual…a Tantric ritual.” 
 
Hermione braced herself, and weathered the expected outburst.  It came and passed, mostly with 
Luna hushing Ron, the most vocal of the other three.  At first the Ravenclaw wasn’t very 
effective, but then she succeeded, mainly by kicking him in the shins.  He glared at her and 
subsided, which caused the others to fall quiet, too. 
 
“…You’d better explain exactly what that means,”  Harry warned Hermione in the quiet that 
followed, his green eyes pinning her on the bench.  “’Cause I’ll want to know exactly what I’m 
killing the Potions Master for.” 
 
“You can’t kill him, Harry,”  Hermione told her best friend wearily, hugging the pillow between 
her knees and her chest. 
 
“And why not?”  he challenged her. 
 
“Because the potion worked.  It’s designed to help two people determine if they’re compatible 
enough in personality and intellect to…to fall in love…and I am madly, deeply, truly in love with 
the man.  To the extent that I would rather kill you, my best friend, than let you harm one greasy 
black hair on his head.” 
 
“Love potions always have antidotes!”  Ron scoffed.  “We just have to find the antidote to this 
one, cure you, and let you lead the hunt!” 
 
“It’s not that kind of potion, Ron!  The entire purpose of Veritamoria is to link a particular couple 
telepathically together during sex, to force them to share thoughts as they share intimacies, so that 
they will know if they’re compatible enough for an actual, lasting relationship or not,”  Hermione 
informed him as clinically and yet bluntly as she could.  “If they’re not, the differences in their 
philosophies and ideologies will drive the pairing apart—sex is not the least bit appealing when 
you cannot stand the touch of someone’s thoughts, after all.  But for those who are 
compatible…the mental bond simply intensifies the mental and emotional intimacies, as well as 
the physical ones.  There is literally no way for Veritamoria to force someone to fall in love with 
someone else against their will.  And if you don’t believe me, you can go ask Professor Frejne, 
for she experimented with it in her own youth, as I said.” 
 
They absorbed that in silence.  Harry finally wrinkled his nose and asked hesitantly,  “Er…you 
said there were three potions?” 
 
“Veritamoria, a healing draught to repair all the injuries from the beatings I’d been given…and a 
combination contraceptive and aphrodisiac.”  Her cheeks burned at that revelation, too.  “He 

bargained with Voldemort to give me to him, using the half-truth that he could read my thoughts 
at any time after the ritual was complete to convince the Dark Lord to spare me from being gang-
raped, and probably murdered.  He bargained very carefully, including pointing out that if I were 
raped either right before or at any point after, the ritual would be rendered useless, and that he 
only had the one dose. 
 
“He also pointed out that the…the mind-control aspect could be ‘maintained’ by further sexual 
congress, which he could easily do once I was back at the school, having ready access to me as 
one of my teachers—oh, shut up, Ron!”  she snapped as he growled.  “A lot of the things Severus 
told Voldemort was nothing more than a pile of bullshite a kilometer high, sown with a few seeds 
of the truth!” 
 
“What seeds were the truth?”  her freckled friend demanded warily, skepticism rampant in his 
gaze. 
 
“Veritamoria has to be maintained with an erotic encounter a minimum of once a week to 
maintain the touch-telepathic ability, under normal circumstances,”  she recited, and glared her 
freckled friend into silence as he drew a breath to speak.  “He was smart enough to realize that, if 
I’d been free to choose between a gang-rape by the sadistic bastards and bitches around him, or a 
formal Tantric ritual and weekly encounters with me, I’d pick the greasy-haired, sour-faced, 
black-hearted bastard of Hogwarts, hands down!  Not that I had much choice at the time,”  
Hermione added dryly,  “but he convinced Voldie-butt to go through with it, gave me the healing 
potion, and shared the aphrodisiac—don’t look at me like that, Harry, the man is not into rape, 
and wouldn’t have been able to go through with it at the time without a hefty dose of ‘liquid 
courage’ for himself, nevermind attempting to make it at least bearably pleasant for me..  
Anyway, that’s when he applied the ritual, and…took my virginity.” 
 
She blushed at that last part, hugging the pillow to her chest. 
 
“Urgh!”  Ron protested, turning his face away.  He winced and looked back at her.  “…Wait a 
minute—you mean right there?  In front of everyone?” 
 
“He had no choice, Ron.  It was either put on a bit of a ‘floor-show’ for the others, to slake their 
lusts second-hand—at Voldemort’s command—or I’d be given over to the rest of them.  A 
methodical sex-ritual, or a brutal gang-rape.  Hence the need for the aphrodesiac, for myself as 
well as for him.  As far as first times go, I really wouldn’t recommend it, but he was as…as 
considerate as possible.” 
 
“What does that mean?”  Harry asked her, disgust warring with horror and confusion.  “’He was 
considerate.’  What the bloody hell does it mean?” 
 
“…It means he gave her an orgasm, Harry,”  Ginny told him, and provoked both males into 
noises of disgust.  A muffled snerk of laughter escaped Luna, but she wisely controlled her 
expression.  Ginny, on the other hand, rolled her hazel eyes.  “Go on, ‘Mione.  What happened 
then?” 
 
“Er…Voldemort used the link Severus had forged between us to read my mind, while Severus 
used his Occlumency to hide the fact that I knew he was a spy for the Order.  Which was one of 
the other reasons why he’d chosen Veritamoria, to protect himself and the value of his position 
among the Death Eaters.” 
 
“Fat lot of good that did,”  Harry snorted.  “When it turned out in the end he already knew Snape 
was a traitor.” 
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“Professor Snape, Harry,”  Hermione chided him. 
 
“—You’re calling him by his bloody first name, Hermione!”  Ron protested on his best friend’s 
behalf. 
 
“I’ll not have you disrespect him, regardless of what I myself call him!”  she shot back.  “Be 
respectful, or be quiet.  Anyway, Voldemort commanded him to demonstrate his mental control 
over me, Severus ordered me to comply, and then Voldemort told us that we’d be summoned 
back into his presence again in the future, that he expected me to show up at Severus’ side…and 
implied that I’d be doing a bit more in the way of sexual floor-shows for his and the other Death 
Eaters’ amusement.” 
 
“…He what?” 
 
Harry ignored Ron’s exclamation.  His eyes had narrowed shrewdly.  “So that night, when you 
spoke of the ‘floor-show’…you were talking about…about sexually performing with…with our 
Potions Master…in front of a whole host of Death Eaters?” 
 
“That’s right.” 
 
“Please tell me you didn’t actually…?”  Ron moaned, staring at her in dismay. 
 
“Twice,”  Hermione revealed calmly.  “But we’re getting ahead of the story.” 
 
“Hermione, what did you mean by Voldemort ordering him to display his control over you?”  
Ginny asked, curiosity creasing her freckled brow. 
 
Her face flamed.  Strange, how she could admit to a sexual floor-show without a single blush, yet 
feel her face turn beet-red over such a simple question.  “Erm…fellatio.” 
 
The other three of her friends stared at her in horror.  Ron whimpered quietly.  “I think I’m going 
to be sick…” 
 
Hermione gave him a pained look.  “Get over it, Ron!” 
 
“So…Snape forced you to…I can’t even bring myself to say it!”  Harry muttered, rumpling his 
dark hair with a hand, his cheeks as hot-looking as Hermione’s. 
 
“No, that was one of the lies.  I didn’t have a choice with the initial ritual, but once the link was 
forged, I had equal control of our relationship,”  Hermione corrected him, ignoring the way three 
of the four of them flinched at the ‘R’ word.  Luna, bless her oddball heart, simply absorbed it all 
with her usual thoughtful tranquility.  “He explained everything to me in my mind as quickly as 
he could, and reminded me that if I didn’t dissemble and pretend to obey as quickly as possible, 
we’d both probably be raped, tortured, and killed.  So though he pretended to have control of 
me…I did it of my own free will.  As I did every other single sexual act thereafter, with him.  
And as I said before, I understood from the moment he explained what was happening what my 
choices were, and that what he was doing really was the best deal available.  So I have no regrets 
over what happened.” 
 
Ron clamped his hands over his ears, moaning to himself.  Harry himself couldn’t even look at 
her, hand pressed to his stomach and looking equally sick.  Ginny and Luna both stared at her 
with wide eyes.  The redhead was the first one to speak. 

 
“I take it you…liked it?  What’s it like?  I’ve kissed and stuff, but I never let myself go farther 
than that.” 
 
“Wise of you,”  Luna agreed sagely, glancing at her fellow sixth-year.  “You can’t let yourself get 
a reputation for sleeping around with any boy who asks.” 
 
“—Do you two mind?”  Ron demanded, glaring at his sister and his girlfriend. 
 
“Just because you still have the emotional capacity of a teaspoon when it comes to dealing with 
uncomfortable issues, Ron, doesn’t mean they’re equally stunted,”  Hermione retorted dryly.  
“Anyway, the Basilisk Snogger dismissed us, and Severus Apparated us back to the Shrieking 
Shack.  We, erm, talked a bit, and…exhausted the effects of the aphrodisiac we’d drunk…and 
then returned to the school.  Where the…the Headmaster found us, and took us up to his office, 
and we carefully skirted around what, exactly, had happened at the Death Eater meeting.” 
 
“Why didn’t Dumbledore sack the git?”  Ron asked her, incredulous.  “He shagged you, ‘Mione!  
One of his own students!  There’s laws against that sort of thing!” 
 
“And there’s also such things extenuating circumtances, Ronald Weasley,”  Luna chided him 
coolly, before Hermione could.  “Would you rather your best friend were raped brutally, without 
any potions to give her pleasure, without any consideration for her sanctity, her emotions, or her 
life?” 
 
“Well, no, but…why didn’t he sack the git?” 
 
“Because we all pretended it didn’t happen.  And the Headmaster did his Look-thing, and I 
cobbled together a spurious, off-the-cuff request to do an Eromancy project, with Professor Snape 
as both my overseer and assistant, under the guise that any of my fellow students would only 
snicker and not take the exploration of the subject as seriously as it was due.  That gave us the 
fallback excuse, if we were ever caught, to claim that our weekly sessions to maintain the 
Veritamoria bond were simply part of an onging extra-credit project of mine.” 
 
“Well, it’s an utterly believable excuse, given your bookish reputation,”  Luna pointed out.  
“Only you would pick Eromancy as a strictly study-project topic.” 
 
“Only because she’s insane!” Ron protested. 
 
“Stuff it, Ron,”  Ginny ordered her brother, before looking back at Hermione.  “So the three of 
you cobbled together this fiction.  But you weren’t disappearing weekly, ‘Mione.  You were 
vanishing twice weekly.  Usually on Wednesdays and Saturdays.” 
 
“Well, with the threat of Voldemort’s summons over our heads, we couldn’t afford to risk 
skipping a weekly session due to some interruption, now could we?  The link between us had to 
be maintained!” 
 
“It didn’t have to be maintained!”  Ron protested. 
 
“Yes it did; since we didn’t know at the time that Severus’ cover was blown, if he’d flubbed 
maintaining the link, he would’ve lost ground in Voldemort’s camp,”  Hermione explained 
patiently.  “And I didn’t think once a week would be enough, anyway, if I was to make any 
serious headway on my project,”  she added. 
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Harry groaned, rolling his eyes.  “Merlin’s Undershorts!  You took the project seriously?” 
 
“Of course I did!  It’s a highly understudied branch of magic, in the Western Hemisphere,”  
Hermione countered firmly, frowning at him.  “Honestly!  Can you see me giving an extra-credit 
project anything less than my best, even something like this?” 
 
That earned her a round of grumbled,  “No…” 
 
“Well, there you have it; how it all began.  We started out in the first level linkage, or the Mind-
Bound stage.  Able to reach each other’s thoughts only whenever we physically touched each 
other.  We were under orders to keep the whole thing as secret as possible—I shudder at how 
close we came to saying things that would’ve revealed the whole truth that night you snuck into 
his quarters, when we caught you in his lab,”  she added to Harry.  “And he was furious with you.  
He’s softened a lot in his attitude towards you—towards both of you, really—but he was so 
furious, it was scary to touch his mind.” 
 
“’Mione, the pumpkin juice incident, over the Christmas holidays, the days-long detention—that 
was an excuse to get into his company more often for…um…?”  Harry asked her delicately. 
 
“Yes, but that was because we’d been summoned to our first official ‘floor-show’, the night I 
took your Cloak,”  Hermione explained.  “We had a lot of practicing to do—don’t give me that 
look, Ron!  I hadn’t learned enough of Occlumency at the time for Severus to have risked letting 
go of my skin at any point, so we had to practice moving in tandem.  And we practiced certain 
Tantric spells to, erm…well, we’ll not talk about that,”  she finished quickly. 
 
“I do not want to hear any details of your erotic adventures with the greasy git!” Ron stated flatly, 
cutting his hand through the air between them. 
 
“I do!”  Ginny protested, and earned a shocked look from Harry, and a glare from her brother.  
“—What?  I want to be smashingly good at sex, and from the sounds of it, Hermione’s had loads 
of practice!  You don’t go talk to the baker to learn how to get your dress altered, you go to the 
tailor’s!” 
 
Ron gritted his teeth.  “If I could, I’d rat on you to Mum for that!” 
 
“Oh, grow up, Ron!”  she shot back. 
 
“What kind of spells did you use?”  Luna asked, eyeing Hermione in curiosity.  “Purely for the 
sake of academic curiosity, of course.” 
 
Hermione almost believed her, if it weren’t for the faint blush tinting her cheeks in the light of the 
candles around them.  “Levitation spells, quick-disrobing spells…and a spell that allowed us to 
‘share’ the sensations we were experiencing with everyone else in the room.  Mind you, we were 
both under the influence of aphrodisiacs, again.” 
 
“…’Again’?”  Ron asked her warily.  “That implies that you’d stopped taking them at some 
point.” 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes.  “We hadn’t taken them since that first time, back when I’d been 
kidnapped!  You cannot truly explore the Art of Eromancy by relying solely upon artificial 
sources of stimulation, Ron!  It just doesn’t work that way.” 
 

Harry was staring at her with a peculiar look on his face.  When she stared back and arched a 
brow, he shrugged defensively, blushing hard.  “…I just realized you’re even braver than I am.  
I’d rather kill myself than…than perform in public like that.” 
 
“We didn’t have much of a choice,”  she pointed out gently.  “Severus’ position was still quite 
useful to the Order, whether or not Voldemort already knew he was a spy.  So was my position, 
too; we were trying to feed him false information about you, after all.  Rubbish about you being 
afraid of rats, and therefore afraid of Pettigrew—in the hopes of drawing the traitorous rat out—
and how much you’d come to look upon Remus Lupin as a new godfather, another source of 
potential torture…all of it decided upon by the members  of the Order, of course,”  she quickly 
reassured him as he drew in a breath to protest. 
 
“—They knew about you?”  Ginny asked, eyes widening as she beat her brother and his best 
friend to the exclamation.  “Mum, and Dad, and Moody, and Tonks…?” 
 
Hermione shook her head.  “All they knew was that there was a new spy in Voldemort’s 
camp…rather, what most of them knew at the time was merely that there was a new spy feeding 
the Dark Lord false information.  Anyway, shortly after that, the second-stage Veritamoria hit.  
Well, for me, first.” 
 
“Second-stage?”  Harry asked, then smoothed out his puzzled brow.  “Oh, right—telepathic 
communication at a distance.  You mentioned that in Dumbledore’s office, too.” 
 
“Hang on,” Ron interjected, bracing his elbows on his knees with the look of concentration he 
usually reserved for chess games.  “Why was it just for you?” 
 
“Because he…let down his guard, and needed me very strongly, one night,”  Hermione revealed, 
blushing sharply.  “It’s the need and the vulnerability to the other that triggers the second-stage 
bond…the Heart-Bond.  I didn’t let down my guard enough to need him that desperately back 
until after Malfoy ca…oh, bugger.  I wasn’t going to tell you that,”  she muttered. 
 
“Spill, Hermione,”  Harry ordered her, seizing on the slip of her tongue.  “Malfoy…what?”. 
 
“Well, I have to go back and tell you about the weekend before Valentine’s Day,”  she hedged.  
“That was our second floor-show…and it turned out to be incredibly nasty.  It was a, erm, private 
showing for just the top-ranking male Death Eaters…with female victims brought in for their 
amusement while they watched…and experienced second-hand through the same sharing-spell as 
before.” 
 
“’Victims’?”  Harry repeated cautiously.  “I’m almost afraid to ask what that means, but I’m 
equally afraid to not ask.” 
 
“They wanted a demonstration of…of domination, and rough sex.  So we demonstrated.  We 
demonstrated right up to the point where Voldemort told us to stop the sharing-spell, that they’d 
finish each in their own manner and timing…and that’s when he took one of the women 
himself…and cast the Killing Curse on her…mid-rape.” 
 
Her words fell quietly between the five of them, leaving a shocked silence in their wake. 
 
“He wasn’t the only one to try it, either.  Lucius Malfoy did the same thing, following his 
master’s psychotic lead.  That’s when we cast the locator-charm, the bauble from my bracelet that 
allowed the Aurors to anchor Malfoy Manor long enough to converge and try to catch everyone 
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off-guard.  Severus and I were almost caught, and we were seen, when we escaped by Floo, after 
they flung up the Anti-Disapparating ward.” 
 
“Who saw you?”  Ginny asked, curiosity radiating in the way she frowned thoughtfully, in the 
intensity of her study of the older Gryffindor. 
 
“Mad-Eye Moody.  We had a big confrontation about it about an hour later, up in the 
Headmaster’s office,”  Hermione continued.  “But in that hour…I found out why Severus 
defected from the Death Eaters.”  She wasn’t sure if it was her right to be telling this tale, but they 
had to know just how abhorrent rape was to the Potions Master.  “Voldemort…he did the same 
thing at least once before.  He…he raped and cursed to death Severus’ own mother.  Right in 
front of him, not more than a few years after he’d joined the Death Eaters.” 
 
“…Oy.”  The soft, incredulous exclamation left Ron’s mouth slack.  “Right in front of him?” 
 
“And he just stood still while it happened?”  Harry asked, disgust in his voice.  “He didn’t do 
anything to stop it?” 
 
“No, he didn’t, Harry.  He stood still in utter shock, because he arrived mid-attack. Voldemort 
told him to wait a few moments at their rendez-vous point, then Apparate to his location, via the 
Dark Mark,”  Hermione chided him with a dark look.  “He had no idea where he’d emerge, nor 
what the Dark Lord intended.  He hid his reaction to the death of the only person he’d loved, 
kowtowed to the Basilisk-Snogger’s madness…and as soon as he could, escaped to Hogwarts, 
pledged himself to our side as a spy in Voldemort’s camp, and never looked back.  You’re not the 
only one who lost your parents to Voldemort, Harry.  He’d lost his father to Voldemort, too.  Just 
the week before, in fact.” 
 
She carefully did not mention that she knew that Severus had been there for the entirety of that 
one, and had done nothing to stop it from happening.  He hadn’t done anything to participate in 
the torture and death of his father, but he hadn’t stopped it, either.  Given how sadistic she knew 
the man had been, from Severus’ memories, Hermione couldn’t quite blame him.  She couldn’t 
condone it, but she couldn’t blame him. 
 
“He was a bloody madman…”  Ron breathed, shaking his head slowly. 
 
“Quite.  Anyway, after the confrontation with Moody, I was caught off guard and captured by 
Malfoy, who was driven mad with what he’d seen and done,”  she hedged very carefully, giving 
them the impression that it had been Lucius, and not his son.  “That’s when I let down my guard 
and screamed mentally for Severus to come rescue me.  Which he did.  And…we confessed that 
we’d fallen in love with each other, shortly thereafter.  Because we are compatible.  Incredibly 
so—I can only hope and pray that each of you finds that kind of love in your lives,”  Hermione 
added quietly, if fervently.  “With whoever it may end up being, I hope you find that kind of love 
and happiness.” 
 
CXXXIII. 
 
They looked at each other, Harry at Ginny and Luna at Ron, and all four blushed and looked 
away.  Ron broke the tension of the moment by wrinkling his nose.  “Er, ‘Mione, the mushy stuff 
is getting to me.  It’s creeping me out, because it’s just not you.” 
 
She snorted and rolled her eyes, and that broke the tension.  “You don’t know what’s me or not, 
Ron, because you and I would be begging to be released from Veritamoria within five days, tops.  
We’re just too different.  And yes, before you ask, I broke it off with you not only to keep our 

minds focused on watching Harry’s back, but because even a simple snog could’ve done damage 
to the link, in its earliest days.  And because it just wasn’t working out between the two of us.  It 
was nice, and you’re a great kisser…and it just turns out that both of us are each better off with 
someone else.  I’m very happy for you and Luna, and that’s the truth.” 
 
He blushed and squirmed uncomfortably at her comment.  Luna merely smiled serenely. 
 
“…Well, that can’t be the end of the story, can it?”  Ginny asked Hermione, brows raised in 
curiosity. 
 
“No; Harry and Ron know that I Polyjuiced myself to look like Severus, the night of the Final 
Battle.  And they knew that…that I could feel Severus’ Dark Mark going off.  When I collapsed 
in Defence Class that day…it was because Severus had been hit with a debilitating spell, and I 
was reeling from the side-effects of what he was feeling, if at a dilluted level.” 
 
“Oy!”  she exclaimed, hazel brown eyes wide.  “And during the battle itself?—Hey!  Are you the 
reason why he handed the Sorting Hat over to Harry?” 
 
Hermione smiled slightly.  Wistfully.  “No, Virginia.  He did that one of his own free will.” 
 
“Not so ‘free will’, given how ruddy long he took to get around to it,”  Ron snorted sketically. 
 
She gave him a sharp, quelling look.  “He was stalling, Ron, trying to give Professor Frejne and 
the other students more time to whittle down the Death Eaters’ numbers.” 
 
“How can you be so sure?”  Harry asked her quietly. 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes in a pained look worthy of her lover’s masterful version.  “…Because I 
was in his mind?  Hard as it may be for your little mind to grasp, Harry James Potter, Veritamoria 
is very much like Veritaserum, in that the two who are linked to each other cannot lie to each 
other.  You can lie to others, and you can even lie to yourself in your own head, but the moment 
you’re in contact with the other person, you cannot lie,”  she re-emphasized.  “So when I say that 
the man has been a loyal member of the Order since the day his mother died, I mean the man has 
been a loyal member of the Order!  And when I say he loves me, he really loves me!” 
 
“Funny; he’s never shown it,”  Ron retorted scathingly. 
 
“—Oh, use your head for once, Ronald!”  Luna snapped at him, a split second before Hermione 
could.  “Aside from the fact that he’s been forced to live a double-life as a spy up until recently, 
hiding his true feelings from that snake-kissing madman, if he ever treated her any differently 
than anyone else, it’d be all over the school in a heartbeat!  Student-teacher relationships are 
forbidden, and the poor man would’ve been sacked, the moment the gossip mill churned!” 
 
“—And don’t you dare think of churning it, yourselves,”  Hermione added fiercely, glaring at the 
other three.  So fiercely, Ginny, Ron, and Harry blinked at her in uncertainty.  She already knew 
Luna wouldn’t speak of the matter to anyone else.  “If you cause him to get sacked over this, if 
you spread even so much as a hint of a rumor about our relationship, I will not only never speak 
to you again, I will consider our friendship over, and make it my personal goal to make your lives 
a living hell.  Do I make myself clear?” 
 
Their uncertainty changed to alarm, at the viciousness of her tone.  Luna smirked, but Hermione 
let it pass. 
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“You’d…you’d chose him over us?”   Ron finally managed, swallowing at the lump of disbelief 
apparently lodged in his throat. 
 
“Don’t bother to ask the question, Ron, if you aren’t going to like the answer,”  was her sardonic 
reply. 
 
“Shite,”  he whispered, staring at Hermione wide-eyed.  “—You’re mental!  That fever-thing’s 
gone permanently to your head!” 
 
She sighed, rolling her eyes.  “There was no ‘fever-thing’, Ron.  That, too, was a lie.” 
 
“—What?”  Harry demanded, frowning at her.  “But…your collapse, the convulsions…” 
 
“After the fall of Voldemort, we were supposed to break things off.  But I had my projects to 
finish,” Hermione confessed, hugging the pillow to her chest again.  “So we continued meeting, 
through the weekend following his birthday.  There’s only two ways to break Veritamoria:  
abstinence, and…messing around with someone else.  We tried abstinence.  It didn’t work.” 
 
Ron wrinkled his nose in disgust at her.  “Sweet Merlin, ‘Mione, he can’t be that great in the 
sack!  I thought you had loads of self-control!” 
 
“Don’t be crass, Ron!”  she snapped back.  “For your information, he’s incredible ‘in the sack’—
” 
 
“Urgh!  I didn’t need to know that!”  Ron protested, disgust wrinkling his freckled features in a 
pained grimace 
 
“God, neither did I!”  Harry muttered, equally put-out by her confession. 
 
“—And we haven’t touched each other since April 17th, you dunderheads!”  Hermione finished, 
glaring at them both.  “We have plenty of physical self-control!  It’s…it’s mental self-control we 
lacked.” 
 
“I don’t get it,”  Ginny interjected.  “What does that mean?” 
 
Hermione sighed roughly, hugging the pillow under her chin.  “We’ve been sharing dreams.  
Mostly ever since the Easter holidays.  In our dreams, we…well, we weren’t abstaining, to put it 
delicately.  It was enough to maintain the link.  Normally, it takes about a week for each level of 
the link to fade, but ours didn’t, and wouldn’t.  So he took Dreamless Draught.  But it didn’t 
work; we were still visiting each other in my dreams.  Then we both took it, and that didn’t 
work—apparently it only blocks one’s memories of one’s dreams, and not the dreams themselves 
from happening, so we were still coming together and maintaining the bond…and then the 
Bearded Bastard stepped in.” 
 
“The who?”  Harry asked, confused. 
 
“—Dumbledore.”  She put all the anger and loathing she could into sneering the name.  Harry and 
Ron blinked at each other, while Ginny sat up, wide-eyed, and Luna blinked, nonplussed. 
 
“But…’Mione, you’ve always respected Professor Dumbledore,”  Ginny pointed out carefully. 
 
“Not after what he did,”  she muttered back, squeezing the pillow in her fingers with the urge to 
wring a certain, scrawny old neck. 

 
“…What did he do to you, Hermione?”  Harry asked her quietly.  In a tone of voice that told her, 
whatever it was, he’d support her as a friend. 
 
“He gave Severus an ultimatum.  Fuck someone else, or we’d both be out on our ears.  My 
chances at passing the N.E.W.T.s gone, because they test you for all forms of cheating, including 
telepathy, and he’d make sure everyone knew why—bastard!”  The exclamation made the others 
flinch.  “Severus’ career ruined, because he’d spread the news that his Potions Master slept 
around with a student—even though it was to save my life!” 
 
She flung the pillow at the floor, startling her four friends.  Folding her forearms on her knees, 
Hermione braced her forehead against them.  Eyes closed, she forced herself to breathe calmly, to 
quell the anger and speak rationally.  Her voice was slightly muffled by her position, but she 
knew her friends heard every word. 
 
“…The reason why you can’t remember Defence Class the other week is because  Severus chose 
Kathleen—Professor Frejne—as his partner to break the link.  She’d already learned through her 
own ways about what we were doing, and she’s used Veritamoria herself, back in her University 
days.  Anyway, they kissed, I went ballistic, and Luna Obliviated everyone who’d overheard.” 
 
Ron frowned softly.  “You…we’d heard a rumor that Professor Snape ended up in the Infirmary, 
hit with a Rodentia Hex, like the one you’d been hit with back in our fourth year.  And that 
Professor Frejne had been punched in the nose…oh, you didn’t…  Not you!” 
 
“I certainly did.  I ran off, afterwards.  That’s when Luna did her deed to hide the truth, then came 
and found me.” 
 
“—I read their lips, you see,”  Luna interjected.  “They were in a sound-bubble for the most part, 
but I’m good at reading lips.  I knew no one else understood why the Head Girl went ballistic, but 
I figured they didn’t want the gossip mill to churn, because eventually they’d figure out it was 
because she was ragingly jealous of the Defence Mistress.” 
 
“And then you snagged me and we went to dinner,”  Hermione concluded tiredly.  “And that’s 
when they broke the link.” 
 
“So that’s why you went totally berserk,”  Harry observed.  “Does…is it always like that, 
breaking the Veritamoria?” 
 
Hermione shrugged.  “Not according to the Grimoires of Vatsyanna, which covers just about 
every single Eromantic topic I’ve ever seen.  It’s not supposed to hurt, but it did.  It hurt like 
Grawp was trying to bash a hole through my chest.  It hurt almost as badly as Crucio did.  It still 
feels like someone Eviscerated my heart out of my chest,”  she added, rubbing her sternum 
absently.  “I’ve spent most of those seven days in solitary confinement screaming and crying, and 
plotting ways to kill the Headmaster for doing this to us, while waiting in enforced chastity for 
the last of the first-stage link to fade.  Now…it’s gone.” 
 
“Professor Snape’s been drunk off his arse nearly every night, according to the house-elf rumor 
mill,”  Luna added.  “Rumor has it he even threw a table at Professor Dumbledore.” 
 
“Well, I don’t know about that, but he’s been skipping breakfast and been a bit sour, the last week 
or so,” Ron acknowledged.  “But he hasn’t been any worse than his old self, and he didn’t act any 
differently toward you, today.” 
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“He didn’t exactly call on her, Ron,”  Harry pointed out to the wizard beside him.  “…But then, 
neither did you raise your hand,”  he added to Hermione.  He frowned in thought, the next 
moment.  “Hang on, if you’ve been mad enough to hate Dumbledore, whom you’ve always 
respected…this afternoon in Defence Class—Hermione, was that the Killing Curse?” 
 
“…Yes.  It was.”  Her reply was quiet, small and huddled, as if she were still clenching the 
pillow.  She clenched her knees in her arms instead, tears prickling at her eyes.  “I hated her so 
much…I thought he’d gone all the way with her, and I wanted to kill her.  I wouldn’t have,”  she 
added firmly,  “but I wanted to, all the same, as much as it shames me to admit it.  So when she 
goaded me into showing her how I really felt, with the Leinshu as my target…it just came boiling 
out of me.  I didn’t even know I was going to cast it—I swear to god, Harry, I didn’t know I was 
going to cast it!” 
 
He studied her as her tears spilled onto her cheeks, silent and still for several seconds.  Finally, he 
left his chair and sat down next to her, wrapping his arms around her.  Hermione leaned against 
him, crying silently.  He squeezed her shoulders, then tipped his head, nudged her to make her 
glance up at him, and looked her in the eye. 
 
“…If you ever cast the Killing Curse again, on someone who isn’t trying to kill you first…our 
friendship is over.  You know that, don’t you?”  he asked her quietly.  “You know how I feel 
about it.” 
 
Nodding, Hermione tucked her head under his chin.  “I’m sorry…I’m so sorry!” 
 
“It’s not me you should be apologizing to, but Professor Frejne,”  he reminded her dryly. 
 
“We…we already talked,”  Hermione admitted, sniffing.  “It’s…she understands what I’m going 
through right now.  Raging fits of jealousy, and all.” 
 
“You’ve really been through the mill, haven’t you?”  he murmured quietly, hugging her. 
 
“You have no idea…” 
 
“Well, it does clear up some of the comments Voldemort said,”  Ron allowed, finally sounding 
calm and accepting of what Hermione had gone through.  “If you were…you know, ‘floor-
showing’, that was.  He called you a slut and stuff, when we were at that graveyard on the night 
of the Final Battle—I can’t believe you didn’t tell us any of this!  I mean, not that you should’ve 
told us everything,”  he amended quickly, face turning red enough to fade out his freckles for a 
moment.  “But that you kept it all bottled up inside…” 
 
Shrugging, Hermione wiped at her eyes with her sleeve. 
 
“You know, I don’t get something,”  Ginny offered, frowning.  “If you were there at those two 
Death Eater meetings…surely some of them knew who you were?  And surely some of the Death 
Eaters who were captured would’ve spilled what you, Hermione Granger were doing when you 
were, erm, ‘floor-showing’?” 
 
Hermione shook her head.  “Moody erased their memories.  As a favour to me.” 
 
“Urgh!  I didn’t need to know that!”  Harry protested that.  “Mad-Eye Moody knew all about this 
before we did?  Your best mates?” 
 

“He didn’t know everything, Harry!”  Hermione shot back testily, sitting up as he released her.  
“Just enough to know that what we were doing was because Severus saved my life, and whatever 
things that he saw in the Death Eaters’ minds when he was modifying their memories.  Which 
gave him a totally skewed perspective on the matter, but he’s been a gentleman about it for the 
most part.” 
 
“Just how many people know about this?”  Ginny demanded as Harry shifted back to his seat. 
 
“The four of you, Alastor, Severus—obviously—Kathleen, and the Bearded Bastard.  A bunch of 
Death Eaters whose memories got modified, so I suppose they don’t really count anymore.  Oh, 
and the portraits of the former Headmasters,”  she added with a blush,  “but they won’t tell.  And 
Dobby and the house-elves…and Draco Malfoy.” 
 
“—Malfoy knows?”  Harry and Ron exclaimed in tandem, eyeing each other askance. 
 
She rewrapped her arms around her knees, uncomfortable with the revelation.  “He was there for 
both floor-shows—but,”  she stressed firmly as the gaped and flushed and started growing angry,  
“he had no idea what Voldemort would do at the second one, and it sickened him.  That was what 
turned him away from the idea of ever becoming a Death Eater, so I’m not ever going to regret 
his being there. 
 
“And before you get all mad, think on this, guys:  if he hadn’t been there at the floor-shows, he 
wouldn’t have turned against Voldemort…and he literally turned the tide of the Final Battle for 
all of us.  Because he turned his back on joining the Death Eaters, Voldemort tried to kill him, 
and because of that, Lucius Malfoy grabbed his wand and broke it, forcing Voldemort into a final 
showdown with everyone—you cannot deny that chain of events!” 
 
“Hermione, the Ferret watched you with our Potions Master, getting your nasty on in front of the 
Dark Lord and all of his followers!”  Harry pointed out, flushing with rising anger.  “I’m going to 
kill him, for that!” 
 
“Not if I get there first!”  Ron growled, and groped in his school robes for his wand.  Frustrated, 
he started patting himself down all over.  “Where is it…where is it?!  What happened to my 
wand?” 
 
Hermione rolled her eyes.  That forget-me charm on the bracelet was really powerful!  “I’ve got 
them, and I’m not giving them back until you swear your most solemn vow that you won’t kill the 
Ferret…and that you’ll help him finish turning over a new leaf,”  she asserted.  Ron and Harry 
both gaped at her.  “I’m convinced he’s one hundred percent sincere, and I intend to help him 
change his life around.” 
 
“…You’re mental!”  Ron protested.  “Help the Ferret?” 
 
“You heard me!”  she snapped back, scowling at him. 
 
“’Mione, you’ve gone right over the deep end, on this one,”  Harry warned her.  “How can you 
act all forgiving with what he…with what he saw?” 
 
“Yeah, how can you not want to kill the little shite, like we do?”  Ron muttered. 
 
Hermione was very glad they didn’t know Draco was the one who’d kidnapped her, the night 
she’d let down her guard far enough to let Severus into her thoughts at a distance.  “Because it’s 
my choice to forgive him.  Not yours.  I was the one who was offended, who was trespassed 
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against; only I can forgive him for what he’s done.  And I’ll tell you something—my forgiving 
and trying to get along with Draco is no less a pain in the arse than Severus’ forgiving and trying 
to get along with the two of you,”  she chided both of her friends as Ginny and Luna listened in 
silent fascination,  “but Severus is trying to forgive you and think well of you, for my sake.  I can 
do no less for his.” 
 
“’Mione, the man made me puke all over his office floor!”  Ron retorted.  “You call that trying to 
get along with us?” 
 
“You call trying to fool me into thinking Harry was the real Severus Snape being a ‘good friend’?  
‘Cause I’d call it being a nosy prat!”  she shot back, though more wryly than rancorously.  “Now 
that you know most of the secrets I’ve been keeping, can you see why I didn’t want to tell any of 
you the truth?” 
 
“’Most of the secrets’?”  Harry challenged her.  “I thought you were going to tell us all of the 
secrets.” 
 
She gave him a dry, sardonic look.  “Harry James Potter, do you really  want to sit here and listen 
to me describe in extremely intimate detail exactly what those ‘floor-shows’ entailed?  Or what 
my Eromancy extra-credit project covered?” 
 
Flushing red, he shook his head so quickly, she almost thought his glasses would fly off his face, 
adding a definite negation to it verbally when he stopped his head and held up a hand defensively.  
“—No, no, no!  Oh, no…my god!”  he exclaimed with a grimace of disgust.  “When you…when I 
was Snape, and you said you’d been practicing Eromancy on him—augh!  I need a Memory 
Cleansing Charm!” 
 
Hermione laughed as he grimaced and scrubbed his fingers through his short, perennially messy 
hair, as if trying to cleanse the thoughts in his head already. 
 
“…Harry, you were Snape, at some point?”  Ginny asked him, arching a reddish-blond brow.  
“When was this?” 
 
“Oh, these two dunderheads thought they’d brew a batch of Polyjuice potion, steal one of his 
hairs, and have one of them confront me and try to trick me into telling all these secrets, while the 
other got the short straw of distracting the real Potions Master,”  Hermione enlightened her 
drolly.  “But we figured out what you were up to with Myrtle’s help, and Severus tricked Ron 
into drinking Polyjuice, too, and then we both Expurgated them, to make them suffer suitably for 
being such nosy-nicks.  It happened the week after the Final Battle.  Oh, and by the way…both of 
you got a 97% on the undifferentiated Polyjuice.” 
 
“—What?”  Ron asked, giving her a gobsmacked look.  “A…a grade?  We got a ruddy grade for 
that?” 
 
“I bargained with our dear, dastardly Potions Master to let you go through with the project—
that’s how I got my hands on the ingredients catalog,”  Hermione confessed, glossing over the bit 
where she’d been caught before she could steal it,  “—in exchange for my theory that you’d do a 
much better job at Potions if you weren’t constantly being terrified by his presence all the time.  
He said he had to deduct 3% for stealing one of his hairs without his permission…but that he let 
you go through with it that morning anyway, Harry, because he wanted to personally see at least 
one of you humiliated for trying to play such a rotten trick on him and me.” 
 
“—The wanker!”  Ron exclaimed, flabbergasted and outraged at the same time. 

 
“Ron!”  Harry gasped, face turning beet-red once again.  “I don’t want to know about that!  I 
don’t even want to think of him being capable of…of doing…that!” 
 
The reflex to reach out for Severus, to touch his mind and share her amusement in her friends’ 
comical revulsion, almost made Hermione cry.  Because she couldn’t touch his mind and share 
her thoughts, anymore.  But she laughed anyway, because Harry’s mortified panic was funny.  
And if a few tears escaped her eyes, well, she was laughing hard… 
 
CXXXIV. 
 
By the next morning, the news was out.  Hermione Granger had done something to Professor 
Frejne’s practice-wraith that had knocked out the older witch.  Those who wondered if Hermione 
were still mad—either through her lingering bout of ‘fever’, or because of some argument with 
the DADA instructor—were nudged into looking at the two women, both calm and composed as 
they ate their breakfast, neither of them glaring at each other.  Those who continued to wonder 
were directed to look at the House-points hourglasses in the entry hall, after breakfast. 
 
Severus himself glanced that way, as he headed back down to the dungeons.  No drastic changes, 
which was as much as could be expected.  He’d expected some sort of confrontation between the 
two women, but that it had apparently been worked out was both relieving and disquietening. 
 
Their altercation had concerned him; he knew Hermione had taken out her anger and jealousy on 
the other woman’s apparition-thing.  He didn’t have to be telepathically bound to her to know 
how badly she’d taken the matter.  But it was an odd thing; the descriptions he heard of the 
second spell she’d cast sounded suspiciously like the Killing Curse, yet he himself heard Harry 
Potter vehemently denying that fact to a knot of Ravenclaws as he’d left the Great Hall, this 
morning.  The Boy Who Lived had certainly seen the Unforgivable cast often enough to know 
what it looked like, after all. 
 
At least Severus had most of the use of his hand through his morning classes; seeing Hermione 
and Kathleen acting civilly had relieved some of the tension within him.  He still couldn’t quite 
forgive himself for what he had done, but he couldn’t really blame Frejne any further.  She’d 
done it out of friendship, and perhaps some selfish motives where his rare supply of Veritamoria 
was concerned, but she certainly wasn’t pining over the Potions Master… 
 
“Sir?” 
 
He hadn’t noticed his sixth-year Advanced Potions class coming into the room.  First and 
foremost was Ginny Weasley, proffering a scroll.  He arched a brow at her, not remembering 
having assigned the girl any written assignment from Tuesday’s session.  Even odder, her 
freckled face was flushed, and her hazel-brown eyes bright with something.  Is the girl ill? 
 
The way those eyes were carefully skittering away from direct eye-contact made him suspect 
some sort of prank.  “What is it, Miss Weasley?” 
 
“The, ah, extra-credit project you assigned me, Professor,”  she managed, though her cheeks 
flushed a little hotter, threatening to blot out the colour of her freckles.  Severus didn’t recall any 
such project assigned to her.  The youngest Weasley’s next words vexed him further.  “It’s the 
first installment.” 
 
Taking the scroll from her hand, Severus arched a skeptical brow.  He wasn’t sure if he should 
take House-points off for the blatant lie, or assign a detention, or…she was finally meeting his 
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eyes, giving him and the scroll a pointed look.  Arching her brows, and gesturing slightly but 
sharply with her hand, for that matter.  Bemused, curiosity piqued, Severus eyed the scroll.  
Untying the ribbon holding it closed, he rolled down the parchment.  His brows lifted sharply as 
he read the first few lines, scripted in a flowing, unmistakable hand. 
 
Rolling it back up quickly, he nodded curtly to the girl, slipping the scroll into his robe pocket.  
“I’ll read your project premise shortly, Miss Weasley.  Take your seat.  Today’s potion is not to 
be trifled with, should you allow your wits to be distracted.” 
 
“Yes, Professor,”  she murmured, still flushed as she returned to her lab-table. 
 
Focusing firmly on the task at hand, Severus directed his students in the necessary steps of the 
potion used as the base for the specially prepared pigments used in wizarding portraits.  He 
prowled the classroom, eyes darting everywhere as he checked on what his students were doing.  
At this stage in the construction of the brew, a mistake could result in a poisonous vapor.  
Thankfully, even Colin Creevey—or rather, especially the eldest Creevey, since the moment he’d 
realized the Advanced classes got to learn such tricks, back in his fourth year, it had become his 
fondest goal to be worthy of being here for this moment; it wasn’t the same as the potions needed 
to turn photographs into wizarding photographs, but it was something the artistic-minded young 
wizard desperately wanted to learn—managed to carry off the trickiest steps commendably well.  
Buoyant with emotion himself, Severus unnerved his students by bestowing House-points left and 
right at the end of the two-hour session, for successfully not poisoning anyone, for chopping 
ingredients perfectly, almost even for breathing correctly. 
 
Once the bottles were labelled and deposited on his desk, he sent his students packing off to 
lunch.  A wave of his wand whisked the bottles into the storeroom to be analyzed later.  Locking 
the storeroom with a flick of his wand, Severus retreated to his office.  He locked that door, too, 
before sitting down at his desk and withdrawing the letter from his robes.  Unscrolling it with 
fingers that fumbled with impatience, not metapsychological trauma, he read the words scribed 
on the sheet. 
 
‘Beloved, 
 
I have already apologized to the other one for my unbecoming, raging jealousy.  I believed far 
worse of what had happened than what really had occurred, and now that I have been informed 
of the truth, I realize I was a fool to react as I did.  I can only say how relieved I am that no harm 
came from the incident, and that a budding friendship has been repaired.  I must now apologize 
to you as well, for ever doubting for a second that you could’ve done one iota more than the little 
while you could apparently barely stomach. 
 
I am still trying to make my heart accept what was done—I find I am still prone to fits of jealousy, 
rage and depression most unlike my normal self—but I wanted you to know that my mind accepts 
it as necessary, and that I forgive you.  It is true that, had we done otherwise, I would’ve slowly 
come to hate you for my lost opportunities.  The sharp cut of a scalpel wielded now—even 
without a pain-killing draught—is always preferrable to the slow corruption of an uncured, 
terminal disease.  Besides, I am holding all of my hatred for the Bearded Bastard (may he rot in a 
lemon-flavoured hell). 
 
This missive is being delivered to you by a trusted agent.  She, another female, and two more 
males have now been Enlightened—they might act a little weird around you for the next little 
while, but I believe they are coming to terms with what has happened.  I did not dare speak to you 
directly about this matter, as I feel the B.B. might be watching for such a thing.  Nor will I name 
names in this missive.  In fact, you should probably burn this letter so that it isn’t uncovered by 

the one I blame for the betrayal we have both suffered…though a part of me hopes foolishly that 
you will keep it out of sentimentality, for I remain ever and always, 
 
Your Beloved 
 
P.S.  Feel free to use the agent, her lab-partner, or the other two…well, one of the other two, 
you’ll know which one won’t do it nearly as willingly…to send a reply, which I eagerly await.’ 
 
Lifting the parchment to his nose, Severus inhaled.  He couldn’t really smell anything, of course.  
Had he the nose of a werewolf, he would’ve been able to scent the touch of her flesh lingering on 
the parchment, but it was nothing more than ink and treated animal skin to him.  Yet a part of him 
fancied the scent of the writer lingered on the curling sheet. 
 
A love-letter.  From his Hermione.  A forgiving love-letter.  He read through it again, and re-read 
it, until his stomach rumbled and he rolled it back up.  Carrying it into the storeroom, he lifted 
down the plain, old, dusty box from the top shelf.  A long time ago, when he’d first taken up this 
job, he’d put this box in the storeroom.  His quarters elsewhere had been temporary, until the key 
to the Chamber of Reflection could be scrounged up and passed to him, and they hadn’t been as 
secure as this room; by the time of the move down to the Chamber, he’d forgotten about this box, 
and only recalled it once a summer, when he was restocking the whole storeroom before the start 
of the new school term.   He supposed he should take the box down to his private quarters, but 
Severus didn’t know when Frejne would be calling on him to collect the debt he owed her.  Until 
she did, it was simply convenient to leave the casket and its precious, obscure contents right 
where it was. 
 
Unlocking the lid, he reduced and tucked the scroll inside, along with another scrap of paper.  It, 
too, had been a letter from her hand, reduced to fit neatly into the small box.  It was the one she’d 
written to him the night after catching Harry Potter and that ruddy Invisibility Cloak down in his 
private lab.  Severus almost touched the phial, wanting to see it refill itself with the mysterious, 
amethyst liquid that formed the base of the True Love ritual.  He refrained in the end, closing and 
locking the lid and restoring the small chest to the topmost shelf once more.  Their bond had 
broken by now, and that meant the potion would refill itself, but neither of them would be able to 
use it for three more weeks…and in three more weeks, the Nastily Exhausting Wizarding Tests 
would have arrived.  Not exactly the best time to bother his beloved with a resumption of their 
bond. 
 
Ignoring the rumblings of hunger in his stomach, Severus fetched parchment and quill, thought 
for a little while, and penned an equally carefully-phrased reply.  Tying it shut, he took himself 
off to the owlery.  By the time he reached the tower, it was too late to deliver it before the end of 
lunch.  Instructing the selected owl to deliver it at supper—he wouldn’t be seeing any of the 
requisite couriers long enough to deliver the message, before tomorrow morning, and an owl 
delivering mail during classtime was unheard-of—he hurried back down to his classroom, 
startling his second-years by arriving two minutes late to his own class.  With a much lighter 
heart than he’d displayed for the last week, Severus worked his way through his classes, eager to 
get to the evening meal. 
 
Sure enough, shortly after the meal had begun, the evening post started to arrive.  It wasn’t nearly 
as heavy as the breakfast post often was, but there were about half a dozen deliveries being made 
tonight.  Including the barn owl that swept in, angling towards the Gryffindor table.  It glided 
down towards the Head Girl—and jerked and beat its wings hard, heading abruptly for the high 
table instead.  To the highest seat at the head table. 
 
Where the owl delivered his love-note into the Bearded Bastard’s hands. 
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Forcing his face expressionless, Severus watched as Dumbledore untied the ribbons, perused the 
first few lines of the letter, then muttered something.  The scroll incinerated itself in an instant, 
leaving the Headmaster to dust the fine white ash from his hands and resume eating his meal.  
Furious—with himself as well as with the other man—Severus forced himself to eat, kicking 
himself mentally for the stupidity of wanting eagerly to send an immediate reply.  Now the 
Betrayer knew what they were up to, and would be on guard against further such deliveries. 
 
Foolish idiot!  You must act from this moment on as carefully as if you were still in Voldemort’s 
thrall.  Else he’ll do worse than destroying the next letter you send to her.  There’s no difference 
between the Basilisk Bastard and the Bearded Bastard, where your love-life is concerned! 
 
About the only good thing he could think to console himself with was the fact that Hermione had 
been engaged in conversation with someone at Gryffindor table, and hadn’t noticed the 
misdirected owl, nor the destruction of his letter.  She was sentimental enough to have been upset 
by the interception.  He’d have to find a discreet way to make it up to her. 
 
The hand that fell on his shoulder at the end of the meal was not unexpected, though Severus had 
hoped to avoid it.  Neither was Dumbledore’s quiet demand.  “Follow me.” 
 
 Gritting his teeth, Severus followed him out of the Great Hall, and up to the Headmaster’s study.  
Once there, the older wizard didn’t even pretend to be civil.  His attack came as soon as the door 
had shut behind them. 
 
“—Dammit, Severus!”  Albus Dumbledore swore at him, scowling at his Potions Master.  “I told 
you to stay away from the girl!  And now you’re sending her love letters!”  His tone was derisive 
with contempt, as he stalked towards his desk.  “I thought you had more self-control than that!” 
 
“Self-control is not the issue, here!”  Severus returned brusquely, following him.  “If you had 
bothered to read the entire letter, you would’ve known it was written with nothing less than utter 
propriety!” 
 
“You wrote her a love letter!”  Dumbledore shot back.  “That is not proper, Severus!  She is your 
student, and you are her teacher—did you or did you not say under truth-spelled verification that 
one of the things you abhor the most is for a teacher to violate the trust placed in them when it 
comes to the sanctity of his students?  Where the hell does writing the Head Girl a love letter 
escape the blazing impropriety of its own very existence?” 
 
“When it smooths over the hell that you have thrust into our lives!”  he riposted, jabbing his 
finger at the older man. 
 
“These letters and communiques must cease!”  the Headmaster snapped at him, and suddenly his 
wand was in his hand.  “—Impedimenta!  …I do this for your own good, Severus,”  he told the 
abruptly frozen, frustrated younger man.  “Clearly, I must save you from yourself, until you can 
come to your senses on your own.  You will thank me for this by the end of the school year.  Exre 
isram ligarum homores amoro exua mensic!” 
 
Sickly aquamarine lightning burst from the tip of the Headmaster’s wand, and crawled over 
Severus’ immobilized body.  Two heartbeats after it vanished, Severus stumbled free of the 
known hex, worried about the unknown one.  “What…what was that spell?” 
 

“You are now bound to withhold your loving behaviour for one full turn of the moon, from all 
and sundry,”  Dumbledore informed him.  The Headmaster continued coldly, as Severus stared at 
him, aghast,  “…I think it best if we had the old Snape back, at least for the rest of the term.” 
 
“You…what…” 
 
“Dismissed, Professor.” 
 
Snarling on the outside with fury, trembling on the inside with fear, Severus stalked out of the 
study.  The door slammed fiercely shut behind him, but its retort was not nearly as loud as the 
question that echoed relentlessly through his solitary mind.  What the bloody hell did he do to 
me? 
 
Unfortunately, only time would tell. 
 
CXXXV. 
 
“—No, I wouldn’t want to pass along any notes to the silly, sickening chit,”  Severus found 
himself hissing at Harry bloody Potter the next day, at the end of Potions class. 
 
Oh, sweet Merlin… 
 
That wasn’t what he wanted to say!  He’d wanted to say that the Headmaster had told him to stay 
away from her, that it wasn’t his idea, but the vile words spilled unwillingly from his lips in a 
vicious whisper.  The volume of his voice was the only thing, Severus discovered with increasing 
nausea, that he could control, as he tried—tried—to say what he really meant.  “And if you ever 
deign to try and keep that abhorrent association alive between us again, Mr. Potter, I will inflict 
upon you every humiliation your so-called father ever played upon me, threefold!  Get out of my 
class!” 
 
Bewildered green eyes blinked at him, then the young man was gone, retreating quickly with a 
single, last, almost horrified glance over his shoulder.  Almost horrified, compared to the stunned, 
appalled emotions roiling inside of the Potions Master.  Severus didn’t even know if his facial 
features were capable of grimacing in horror, or if his face felt so twisted because it was knotted 
in a sneer; he forced his expression into careful neutrality from his years of learning how to 
dissemble, for all he was roiling with horror on the inside. 
 
What the bloody hell did I just say?  That wasn’t what I meant to say!  I don’t even hate the boy 
anymore—why did I just snarl at him as if this last half-year never happened? 
 
Severus could not countenance it—he’d been perfectly normal, during his top Advanced Potions 
class!  Where had this sickening, vile twist in his personality come from?  Severus analyzed his 
actions carefully, as the students for his next class started filing into the room, fetching their 
cauldrons from the stone simmering shelves and setting up for the next stage in their current 
projects. 
 
Everything had been fine, perfectly normal…mainly because he had stuck strictly to the 
emotionless guidance and lecturing necessary for the Death-Stoppering Draught.  As he usually 
did of late, he’d ignored Hermione for the most part, and called upon her dispassionately when 
she was the only one who knew the answer.  Nothing untoward there.  It was only when Harry 
had lingered after the end of class, ostensibly to ask him a question about the potion out loud, 
then to whisper a blushing question as to whether or not there was a reply to Hermione’s letter, 
that this…this demon of viciousness had emerged from his lips. 
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You are now bound to withhold your loving behaviour…to withhold your loving behaviour… 
 
Impatiently, Severus zapped the chalkboard with the day’s assignment, barked his students into 
complying with the next few stages of their task, and fetched a piece of parchment out of his 
classroom desk drawer.  Picking up his quill, he composed in his mind what he wanted to say, 
and dipped the quill in the inkjar, scribing, 
 
‘…I loathe and despise you utterly.’ 
 
Severus stared at the spidery scrawl.  That wasn’t ‘I love you.’  Not in the slightest!  He tried 
again, picking out poetic compliments to write about the woman he loved. 
 
‘Miss Granger, you are the most hideous, repulsive waste of biology it has ever been my 
misfortune…’ 
 
He didn’t even finish his attempt at praising his beloved’s beauty.  Whatever the Bearded Bastard 
had done to him, Severus was now incapable of writing or saying anything loving.  As threatened, 
last night.  Frustrated, he tried another tactic, and attempted to write something vile and putrid 
about the woman he loved—maybe this was just a reversal spell? 
 
‘Miss Granger, your hair looks like mangled seaweed and your breath stinks of raw sewage…’ 
 
No, that wasn’t working.  He focused on someone he disliked, as another variant.  Maybe it was 
merely attached to the sincerity of his feelings?  Thinking for a moment, Severus wrote down 
something nasty. 
 
‘Albus Dumbledore, you are a walking sackful of acromantula droppings…’ 
 
Sincerity had nothing to do with it—he tried twice; when he attempted to write something 
insincerely nice about the Bearded Bastard, it still came out as an insult.  A sarcastic and mock-
complimentary, utterly insincere piece of praise that was clearly meant to be an insult, one with 
derogatory addendums scattered throughout…but an insult all the same.  This was an absolute, 
one-way reversal of his emotions.  Nothing truly cheerful could be expressed by him, and nothing 
foul-mouthed could be turned into any sort of sweet praise. 
 
Shite. 
 
Crumpling the parchment, he burned it absentmindedly with a wandless, wordless flare of fire, 
releasing his disquiet via a touch of irritated pyromancy, then rose from his desk and stalked 
around behind the student, expermenting with his condition upon the hapless youths. 
 
He could subtract points for sloppy preparation, for missed ingredients, and so forth; that was 
definitely unaffected.  He could praise one of the girls intellectually for her neatly pared 
shrivelfigs…if he followed it in the same breath with a lambasting of her cauldron-fire being too 
hot for the preparation, ruining the need for such carefully prepared ingredients.  And he did have 
control over his insults, if he deliberately chose what to say.  In that regards, it wasn’t as 
Unforgivable a curse as Imperio.  But it was a curse nonetheless.  And when he opened his mouth 
to state aloud that he was cursed—regardless of how his students would react—nothing came out. 
 
He couldn’t speak about this to anyone. 
 

Insidious bastard! 
 
From now until the very day that the Hogwarts Express came to pick up the students, he had only 
two choices:  convince the Bearded Bastard to drop the hex upon him, or say and do nothing 
towards Miss Hermione Granger that could be construed as the slightest bit loving.  What he 
wanted to do was stalk the old man down and shred his robes, his beard, and his heart.  What he 
had to do was supervise this and another class, curbing his impatience behind snappish words, 
constantly testing the boundaries of being able to praise his students.  He could still assign House-
points, but only in dribbling amounts.  That was a curious side-effect; he couldn’t even give a 
fifth-year Slytherin more than five points for a perfectly brewed potion, when he’d intended to 
give fifteen, but twenty points taken off and a detention with Filch for an exploding cauldron, yes, 
all of that he could still do. 
 
No one was more impatient to get to lunch than he, when his last morning class ended.  Glaring 
the children from his classroom, Severus waded through the chattering bodies.  Silencing and 
scattering them with his glare, making them part and give him a respectful, wary berth.  He 
stalked towards the Great Hall, seeking his quarry…and found the bastard all but waiting for him 
in the entry hall, chatting with Ermengarde and Kathleen as they watched the students making 
their way towards their impending noon meal. 
 
He wasn’t even consciously aware of running forward, though he did hiss a self-protective,  
“Accio wand!”  The slim, long shaft ripped out of the Headmaster’s sleeve and smacked into his 
right hand, where he dropped it into his wallet-ring for safekeeping.  Even as Dumbledore turned, 
taken aback by the unexpected loss of his wand, Severus lunged through the last few feet between 
them.  His left hand caught the old wizard’s bearded throat in a choke-hold, slamming him 
against the base of the Ravenclaw hourglass niche, bending him back onto the crystaline, 
sapphire-filled suface.  His right hand levelled his wand under one of those bespectacled, 
wrinkled blue eyes.  “—You know what I want removed, you bastard!  You can keep it in place 
until the N.E.W.T.s, but you will remove it the instant they are through!” 
 
“—Professor Snape!”  the Herbology Mistress gasped.  “Have you gone mad?” 
 
“Stay out of it, Ermengarde!”  he heard Kathleen snap as the students in the hall murmured in 
shock at the violence of the inexplicable attack..  “There are thing are going on here that you 
don’t understand!” 
 
Grateful for the ally at his back, Severus prodded his employer with the tip of his wand.  “Swear 
you’ll remove it!” 
 
Dumbledore was remarkably calm, despite Severus’ attack.  “I cannot.” 
 
“Legilimens!”  Surging into the older wizard’s mind, Severus ruthlessly hunted down the truth of 
that heart-searing claim.  He’d used Legilimency before, but never against the Headmaster, who 
was reputed the strongest Legilmens and Occlumens in Britain.  Still, Severus’ time spent sharing 
thoughts with Hermione had clearly strengthened h is own abilities; he found all that he wanted to 
know within moments.  And more. 
 
The Emotion-Binding spell was irreversible.  It would end when it would end, and not one second 
earlier.  Worse, Dumbledore expected it to drive a wedge between him and his beloved, because 
Severus wanted to say loving things to the Head Girl. 
 
[Bastard!]  Severus exploded the word inside the other man’s head, making him wince in pain.  
How could his employer, his friend do this to him?  Oh, the answer was in there, alright—because 
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he didn’t want the shame of a student-teacher relationship getting spread all over the pages of the 
Daily Prophet.  Because he didn’t want Severus to throw away seventeen years’ worth of a 
teaching career.  Because he didn’t want the younger man to bring shame down on the school’s 
reputation.  Because he really didn’t believe this was anything more than lust-induced, brain-
addling passion. 
 
Fleeting.  Transitory.  Ephemeral.  Overly hormonal. 
 
Something worse surfaced, as Severus ruthlessly plumped his employer’s mind:  Albus 
Dumbledore honestly didn’t believe a woman as bright and sweet as Hermione Granger could 
truly and fully love someone as cynical and sour as Severus Snape. 
 
Snarling wordlessly, Severus released his employer’s throat.  For a moment.  He slammed the 
older wizard back onto the surface of the hourglass just as Dumbledore started to straighten up, 
making the aged man grunt with the impact of the awkward angle.  Emphasizing his point 
physically, Severus growled in his most threatening tone yet, keeping his voice so quiet, he could 
almost hear everyone else straining to listen to him speak. 
 
“…Mark my words, old man:  our friendship is now through.  It will no longer stay my hand, 
should your actions cause permanent and irreparable consequences on a scale you clearly do not 
comprehend.  Your lack of faith in me has killed my respect for you—and you stand condemned 
by your own mind! 
 
“For what you have done for me these past seventeen years, I thank you,”  Severus sneered 
sarcastically,  “but I have expiated all of my obligations to you with my actions back at the Final 
Battle.  As for the dregs of what was once our friendship, I will give you this one, solitary 
warning,”  he growled, glaring at the wizard as he spoke even softer than before, barely above a 
whisper.  Uncaring that the rough force of his mind had caused a trickle of blood to stain that 
silvery-white mustache, he tightened his grip briefly in warning, part of him enjoying the way the 
Headmaster flinched.  “Do not turn your back on me, for you will not get another warning, after 
this.  And do not speak to me again, lest you call down my wrath and my vengeance upon you—
you know my mind, but you know not what I can and will do! 
 
“Pray you have not made me an irrevocable foe!” 
 
A thrust off the older wizard’s body, and he whirled away from the speechless, wary Headmaster, 
expression composed in an almost icy display of calm.  A snap of his wrist summoned and cast 
the man’s wand across the entry hall, sending it skittering across the floor, making the silent, 
shocked students flinch and scatter at the violence inherent in the act.  Striding into the Great 
Hall, Severus took his usual place at the high table, sat down with his customary flare of his 
robes, and forced himself to calmly begin partaking of his lunch.  As if nothing portentious had 
just happened outside those double doors. 
 
This was no different than all the times he’d pretended to be calm and rational around the Dread 
Lord.  Pretending to be loyal, and fervent for the Death Eater’s foul causes.  Pretending that he 
still fit into the world around him. 
 
The other staffmembers trickled in, as did the students who had been in the entry hall, eyeing him 
warily.  Dumbledore, his face as sober and forboding as Severus had ever seen it, took his place 
at the central, raised chair without a word to anyone.  Twice during the meal, Ermengarde Sprout 
drew in a breath as if to say something, then subsided, wisely choosing to let the matter be.  
Finnegan, on his right, was less wise than she. 
 

“Professor Snape,”  he began formally, halfway through the meal.  “Am I to understand that you 
actually atta—” 
 
“—Stay out of those things that are not your concern, Flitwick,”  Severus interrupted.  He wanted 
to flee—he wanted to run and find that battleaxe, actually—but he forced himself to stay calmly 
in his seat, finishing a lunch of soup, sandwiches and salad.  The meal tasted like dried gillyweed 
and muddy lakewater, and sat like one of Hagrid’s scones at the bottom of his stomach.  When 
the meal did end, he silently rose and made his way out of the Hall, speaking to no one. 
 
Given how he was glowering at the world in general, no one apparently wanted to talk to him, 
either.  Severus was grateful; the last thing he wanted to do was explain himself to anyone, 
mainly because he couldn’t.  Except Kathleen caught up with him at the top of the stairs that led 
down into the dungeons, determined to talk with him anyway. 
 
“…Severus, may I have a word with you?” 
 
He looked back at Kathleen, and sighed with impatience.  “I cannot speak of it.  Do you 
understand?”  he asked her pointedly, carefully.  “I cannot speak of it.” 
 
“No, no, I figured it was something foolish on the bastard’s part that set you off,”  she dismissed, 
more intent on whatever she had to say than on what he was trying to say.  “I just wanted to ask 
you something about your wand.” 
 
That made him frown at her in confusion.  “…My wand?” 
 
“Yes.  It’s ebony, right?”  she enquired, and when he nodded, she did so as well.  “I thought as 
much.  And…is the core by any chance the heartstring of a dragon?” 
 
“Yes.  How did you know?” 
 
“I have an idea, but I won’t speak to you of it until after the end of the term.”  She moved 
uncomfortably close to him—no doubt influenced by the asian cultures she’d submersed herself 
in—and whispered in his ear, keeping her face averted from the students slipping past them, 
scuttling past him with averted eyes as they headed down to Potions.  “I apologize for leaving you 
in ignorance, but I do think ignorance is the best tactic to take, for this particular matter. 
 
“Ignorance equates innocence, in this case.  Rest assured, I will be vigilant, when the N.E.W.T. 
testers come around,”  she added, confusing him with the brief, unrelated change in topic.  “And I 
am very firmly on your side.  Keep away from Miss Granger—above all, do not touch her; I 
cannot stress this point strongly enough—and know that you have my personal assurances that all 
will turn out for the best in the end.  Just have a little faith in me, okay?” 
 
He couldn’t feel his hand; her proximity to him was triggering his guilt over what he had done.  
Taking a step back, he retorted scornfully,  “Your personal assurances mean nothing to me, 
Professor.  As do you, personally.” 
 
His snarl didn’t phase her.  In fact, she closed the distance between them with another step, and 
repeated her warning again, meeting his black gaze with her blue one.  “Just so long as you do not 
physically touch her, between now and the end of her testing.  And do not allow her to touch 
you.” 
 
“I have no interest in touching the—”  …brainless chit,  he silently, clamping his lips tightly 
together to keep from saying the words out loud.  She pulled back and frowned at him sharply.  
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Severus kept his mouth shut for a moment more, then said carefully,  “In fact, I have no intention 
of speaking to her or her friends, whatsoever.” 
 
“Good.  Don’t worry; this will pass.  See you at supper,”  she added, giving him a nod before 
turning to head up to her own territory. 
 
Severus didn’t have much time to stew on her cryptic, rambling words; he had a class to teach, 
assembling down below.  He also had a date with a crate of firewhiskey, after supper.  It was the 
only thing he could think of to smother the pain in his empty, scarred chest—and it was 
marginally safer than grabbing a battleaxe and running for the Headmaster’s quarters, or 
smashing his classroom, office and quarters in fit after fit of rage.  Which were all reasons why 
he’d drunk himself into an oblivion each night that Hermione had been locked in her 
confinement, earelier.  Liver poisoning was less destructive; it only harmed himself. 
 
Maybe he’d even go down to the salle below his quarters, Transfigure one of the old quintains 
into a wooden effigy of the Headmaster, and practice firing all sorts of curses and jinxes at the 
damned thing… 
 
CXXXVI. 
 
Hermione didn’t know what to think.  She couldn’t believe what Harry reported to her, about the 
cruel things Severus had said when her friend had gone up to enquire whether or not there would 
be a reply to her letter.  She didn’t want to believe that the cruel things he’d said were true.  And 
the way he’d attacked the Headmaster…!  She hadn’t seen it herself, but she’d heard about it; the 
whole school was abuzz with carefully subdued curiosity.  Subdued, because Professor Snape 
was clearly on a rampage, acting as foul-tempered as he ever had, back before the Final Battle 
had banished his need to be sour, and set the full range of his persona free.  If he could attack his 
employer so viciously, and get away with it—for the Headmaster hadn’t done anything in 
retaliation—what could he get away with around any students foolish enough to discuss the 
matter in his hearing? 
 
But when he ignored her completely in class on Monday morning, even going so far as to answer 
his own lecture-question rather than deigning to notice her upraised hand, her self-confidence 
faltered.  He didn’t answer her questions, he didn’t call on her…and he didn’t call on or even 
acknowledge Harry or Ron’s existence, either.  Well, save that when Ron flubbed his potion, the 
Potions Master evanesco’d it out of existence before it could do more than turn a lurid, bubbling, 
swirling mixture of magenta and lime green.  He gave Ron a sneering ‘O’ for Ordinary grade—
she’d expected him to give the boy a “T” for Terrible Talentless Troll—and impatiently ordered 
the freckled boy to take careful notes on his partner’s much more successful potion and write an 
essay on what went wrong with his own and what he should’ve done right, but that was it.  No 
other interactions with any of them. 
 
He didn’t even look at her; his eyes just glazed over and swept past her without registering her 
presence. 
 
Confusion sank into depression, as Ginny and Luna both reported they were getting the same 
cold-shouldered treatment.  Wednesday, she lingered at the end of class, determined to speak with 
him.  The look in his black eyes when he glanced up from his notes was as cold as an Antarctic 
winter. 
 
 “Professor—” 
 
“—Get out.” 

 
She got.  She didn’t want to ever get burned by that icy glare again.  That was the extent of their 
direct interaction for the rest of the week, and it more than depressed her.  Fears plagued her, that 
he was now regretting their relationship.  That he wasn’t in love with her anymore, now that the 
bond was broken and her mind was no longer influencing his own.  Had it been undue influence?  
Hermione didn’t know. 
 
Nightmares chased her when she slept.  She tried sending another letter to him on Wednesday, 
but Harry reported that he’d opened it, read the contents, and sneered at the Boy Who Lived to,  
“…Go away and stop pestering me with such brainless foolishness!” 
 
Listlessness set in.  Her study schedule was neglected.  Her homework suffered.  She sent Luna 
with another letter, a pleading one, begging him to tell her somehow—anyhow—what she had 
done wrong.  The Ravenclaw girl reported on Thursday after classes that he,  “…Took the letter 
and devoured it with his hands and eyes, his face rather oddly pinched—but then he snarled at me 
to stop wasting his time, and I had to get out of there while my hide was still intact!” 
 
It didn’t make sense.  Was what we shared just a fluke?  A whim?  As temporary as winter snow 
caught in a spring thaw? 
 
She didn’t know what to think, save to think even more depressing thoughts. 
 
CXXXVII. 
 
“We have a problem.” 
 
Severus sneered at the woman who had dared invade his office without a by-your-leave or a 
knock.  “Tell me something I don’t know, Professor.  And if you barge into my office again 
without knocking, I’ll spell-shave you bald!” 
 
“Get your head out of your self-absorbed ass, and read this,”  Kathleen snapped, thrusting a scroll 
at him. 
 
Unrolling it, Severus felt his heart lurch at the sight of the familiar, loved handwriting it held.  
That handwriting, usually a neat, loopy script, was shaky, larger than usual…and only half a foot 
in length.  On a scroll five times the length of the actual writing.  He frowned at the page, 
focusing on the meaning behind the words.  Or rather, he tried to; there was no cohesion to what 
was written on the page, none of the poetry found at the author’s usual level of academic fervor.  
“…What is this supposed to be?” 
 
“A two-foot treatise on the Death Eaters and their attack magics at the Final Battle, based on 
fellow student and staff interviews.  That’s what she handed in to me, this afternoon.  I’ve got 
first-years who are turning in more competent homework than that.”  Grim-faced, the blond 
woman paced impatiently on the far side of his desk.  Her long blond hair, braided into scores of 
thin plaits, slapped lightly against her teaching robes as she turned and muttered, speaking to 
herself.  “…This is obviously affecting her more strongly than I’d anticipated.” 
 
“What’s affecting her?”  Severus asked Kathleen carefully, speaking with as much detatchment as 
he could make himself feel.  Any expression of concern on his part would no doubt send him into 
an involuntary derogatory fit, and he didn’t want a single foetid word to pass his lips. 
 

 165



“The separation, of course!  It’s affecting her homework, her academic interest, when what was 
done the other week was done for her academic abilities!  I spoke with her this afternoon after 
class, but nothing I said seems to have revived her interest in her performance!” 
 
“—What do you want me to do about it?”  he sneered, speaking as unconcerned on the outside as 
he felt concerned on the inside.  It came out very coldly, as a consequence. 
 
“She’ll only respond to you, at this point!  Do something to revive her scholastic interests, 
Severus,”  Kathleen ordered him.  “Don’t touch her body, but do touch her mind.  It’s too 
precious a commodity to be wasted in such blatant misery!” 
 
Severus held back what he wanted to say—which was not what would have emerged viperously 
from his lips—and confined himself to a terse nod.  He’d find a way to revive her academic 
interest.  He hadn’t gone through hell just to let her brilliant mind atrophy now. 
 
Unfortunately, he couldn’t find the time to speak with her for the rest of the weekend.  She 
slipped in and out of supper that night, didn’t show for breakfast on Saturday morning, came and 
went quickly at lunch, and didn’t appear for supper.  Nor all day Sunday.  An enquiry of 
Dobby—fortuitously caught cleaning Severus’ private kitchen Sunday night, when Severus was 
raiding it for another bottle of liquid oblivion—proved the girl had taken a tray of food up in her 
dorm-room, claiming she wasn’t feeling well.  Which left him anxiously awaiting Monday 
morning, scripting and practicing all sorts of speeches all night long instead of imbibing until his 
pain was numb.  Severus was desperate to try and find one thing to say that would make it 
through his curse-ruined concern without damaging her psyche too badly. 
 
Balls of crumpled paper littered his living room by Monday morning.  He had drafted and re-
drafted a final choice of nastiness he hoped would shock her out of her despondency, yet not 
cause her to hate him too much—a fine line to tread, and one which would require him to 
suppress every last emotional overture he wanted to make to her, to be able to carry it off without 
saying one iota of damage more than intended.  The trouble was, Severus loved her too much to 
say something that wouldn’t make Hermione hate him at least to some degree.  Nerves churning 
in his stomach, trepidation having kept him sleeplessly awake all night, Severus entered his 
classroom on Monday morning to await the arrival of his seventh-year Advanced Potions 
students. 
 
She did look listless and disinterested, when she walked into his classroom; her school robes were 
a little rumpled, as if she hadn’t bothered to put on a fresh one for the start of the week, and her 
ringlets were haphazardly knotted at the back of her head.  She didn’t even look up at him, as she 
took her seat.  Severus kept a close but concealed eye on her, studying her discreetly from the 
edge of his vision as he lectured and patrolled the room.  To his astonishment, he saw Harry 
nudging her, not once or twice, but five times as the hour progressed, directing her in whispers on 
what to do for each stage in the process of their potion.  This was their final week of studying 
before the N.E.W.T.s descended, the last week of brewing the Death-Stoppering Draught…and 
Harry Potter—who’d barely scraped an Outstanding suitable for continuing in Advanced 
Potions—was telling Hermione Granger, the brightest witch of any living generation, what to do, 
and when to do it?  Nevermind that the Boy Who Still Iritated Severus was doing so competently! 
 
Time to act. 
 
Mindful that he didn’t dare touch her—if he did, his emotions would probably overtake him and 
he’d do inappropriate things to her, such as snogging her senseless in front of the entire staff, and 
trying his curse-twisted best to beg for her forgiveness in spite of the damned viper-tongued geas 
laid upon him—Severus swooped over to the front of the lab table she shared with the Wizarding 

World Wonderboy.  Bracing his hands on the edge of the lab-table, feeling the heat from her and 
Harry’s cauldrons radiating as they boiled away to either side of him, he glared at her until she 
looked up at him.  Unbidden, the yearning in her eyes translated into a forward sway of her body.  
This was the first time he’d dared to look at her so directly since being afflicted, after all. 
 
Time to say the hated, carefully rehearsed speech… 
 
“I had always considered you to be a serious student, Miss Granger,”  Severus murmured as soon 
as he was certain he had her attention.  He spoke quietly enough that the young man next to her 
frowned and strained forward to hear.  A sharp look at Potter made the younger wizard scowl, but 
he subsided back on his stool.  This wasn’t for the boy’s ears.  Hermione, however, leaned 
forward even further. 
 
The act of trying to hear for herself brought her intoxicatingly near, bringing the scent of her 
shampoo, something citrusy, the aroma of the ingredients she had prepared, and her own musky, 
personal perfume into range.  Compelled to say something nasty when he wanted to shower her in 
compliments, Severus instead focused fiercely on the speech he had carefully prepared.  He could 
give her compliments…if he insulted her in the same breath. 
 
“One of the rare few to grace my classroom through the years…but I see now that I was 
mistaken.”  He leaned even further over the table, his lips a whisper from her ear as he delivered 
the hated coup de grace he’d finally decided on at some point around five or six in the morning.  
“Clearly, all it takes to make you lose interest in being a real academic…is a little slap’n’tickle.” 
 
He pulled back slightly, looking into her toffee-brown eyes to gauge her reaction.  They were 
dazed with horrified shock for one moment.  Then they sharpened.  Hardened. 
 
Pain exploded on the side of his face, a blast of fury and rage, heartbreak and outrage given 
physical impact, accompanied by the impact of a hot, hard surface against his right arm, breaking 
it with a second, sickening crack!  Potion sloshed to the floor, hissing and bubbling fiercely as the 
force of her blow sent him sprawling into Harry’s cauldron, knocking it off the table.  Catching 
himself on the table before he could fall into the caustic liquid, Severus waited a moment for the 
stars to finish blurring his vision.  It was a good thing his robes were enspelled against 
flammability, for his sleeve had landed on half of the crackling magical flames still burning 
merrily away despite the loss of their cauldron.  Unsquinting his eyes, he saw first Harry’s 
stunned expression, then Hermione’s furious one, standing there with her fists clenched.  Ready 
to strike him a second time, if necessary. 
 
The rest of the classroom stared at the tableau they made in wide-eyed silence, breath bated as 
they waited to see how their gitty, sour, black-hearted Potions Master would react.  Straightening, 
Severus flicked out his wand, wincing as pain shot up his forearm at the action.  He’d gone back 
to wearing his ring on his right hand, but one of the bones in his arm was broken.  It also felt like 
some of his teeth might be loose.  Damn, she hits hard…  Was it possible to be proud of the way 
she’d punched him?  Yes.  Did it hurt?  Oh, yes.  Was he going to retaliate?  Not exactly, though 
he had to finish prodding her rage in the direction it needed to go. 
 
“…Evanesco; finite ignuus.  You are dismissed, Miss Granger.  Do not bother to come back, if 
you cannot be bothered to perform in this class at your former high standard.  Of course, I would 
not bother attending any of your other classes at this pathetic rate, either,”  he forced himself to 
drawl as she started stuffing her notes into her bookbag with shaking hands.  “Clearly, you aren’t 
as brilliant as you advertised.” 
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Face white with rage, she snatched the last of her belongings and half-stalked, half-ran out of the 
classroom. 
 
Potter glared at him.  “I don’t know what you said to her just now, but—” 
 
“—Mr. Potter, you will take over Miss Granger’s potion, and finish your assignment.  In silence,”  
he ordered the younger wizard.  Leaning forward, cradling his injured arm against his chest, 
Severus added under his breath as he pinned those green eyes with his black ones.  “Her grade 
depends upon your grade.  And if you are her friend, then you will do everything within your 
abysmal power to ensure she does not falter in achieving her potential again.  Within or without 
this classroom.  Now, attend to the Obturamortum, or fail this class…and with it, what passes for 
her career chances.” 
 
Sealing his lips tightly against the urge to say more—and worse—Severus patrolled the rest of the 
classroom.  No one dared say a word, and very few of his Advanced students dared even meet his 
eyes once, let alone twice.  Only his godson did so, frowning softly in confusion.  Severus 
couldn’t tell Draco what was wrong, though.  He couldn’t tell anyone a single bloody thing.  
Cheek throbbing, arm aching, he waited with teeth-gritted patience all the way to lunch break 
before retreating to the Infirmary.  By then, his jawline had swelled and purpled, and his arm 
ached hellaciously, but he endured the pain stoically. 
 
It was the least he could suffer, in exchange for the hurt he had just inflicted. 
 
CXXXVIII. 
 
…Hateful, spiteful bastard!  How could he say all those awful things?  How could he mean all 
those nasty things?  I’m not slacking off in my…oh, ruddy hell, I am slacking off my schoolwork,  
Hermione was forced to admit as she climbed the interiminable, shifting stairs.  One of them 
shifted while she was actually on it, and she clutched automatically at the railing for balance with 
one hand, wiping at the tears on her face with the other.  Not that she’d really had a set 
destination in mind, other than away from the nastiness of him. 
 
She was slacking off. 
 
God!  All of this angst and trouble, and I’m blowing it on what—on him?  He doesn’t deserve me!  
Not when he’s in such a pissant mood!  Not a serious academic?  Not scholastically inclined?—
I’ll bloody-well show him! 
 
And, conveniently timed, she charged up the last few steps just as the staircase connected with the 
next landing, which was on the same floor that led to the school library.  It was moments like 
these when Hermione wondered if the staircases were semi-sentient, that they could pick just the 
right place for her and her friends to go.  The forbidden third-floor corridor, where they’d 
discovered Fluffy and the hiding place for the Philosopher’s Stone back in her very first year, the 
time she’d been shunted down to meet Dumbledore on the day Severus had heard the rumors he 
was gay— 
 
Bastard!  Striding into the library, Hermione silently swore that she’d stay out of his classroom 
for the last three days she would otherwise have to endure his proximity, until the N.E.W.T. 
exams began.  She could use the extra three hours for studying and for homework make-up 
assignments.  And she’d bloody well work on his classwork, too, only she’d get her assignments 
from Harry, and send them back via the Boy Who Lived.  No way was she going back down to 
the dungeons again.  She had better things to do! 
 

Distracted by a little slap’n’tickle?  HA!  Let’s see you try and chew, with my knuckle-prints 
dislodging your ugly, yellow teeth!  …Okay, dislodging your white, repaired teeth!  she amended, 
since she’d noticed the change shortly after her release back into the rest of the school; apparently 
he’d taken advantage of Madame Pomfrey’s services.  How’s that for a bloody ‘slap’?  Does it 
‘tickle’ your fancy? 
 
Commandeering one of the tables in the library, Hermione ignored Madame Pince’s puzzled, 
disapproving look at her unauthorized presence, and started grabbing all the books she’d need off 
of the shelves, determined to speed-read her way through them before her next class began.  Not 
that she had much time, but she could move mountains of homework, when she put her mind to 
it.  In fact, whole mountain ranges of homework were exactly what she needed.  Burying herself 
in the stuff would keep her too exhausted to even think of anything else but important Historical 
dates, Arithmancy formulae, Runic combinations… 
 
CXXXIX. 
 
Not even the knowledge that Severus had broken his arm on Harry’s cauldron was enough to 
disrupt Hermione’s ferocious study schedule.  It was so ferocious, she took to staying up nearly 
all night long in the common room for the remainder of the week.  Often she fell asleep on the 
bench seat under the windows, only to be roused by the sounds of the other students coming 
down for breakfast; Hermione would rush her way through a bit of tidying and uniform-changing 
in time to go on to eat and attend most of her classes, or to the library for more studying. 
 
Everyone commented on her absence from class, and the way she’d slapped…okay, punched, the 
Potions Master.  She couldn’t help hearing the other students, since a lot of them tried to ask her 
what he’d said to make her knock him half off his feet, but Hermione didn’t talk.  Nor did she 
want to chance an encounter with the Potions Master—or the Headmaster—and ruthlessly used 
her position as Head Girl to shift all her patrol schedules onto Ginny, who as a sixth-year prefect 
didn’t have quite the same insane study schedule as Hermione did.  That left her plenty of time to 
spend up in the Tower, away from all the public areas of the school. 
 
Ginny, wisely, did not protest the increase in her patrol duties, nor Hermione’s insistence on 
studying herself to death.  Ron did, and was ignored.  Harry tried, and was shot down, too.  Still, 
one of the three slipped her a Sleeping Draught into her late evening pumpkin juice, Sunday 
night, and that person—probably Harry—had to have gained Ginny’s compliance, for Hermione 
woke in her own bed, stripped and tucked into a nightgown, feeling remarkably refreshed.  And 
slightly put-out at the sneaky trick.  She hadn’t finished the last of her Transfiguration review! 
 
A glance at the clock showed Hermione had half an hour before her alarm was due to go off.  
Silencing it, Hermione rose and dressed with a whispered charm, and grabbed the books and 
papers stacked on the trunk at the foot of her bed.  Placed there no doubt by Ginny, who would’ve 
used a Charm to levitate the drugged Head Girl up to her dorm-room.  Hurrying down to the 
common room, she curled up once again on the window bench and crammed as much of 
Advanced Charms into her head as she could, since that was their very first Nastily Exhausting 
Wizarding Test, the same as it had been back during their Ordinary Wizarding Levels. 
 
She continued to cram even as breakfast came and went, and only put away her books right 
before the classes were due to be gathered for the written exam in the Great Hall.  She impatiently  
joined the queue, entering the hall and heading towards her assigned seat as directed.  The 
approach of an ancient witch, Professor Marchbanks—still attending the testing circuit, despite 
her advanced years—put her off her stride, for the tiny woman was scowling at Hermione as she 
approached. 
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“Name?”  the woman rapped. 
 
“Hermione Granger,”  she replied politely, wondering why she was being singled out by the 
redoubtable old woman. 
 
“—You’re the Head Girl?”  Professor Marchbanks asked her loudly, skeptically.  Hermione 
belatedly recalled that the woman was a bit deaf, and nodded politely even as she blushed. 
 
“Yes, ma’am.” 
 
“Are you aware, Miss Granger, that your subtle attempt to cheat your way through these exams 
did not pass unnoticed?  Did you really think that—” 
 
“—Excuse me!  Could I have a word with you, before you say anything else?”  an American-
accented voice interjected just as loudly, as Hermione flushed in embarrassment and confusion.  
She watched the Defence Mistress approach from the grand double-doors with a mixture of relief 
for the defence and puzzlement for the accusation. 
 
“Who in Merlin’s name are you?”  the diminitive witch asked Kathleen, eyeing her warily.  “And 
who are you to make such a demand of me, young lady?” 
 
“Kathleen Frejne, Defense Against the Dark Arts Professor of Hogwarts, retired Auror of the 
American Sorcerial Security Committee, thrice recipient of the American Amulet of Honor, and 
twice the recipient of the Jade Star of China, which are both the equivalents of your Order of 
Merlin, First Class,”  Kathleen asserted briskly as she stopped beside Hermione.  “I’d like to have 
a word with you and all of the other testers before you continue with what you were doing, 
please. 
 
“In the meantime, so as not to slow down the testing process, I suggest Miss Granger take her seat 
and begin her practical exam,”  Kathleen continued smoothly.  “If you have any questions after I 
have spoken with you, then you can certainly call her into conference with you and address them 
privately.” 
 
“This is highly irregular!”  one of the other aged testers protested, scowling at the blond 
professor. 
 
“If she’s been cheating consciously, then you can always throw her test results in the trash can 
later on,”  Frejne pointed out dryly, not even bothering with her usual attempt at using Britishisms 
to blend in with her surroundings.  “If she hasn’t been, then you have no reason—and no right—
to delay her testing.  Now, there is a side-chamber just down the hall that we can use, and what I 
have to say shouldn’t take more than ten, fifteen minutes, tops.  Minutes that these students could 
be using to complete their tests, keeping everything neatly on schedule, rather than making them 
stand here and gawk at each other, and wasting their valuable time.” 
 
Professor Marchbanks eyed her warily, as Hermione glanced between the two women, confused.  
…Me?  Cheating?  I wouldn’t!  I’d never! 
 
“…Frejne, you said?  That American exchange-witch Dumbledore’s been boasting about?” 
 
“The one and the same.  What you believe to be true is in fact a mere misunderstanding.  What I 
have to say about that misunderstanding is not something the rest of the school needs to hear, but 
it is something you need to hear.  Will you hear it in private and be properly enlightened, or 
refuse and continue to live in public ignorance?” 

 
“You’re as arrogant as Dumbledore claimed.  We’ll see if you’re as brilliant.  You’ve got ten 
minutes, young lady,”  Marchbanks snorted.  A jerk of her sharp chin emptied the guest-testers 
out of the Great Hall.  Apparently she was old enough to have seniority over all of the O.W.L. 
and N.E.W.T. testers, for none protested.  At least, not loudly; some did grumble under their 
breath as they left. 
 
Kathleen touched Hermione’s shoulder, squeezing it gently before pushing the confused Head 
Girl towards her assigned seat.  “Don’t worry about this, Hermione; it’s just a misunderstanding, 
that’s all.  I’ll have it cleared up for you.  Concentrate on your written exam.  Nothing else 
matters right now, save you putting that brilliant mind of yours to paper, understood?” 
 
“Yes, Professor…I don’t understand, though,”  she muttered, glancing back over her shoulder. 
 
“You’re not supposed to.  Ignorance is bliss, in this instance.  Or at least it’s the equivalent to 
innocence, and innocence is what’ll save your scholastic hide.  Sit down, shut up, and take your 
test, there’s a good Head Girl.” 
 
And with that cryptic command, the DADA teacher strode out of the hall.  Following the testers 
out, and leaving Hermione to take her seat in a bewildered frame of mind.  How could I be 
cheating?  I haven’t done anything to help myself or another person cheat on a test—ever! 
 
She remained bewildered until her N.E.W.T. level test paper was dropped face-down in front of 
her by Professor Flitwick.  The presence of the test-packet made her marshal her thoughts 
sharply.  Now was not the time to woolgather; now was the time to wait for the moment when 
they’d be told to turn the papers over, and begin their written exams.  And when Professor 
McGonagall told them all to begin, the fifth-years seated on one side of the Great Hall, the 
seventh-years on the other, Hermione turned her paper over and started marking down answers 
with all the single-minded determination she could muster.  Though in the back of her mind 
lingered a trace of her earlier shock.  She’d never cheat!  She was far too smart to do something 
so stupid… 
 
Her indignation, and all the excessive hours of study of the past week, carried her right through 
the test in record time.  Even going back to re-examine the few tests questions she’d been 
uncertain about, and to squeeze in a few more sentences on other, eassay-style portions of the 
test, didn’t occupy the full length of allotted time.  Setting down her quill with a sigh, Hermione 
rubbed at the back of her neck.  And realized Professor Marchbank stood next to her once more.  
She looked up anxiously. 
 
The expression on the withered witch’s face was shuttered.  “Are you finished, Miss Granger?” 
 
“Erm…yes, ma’am.” 
 
“Good.  Come with me.  Leave your paper on your desk, face down.” 
 
Obeying the instruction, Hermione flipped the packet upside down, then rose and followed the 
age-shrunken woman out of the Great Hall.  A short distance down a side-hall, they entered a 
classroom.  Kathleen was there, as were the rest of the testers.  One of the latter, a wizard with 
white muttonchop whiskers, flicked his wand at her. 
 
“Veritas Valdemaris!  Are you aware of what charm has been placed upon you, Miss Granger?” 
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“Uh, yes—it’s the Truth-Glow Charm.  What’s this accusation that I’ve cheated all about?  I’ve 
never cheated on a test in my life!”  Hermione added honestly. 
 
“—I’ll ask the questions, if you don’t mind.  As per our agreement,”  Kathleen Frejne added 
coolly.  The wizard subsided, giving her a dark look, but the Defence Mistress was unfazed.  “For 
the record, please state your full name, Miss Granger.” 
 
“Hermione Ursula Granger,”  she recited dutifully. 
 
“And now, to verify the effects of the spell, please tell us your name is ‘Dolores Umbridge’.” 
 
“I’d rather choke on a raw hedgehog,”  Hermione muttered, rolling her eye briefly,  “but if you 
insist…my name is Dolores Umbridge.” 
 
The others nodded.  Professor Marchbanks did as well.  “The Truth-Glow Charm works for both 
truths and lies.  You may proceed, Professor Frejne.” 
 
“Thank you.  Miss Granger, please answer my questions succinctly.  Are you consciously aware 
of any means by which you could possibly be cheating, during the process of taking your Nastily 
Exhausting Wizarding Tests?”  Kathleen asked Hermione calmly. 
 
“No—I’m neither aware of any method or means by which I could cheat on my N.E.W.T.s, nor 
would I do so of any conscious volition,”  Hermione asserted.  It wasn’t a succinct as in short 
answer, but it was a succinct as in thorough one.  “I don’t cheat on my tests!  I don’t need to cheat 
on my tests! Call it arrogance if you want, but I know my own, personal academic performance is 
too outstanding to even see a need to bother!” 
 
“…That’s a bit more succinct than needed, but I thank you for the thoroughness of your reply,”  
her DADA teacher offered dryly.  “Miss Granger, next question.  Were you, at one point during 
this year, involved in a telepathic link with another individual?  Please do not name names, as we 
are seeking only the existence or lack thereof, regarding the linkage itself.” 
 
She blushed at that.  “Yes, I was involved in a telepathic linkage with another person, earlier in 
the year.  But that bond was terminated back in May.  As you well know.” 
 
“Have you had any proof that the linkage is still active, since the termination date?” 
 
“No proof whatsoever.  As far as I know, I have not been in any form of telepathic contact with 
the individual in question since that point in time,”  Hermione added truthfully. 
 
“And what was the date of that termination, Miss Granger?”  Kathleen asked her next. 
 
Hermione almost retorted that the older woman knew full well, but answered as fully as she 
could.  “Initial contact was cut off on April 17th.  Certain…extenuating circumstances required a 
more thorough termination, and the extreme measures necessary were undertaken on May 16th, 
almost a full month ago.” 
 
“’Extenuating circumstances’?”  one of the female testers enquired archly. 
 
She blushed again, struggling to maintain a detatched, factual air despite the heat in her cheeks.  
“We were dream-sharing.  That extended the bond in question beyond its normal duration.  
Professor Frejne became directly involved in the final termination procedure after that, being 
something of an expert of the particular form of telepathy in question.  I assure you, as far as I 

know, the procedure was quite successful.  I have had no telepathic contact with the other person 
in question since that Monday in May, when the distance-link was severed. 
 
“There would have been a continuation for a short period of an ability to communicate 
telepathically at a touch for seven and a quarter days after that, but I did not touch that person 
once during the requisite lunar week that it took to break the final stage.”  Mainly because she’d 
been locked in solitary confinement, communicating with the outside world only through Luna, 
but that was beside the point. 
 
“And have you even so much as touched the individual in question, since that day?”  Kathleen 
asked her next. 
 
“No, I have not.” 
 
“—A lie!”  the wizard with the muttonchops pounced.  Hermione looked at Kathleen, bewildered. 
 
Was that a smirk tugging at the corner of the other woman’s mouth?  “…Miss Granger, did you 
or did you not slap the person in question, a short while ago?” 
 
“Er…well, yes, but…the person in question insulted me, and I struck without thought.  Though it 
wouldn’t have mattered; seven and a quarter days after the intermediate stage was terminated, the 
beginning stage would have been automatically terminated as well, and after that point, there 
would have been no way to revive the communication bond without undergoing the necessary 
ritual.  Which we have not done. I actually only slapped h…the person in question just last week.  
Which makes me wonder why we’re even discussing this matter,”  she added bluntly, addressing 
her confusion.  “I don’t understand what’s going on, here.  I assure you, I have not cheated in any 
way!  I wouldn’t!” 
 
“One last question, Miss Granger,”  the Defence Mistress reassured her.  “If I could give you a 
foolproof, utterly undetectable way to cheat on a test, and be assured of a perfect score—without 
anyone ever finding out about it, either now or in the future—would you take it?” 
 
“Of course not!”  Hermione protested vehemently, letting her annoyance show in her insulted 
tone.  “What would be the point of cheating, anyway?  The real test of your knowledge comes 
when you’re out there in the real world, having to depend solely upon what you yourself know.  If 
you don’t actually know it, you’re bloody screwed!  …Erm,”  she blushed,  “please pardon my 
language…  But really—if you cheated, if you don’t actually know the knowledge yourself, there 
isn’t going to be anyone out there handing you their notes, let alone someone you can copy and 
hope to pass.  I have never seen the purpose in cheating, and I never will!” 
 
“Thank you for your honesty.  Finite Veritas.  Please step outside the room and wait by the door, 
Miss Granger,”  Kathleen instructed her. 
 
Bewildered, Hermione complied, removing herself to the hallway.  Where she waited, and waited 
some more, hearing nothing through the thick-panelled door.  The Fat Friar drifted by, deep in 
conversation with Nearly Headless Nick, one the House-ghost for Hufflepuff, the other the 
House-ghost for Gryffindor.  Neither noticed her; it was almost as if Hermione had been 
suspended not only in disbelief, but in existence, while the absurd notion of her cheating was 
being discussed behind the closed door.  That was bit of imaginative folly, of course; Draco 
strolled past a moment later, giving her a smile in greeting as he headed for one of the doors 
leading to one of the many little courtyard nooks surrounding the wings of the sprawling castle.  
It was a nice day outside, well-suited for unwinding for those who weren’t inclined to study 
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themselves to death.  Hermione wished fervently she could join him, or at least have some of her 
textbooks on hand, to peruse before the practical exams. 
 
The age-weathered panel finally opened, and the testers filed out.  Professors Marchbanks and 
Frejne emerged last.  The old witch eyed the young Head Girl for a moment, then sighed and 
addressed her fellow instructor.  “…I’ll have to take your word for it.  Highly improbable if you 
ask me…but I know this young girl’s reputation, and I could hardly countenance the thought of 
her wanting to cheat, let alone actively trying to do so.  If what you—” 
 
“—Shh, ”  the Defense Mistress hushed the more senior witch, her eyes flicking to Hermione’s 
face.  “Miss Granger, we both apologize for the confusion you’re experiencing.  It was just a 
misunderstanding.” 
 
“What sort of misunderstanding could make anyone believe that I would ever cheat?”  Hermione 
demanded, still bewildered. 
 
“A silly one, of course.  Done with your written exam?  Good.  Go study for your practical 
exams,”  Kathleen instructed her.  “Keep to yourself, while you’re at it.  Just because we’ve 
straightened out this misunderstanding doesn’t mean another one couldn’t arise, in a moment of 
incaution.  And don’t go around slapping anyone else.  That’s hardly the sort of behavior 
appropriate for a Head Girl.” 
 
“…Yes, Professor.”  Casting a last, confused look at the two older women, Hermione retreated 
down the hall. 
 
She couldn’t have cheated telepathically!  It was impossible; tomorrow night would be the 
twenty-ninth day since they’d broken the second-stage link.  Unless there was some sort of 
lingering psychic residue from the telepathic bond giving off a false reading, Hermione couldn’t 
see how it was possible that anyone would assume that bond was still there… 
 
CXL. 
 
She was permitted to take the rest of her tests, with no further fuss, and no further explanations.  
Hermione was aware of the intense scrutiny the testers gave her, but not for nothing had the 
Sorting Hat placed her in Gryffindor over Ravenclaw, despite the brilliance of her mind.  She 
took her written exams with courage-backed, single-minded intensity, and her practical exams 
with her shoulders squared and her head held high, and outdid herself in every single way that she 
could get herself to excel.  In doing so, Hermione drew a perverse kind of strength from the 
intensity of the sessions, where her fellow students seemed more inclined to wilt and wither under 
the pressure. 
 
So she, of all her classmates, was the only one to emerge from their final examination with a 
bounce in her step and her hands ready to grasp her future.  She was also the last to emerge, 
having had her Arithmancy term paper forcibly taken from her grasp by the testers while she was 
still filling out a theorem on the last of the bonus questions, in finger-cramping detail.  They had 
half an hour before supper, and Hermione was still too buzzed by what she knew instinctively 
was an incredible academic success on her part, so she restlessly patrolled the halls. 
 
Before she knew it, she had wandered all the way down to the dungeons, to the battlefield mural 
of Godric Gryffindor, Salazar Slytherin, Helga Hufflepuff, and Rowena Ravenclaw.  She’d never 
taken the time to really study it, before now; always, her goal had been to join her beloved in his 
hidden lair.  Now she took the time to eye the shallow-carved mural in the flickering light of the 
torches. 

 
There was Godric, clad in his armor and leaning on his sword, marking the secret entrance to the 
Chamber of Reflection; he looked exhausted, but satisfied.  There was Salazar, staff in hand on 
the far side of the battlefield, standing as if still prepared for anything and anyone to attack him, 
even though the battle was clearly finished.  Rowena stood nearby with a book in her hands, 
overlooking the battlefield with a detatched but penetrating gaze.  And Helga, she stood between 
Rowena and Godric, a bell raised in her hand.  Hermione frowned.  The book, she could 
understand; it was probably Rowena’s personal grimoire, or some sort of spellbook.  The sword, 
well, Godric was a knight as well as a wizard; the staff was pure wizard, and that was what 
Salazar was renowned for.  She wondered what the bell was for, but figured she would never 
know.  Time-turners simply couldn’t spin back that far.  Not a thousand years, at any rate; there’d 
been a bit in Professor McGonagall’s lecture about the buildup of kinetic energy and the pressure 
of historical entropy, and the universe itself balking at even the slightest chance of such a vast rift 
in the space-time continuum as what could be created if one meddled centuries back in time… 
 
Godric Gryffindor moved. 
 
The sight startled Hermione, and she clamped her hand over her mouth, stifling her squeak of 
surprise.  She hadn’t expected it to move, and now that the opening was yawning wide between 
the armored figure and his sword, she felt her heart skip a beat a second time…because of the 
dark-haired figure that emerged from the depths of the hidden stairwell.  He flicked his eyes 
across the corridor in habitual caution…and fastened his gaze upon her.  The dark depths of his 
eyes feasted on her as the tunnel mouth finished resealing itself behind the Potions Master, 
though the rest of his expression was tightly shuttered. 
 
His name escaped her on a longing sigh.  “Severus…” 
 
That mouth twisted, tightened, and said nothing.  But he did move toward her, arms reaching for 
her.  There was no one around; he was going to kiss her, now that her tests were finally over and 
she wasn’t anybody’s student anymore— 
 
SMACK! 
 
Hermione spun around with the force of the blow, cheek stinging and throbbing.  Astonished—
gobsmacked, as she caught her balance—she gingerly touched her cheek, feeling the heat of the 
blush raised by his palm.  Turning around, she stared at him, wide-eyed.  Severus was staring at 
his hand, the offending hand that had struck her, his skin so pale he looked jaundiced.  A muscle 
twitched in his jaw, then he spoke.  Quietly, and calmly, and utterly berk. 
 
“…I am going to go kill the Headmaster, now.” 
 
Whirling on his heel, he stalked up the corridor, heading out of the dungeons. 
 
Hermione stared after him, still stunned.  He.  Had.  Hit.  Her!  What the bloody fuck is going on 
with that man? 
 
It took forever to shake off the dazed shock of her body, at least a minute after he’d vanished 
from view.  Prodding her muscles into cooperation, Hermione took one faltering step, then 
another, disbelief warring with anger.  By the time she had reached the stairs out of the dungeon, 
however, she was running, prodded into action by her temper.  Hermione burst into the entry hall, 
and saw his familiar black form striding into the Great Hall, scattering the students who had come 
down again for supper. 
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The presence of all those bodies made her check her pace.  Whatever the hell was going on with 
him, demanding to know what it was about in front of so many witnesses would not be a wise 
idea.  Checking her stride to a fast pace, she hurried after him, determined to tell him under her 
breath that she was coming to visit him tonight before he reached the head table and his seat.  
Fate certainly helped her; she noticed his path up the side of the Hall between the great fireplaces 
and the Hufflepuff table was blocked by a bespectacled, braceleted insect.  Professor Sibyll 
Trelawney.  Never had Hermione been more grateful to see the old faker.  Even if the woman 
stumbled against her beloved, and clutched at his black robes. 
 
“Severus, dear!  I see such wonderful portends in your future, you greasy-haired old sourpuss,”  
the Divinations Mistress hiccuped, clinging to his chest.  Hermione was torn between dismay and 
humor.  The woman was completely— 
 
“—You’re drunk, Sibyll,”  Severus hissed at her, unconsciously echoing the Head Girl’s 
thoughts.  He tried to pry her off of him, shifting them around.  One of the older woman’s hands 
still clung to the front of his robes and he worked on prying off her fingers, as she twisted and 
spotted Hermione over his shoulder. 
 
“Oh, you dear girl!  What great vision you have!  What a broad, open Inner Eye—!” 
 
Her hand flailed out, and reflexively Hermione caught it, wondering just how much firewhiskey 
or whatever the woman had imbibed, to be so totally snookered as to say that to her, of all people. 
 
The moment her flesh connected with Hermione’s, however, the Divinations Mistress shuddered 
and jerked, and a tingle of—something—arced between the three of them.  The silly witch 
stiffened, rolled her eyes, and a raspy, echo-filled voice emerged from deep within her chest, 
stunning not only the two caught in her crushingly strong grip, but the students watching the 
tableau.  Quietening them as Professor Trelawney spoke in those unnatural tones…and then 
silencing them all, as the impact of her words reached their ears. 
 
“…In the Year of Our Lord 2085…the Line of the Sword and the Line of the Staff shall join and 
uncover the Book and the Bell… Out of Reflection all four shall then rise, to battle the Daughter 
of Darkness…remember the Book and remember the Bell, in 2085!” 
 
Severus and Hermione stared at each other, then at the hands they held, seeing rippling, crackling 
sparks of magic pouring from each of them into the ring-covered hands of the woman caught 
between them. 
 
“…In the Year of Our Lord 2133, the Line of the Sword and the Staff shall beget the Spire, and 
that of the Book and the Bell shall beget the Song, in the year 2133…  In 2159 the Spire and the 
Song shall beget the Lightning, and the Flame and the Wave shall beget the Storm, in 2159…” 
 
“What…?”  Hermione tried to ask, but that voice, that deep, raspy, unnatural voice kept going. 
 
“In 2181, the Dragon shall rise to shatter the walls of the world, and six shall be called forth 
once more; by Spire and by Song, by Storm and by Lightning, and once more by Flame and by 
Wave, shall it be determined if the Dragon shall triumph or fail—remember 2181…” 
 
Severus finally managed to pry his hand free, a look of revulsion mixing with bewilderment on 
his young, disgust-harshened features.  With the loss of the Potions Master’s touch, the 
Diviniations Mistress collapsed, leaving Hermione scrambling to support her sagging, sobbing 
weight.  The Head Girl dropped awkwardly to her knees, managing to cushion the fall for the 
woman, who clutched at Hermione’s school robes while the room erupted in a babble of 

questions.  Under the cover of the noise, Sibyll’s eyes met Hermione’s, a dazed, frantic look in 
their magnified depths. 
 
“Girl…girl, when the last day comes…when you collapse…send the boy…send the Boy Who 
Lived…” 
 
Her eyes rolled up, her lashes fluttered down, and Professor Trelawney passed out, her hands 
finally releasing Hermione’s hand and robes.  A sweep of blue lined with a fall of silvery beard 
came into her vision.  “What did you do to her, Miss Granger?  What was that magic at your 
hands all about?” 
 
Hermione looked up at the Headmaster, who was frowning down at her as if Professor 
Trelawney’s odd behaviour were all her fault, and felt herself grow angry all over again.  Gently 
setting the unconscious woman on the ground, she rose to her feet, lifted her chin, and told him 
exactly what was on her mind.  “Fuck off and die!” 
 
Spinning on her heel, Hermione stalked around the knot of gaping students and staffmembers, 
and took her seat at the Gryffindor table.  Ron gaped at her.  Harry frowned, glancing between 
her and Professor Trelawney as her limp form was placed on a conjured stretcher and floated off 
to the Infirmary.  Hermione didn’t care—let the whole school hear how little she cared for and 
respected the Bearded Bastard!  She had enough troubles in her life right now, without putting up 
with accusations of things she herself didn’t understand, let alone controlled. 
 
At least the bizarre interlude had temporarily gotten her mind off the fact that Severus had 
slapped her. 
 
CXLI. 
 
He’d slapped the woman he loved. 
 
He’d slapped the woman he loved. 
 
He’d slapped the woman he loved! 
 
Even in his most drunken dreams, Severus couldn’t escape the horrible truth.  This damned curse 
was like living with a Dementor in his head for constant company, sucking the joy out of his life!  
The only things he’d been able to do to amend the situation—since the Bearded Bastard had 
carefully kept himself surrounded by plenty of people at all times, whenever he’d ventured out of 
his gargoyle-protected quarters—had been to stay away from her, and drink himself into oblivion.  
He’d certainly not welcomed the two visitors—not one, but two—who had come down to his 
office earlier in the week for the traditional, end-of-year, you’re-just-a-poor-misunderstood-man-
let-me-love-you-and-make-you-feel-better rubbish.  He’d sent each of them packing with his true 
opinions of their delusional status ringing in their ears, both Slytherin seventh-years, without 
hesitation or remorse.  That was the one good thing about this bloody tongue-twisting curse; it 
hadn’t harmed his skill at hurling blazing-hot invective at those who were foolish enough to 
attempt such an idiotic stunt. 
 
Tonight, he hadn’t bothered to go down to his quarters to get drunk.  He hadn’t even bothered 
attending the Leaving Feast; Gryffindor was in the lead—three measley points, but they were in 
the lead, and Fumbledore wouldn’t do a single thing to alter the precious win for his precious 
alma mater.  Severus didn’t care right now about something as pathetic as House-points.  
Summoning a couple bottles of firewhiskey from his dwindling stores, he’d graded the last of his 
sixth-year end-of-term tests, and proceeded to get himself very, very drunk.  Tomorrow morning, 
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she’d be getting on the Hogwarts Express.  From what he’d learned in the Headmaster’s mind, the 
curse he was under wouldn’t be relieved until tomorrow evening, at the precise moment of time it 
had been cast upon him.  Not until just after suppertime would he be free to say any of the things 
that were trapped within his heart. 
 
He’d slapped the woman he loved. 
 
He’d meant to kiss her. 
 
Severus had emerged from his quarters to go to the evening meal that night, and honestly hadn’t 
expected to see her there.  But when he had seen Hermione just a few yards down the corridor 
from him, something within him had broken.  His patience. 
 
The N.E.W.T.s were over.  She wasn’t legally his student anymore.  Glowing with health and 
happiness, she’d drawn him like a steel pin to a lodestone.  Just one kiss—that was all he wanted!  
One kiss to tide him over until he could speak to her with an unfettered tongue once again— 
 
He’d slapped the woman he loved. 
 
Nightmares plagued him, of all the times his father had slapped his mother.  Never, never did 
Severus want to follow in his father’s brutish, coldhearted footsteps.  Yet he had slapped the 
woman he loved!  Groaning in his drunken dreams, Severus felt as if things were crawling over 
him.  Things that plucked at his clothes, scrabbled at his flesh, cold and slimy, tormenting him for 
daring to lift a hand against his beloved…no, not cold and slimy; warm and slimy.  Warm and 
slimy…lips? 
 
Shuddering in revulsion, disoriented, Severus found himself pinned in his chair by something 
blond and half-clad.  With horror, his alcohol-numbed mind registered a school tie, black and 
gold—Hufflepuff—draped over his desk with abandon.  Along with school robes, a waistcoat, a 
blouse…a bra… 
 
The half-naked schoolgirl writhing in his lap removed her mouth from his naked sternum and 
dragged his hands up to her breasts, moaning,  “Oh, god, Professor!  I’ve fantasized so much 
about your hands!—” 
 
—Just as the door to his office opened.  Revealing a stunned Head Girl as she took in the scene of 
wanton abandon.  Severus froze, mortified, and the Hufflepuff seventh-year shifted her hands to 
his own chest, which had apparently been bared while he’d slept in a drunken oblivion by her 
industrious fingers.  He watched the blood drain from Hermione’s face as the girl writhed over 
his lap, squirming those breasts in his shock-frozen palms.  Pain stabbed in his heart as he 
realized how damning his situation looked. 
 
The door slammed shut, as his beloved turned and ran.  The girl—he couldn’t even recognize her 
at the moment, his brain was still trying to engage—currently writhing on his lap squeaked and 
jerked upright, looking quickly over her shoulder.  Mortification gave way to a blazing fury 
within him.  Shoving the girl unceremoniously from his lap, Severus slashed out his wand as he 
stood, ignoring her oof as she hit the floor awkwardly, banging her head against the edge of his 
desk.  “Sartorlagen!” 
 
His robes snapped back together in buttoned perfection.  The girl shoved to her feet, brown eyes 
wide.  Hatred for the silly chit  bubbled up within him.  Severus couldn’t say a single loving 
word, couldn’t perform a single caring act…but he could eviscerate the little slut before him 
verbally, oh, yes.  Eyes widening even further, self-preserving instincts no doubt on full alert, she 

snatched at her clothing and scrambled for the door.  Showing her first speck of wisdom in this 
whole sordid nightmare. 
 
With a roar of invective, Severus chased her out of his territory, furious lion to her terrified rabbit. 
 
Oh, yes, he was quite capable of telling this deluded female what was on his mind, in full, 
vituperative detail… 
 
CXLII. 
 
There was only one thing Hermione was sure of anymore, and that was how much she wanted to 
go home.  How much she wanted to grasp at something approaching normalcy in her life.  How 
much she missed her book-crammed room back down in the suburbs of Exeter, how much she 
missed her parents, and the solid facts of Muggle life. 
 
How much she wished she could understand what was going on with Severus Snape, and the way 
he was acting of late. 
 
First, his nastiness in the face of her letters, attempting to explain how she’d come to grips with 
what he’d done, and wanting to know in what way she might have offended him into responding 
so coldly…only to have him snarl at Harry, and Luna, and so forth.  Next, his ignoring of her, 
followed by that cruel, cruel comment about how easily she’d been swayed by a little 
‘slap’n’tickle’—such a crude and utterly cruel thing to say!  Then, insult of insults was him 
slapping her, just for being down by the entrance to his hidden quarters.  That had been an 
unexpected attack of staggering proportions, both literally and figurative.  All of it combined in a 
stomach-churning mass of uncertainty, making her doubt the veracity and durability of his 
affections for her. 
 
Insidious thought that it was, the only thing Hermione could think of to explain his actions was 
the unpleasant possibility that his love for her, his affection and caring, had…had simply been a 
product of the bond between them.  With the bond broken, so was the spell over his emotions, 
restoring him to the cruel, heartless man he’d been beforehand.  Not that she could believe it at 
first, nor that she wanted to believe it.  She worked herself into a dither of indecision as the last 
few days of her life at Hogwarts drew to a close, whether to trust in what she knew was his deep 
love for her, in spite of his unpleasant reversal in character, or to believe in the doubts circling 
around and around in her head. 
 
Does he love me?  Does he not?  Does he love me?  Does he not?…  It was like that bloody 
children’s game, of a little girl plucking the petals of a daisy, trying to divine by the plucking of 
the last petal whether a particular boy liked her or not.  It left her sleepless for far too many hours 
each night, as the final week of school passed, as the first- through fourth-years and the sixth-
years all waited for their end-of-term scores to come out of the offices of their teachers.  Fifth-
years and seventh-years, of course, wouldn’t know how they’d done until early July, and though 
she’d emerged from her exams feeling confident, the encounter with her former lover and the 
bizarre near-expulsion from those tests added to Hermione’s anxiety levels. 
 
It didn’t help that he hid himself from her after that equally bizarre scene with Professor 
Trelawny.  The poor woman hadn’t emerged from the Infirmary yet; rumor had it she was 
suffering some sort of nervous breakdown.  Harry hadn’t been overly sympathetic at his 
Divinations Mistress’ plight, but he’d at least cleared up the misconception in Gryffindor Tower 
that she’d gone completely nutters.  Rather, the Boy Who Lived had explained that the deep, 
raspy voice was just what Sibyll sounded like when she was in the throes of a genuine prophetic 
prediction.  Despite the distraction of wondering what those cryptically worded dates in the far-

 172



flung future meant, Hermione worried more and more, the less and less she saw of Severus.  He 
only appeared for a few meals, coming late and leaving early, picking at his food, looking worse 
and worse as each day passed. 
 
Finally, on the night before the students all left, when he didn’t show up for the Leaving Feast—
Gryffindor won the House Cup by three points, big deal—she decided to go down to his quarters 
and seek him out there.  Hermione had seen light spilling under his office door, had turned the 
knob…and had seen the naked back of Hannah Abbott writhing all over the half-clad body of an 
unresisting, breast-fondling Potions Master. 
 
Pain had slashed into her heart, proof it still resided in her chest.  Painful proof that she still cared 
deeply for the perfidous bastard.  She’d turned and ran, winding up at the portrait of the Fat Lady 
in breathless agony.  Harry, Ron and Ginny had seen the distress in her face when she rushed 
through the common room, ignoring the last-minute celebrations of her fellow Gryffindors, but 
she had quickly climbed up to the topmost dorm-room in the girls’ tower.  Once there, Hermione 
had closed her curtains and warded her bed with a Silencing Sphere, crying into her pillow in 
privacy.  Seeing over and over in her mind the sight of those long, sensual fingers poking out 
from either side of that Hufflepuff slut’s breasts… 
 
Circles under her eyes attested to an uncomfortable night, when she finished the last bit of 
packing and dressed for the train-ride home.  For over half a year, she’d lived a double life, and 
now…now it was over.  Petting Crookshanks one last time, she urged him into his crate—he 
sulked, a miserable huddle of orange and cream that looked as unhappy as she felt—and went 
listlessly down to breakfast. 
 
To all questions of,  “’Mione, are you okay?”  she replied a non-communicative,  “I’m fine,”  in 
that flat voice that said otherwise, but that she wasn’t going to talk about it.  A wary glance at the 
Hufflepuff table showed Miss Abbott missing; a glance at the high table showed the Potions 
Master absent, too.  So was the Headmaster, but she didn’t care a fig for him, other than an idle, 
spiteful wish that he was suffering something horrid in the Infirmary right then and there. 
 
All sorts of sick imaginings churned through her overwrought, sleep-deprived mind.  He’d 
injured himself somehow.  He’d taken the slut as a lover.  He’d run off with the girl to Pago Pago.  
No matter how often she tried to reassure herself it was all absurd, Hermione couldn’t quell her 
inner fears.  She knew she wasn’t the prettiest girl in the school.  She knew the circumstances of 
her relationship with Severus had been artificially induced…and quite possibly artificially 
maintained, for his half of the matter.  She knew she was too young, too immature for him, and 
that as young and handsome as he now looked, he could have any woman he wanted—he was one 
of the heroes of the Final Battle!  He’d been the lynchpin in overthrowing Voldemort’s reign of 
terror, first as a spy for the Order, then as the man who’d cast whatever that brand-new spell had 
been that had banished the Dark Lord’s soul from returning to life and plaguing them again.  He 
was brilliant, virile, mesmerizing… 
 
How could she, an annoying little know-it-all with a penchance for getting into trouble, hold the 
attention of a man as intelligent and exciting and sophisticated as him? 
 
You’re just being silly…you’re worrying over nothing…he loves you, Hermione!  she tried 
reminding herself, over and over.  But over and over, she thought of the cruel things he’d said to 
her, and the cruel things he’d said to Harry, and the way he’d slapped her, and the way he’d been 
touching Hannah Abbott’s ugly, perfect breasts… 
 
It was a relief, and a tearing pain, to descend the steps of the school—strangely empty of the 
Bearded Bastard’s presence, and also missing Severus Snape’s, though everyone else was 

present, including a waving, smiling, cheekily winking Professor Frejne—to the waiting, thestral-
pulled carriages, and rattle and bump on the long, incongruously sunny ride down to the train 
station.  Harry, Ron and Ginny shared the carriage with her, but she barely responded to their 
attempts to include her in their animated conversations about the coming summer, about Harry 
coming to live at the Burrow until he could get an apartment of his own, and how he and Ginny 
were now officially dating; of how Ron had plans to take Luna to the next game of the Chudley 
Cannons, and how the two of them hoped their test scores would be high enough to get them jobs 
as Aurors, though Ron was thinking more and more of going into Quidditch, since the Dark Lord 
had been defeated and most of his Death Eaters captured or scattered to the four winds. 
 
Just a few more minutes, and she’d be on the train and on her way home… 
 
CXLIII. 
 
“Master Snape must wake…!  Master Snape must wake!  Dobby has a Sobering Potion for 
Master!” 
 
Groaning, Severus peeled open one eye, winced at the ungodly collection of socks and ties on the 
diminutive, green-eyed creature.  “Go ‘way, Dobby…” 
 
“But Master hasn’t said goodbye!  Miss is getting on the train, and Master hasn’t said goodbye!” 
 
Miss.  Train.  Shite! 
 
Catapulting upright from his bed made Severus’ head pound as if Hagrid had decided to take up 
morris-dancing inside his skull.  Grabbing at the bottle proffered him, he checked the label, 
sniffed at the contents to be sure they were what they said they were, and downed the vile-tasting 
glop in three quick gulps.  Then grabbed and swallowed all of the mug of water the house-elf 
passed to him as quickly as he could, pausing only long enough to swish the bitter patina from his 
mouth with the first swallow.  A squint at the clock on the mantel told him he had barely enough 
time to change and get down to the train station before the Express left for London.  If he used her 
variation on the Undressing Charm, and grabbed his broom. 
 
Muttering a thanks to the house-elf—promising himself mentally to buy the most hideous 
collection of plaid socks he could find for Dobby to enjoy, if he could only get down there in time 
to salvage something of last night’s debacle—Severus snapped a fresh outfit onto his body to 
replace the rumpled one he’d slept in, accio’d his broom, and exited the castle as quickly as he 
could.  The morning air was still somewhat cool, the sun bright, as he mounted and soared down 
the road, diving quickly through the school gates.  The Sobering Potion left him able to tolerate 
the sunlight fairly well, and the breeze stirred by his passage cleared most of the last of the 
cobwebs from his brain.  In retrospect, drinking himself into a stupor last night after chivying the 
crying, trembling Hufflepuff girl out of the dungeon level might not have been a good idea.  If he 
missed the train— 
 
The students were just getting out of the carriages at the platform, forcing him to dismount and 
wade his way through the tangle of students, conveyances, and skeletonal winged horses, looking 
for her.  Bodies were already climbing into the train, but it was the shock of red hair that 
descended from one of the carriages that made him sigh in relief—God bless Ron Weasley for 
being such a tall, redheaded git!  She would be in the same carriage as him, which means she 
hasn’t gotten on the train, yet… 
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Getting to her proved a bit problematic, however.  Halfway to the intercept point with the curly-
haired witch and her two redheaded and one black-haired friends, someone else intercepted him.  
A seventh-year girl with black hair, a Ravenclaw.  She tugged on his sleeve, distracting him. 
 
“Professor—erm, Professor, I just wanted you to know I’ve always admired your intellect, and 
now that you’re—”  …oh god, no—not here, not now!…  “—so young-looking and, erm, virile—
” 
 
The blushing chit reared up on her toes and smacked him on the cheek with her pink-tinted lips.  
Horrified, furious, Severus thrust her from him.  What was it with these girls?  This was the 
fourth one this bloody week! 
 
“—Dammit, Miss St. Ives!”  he hissed at her as two of her friends caught her.  “Only a slut would 
throw herself at her teacher in front of God and everyone like that, let alone at a man who’s not 
the least bit interested in a silly little chit like you!” 
 
Stalking away from her, Severus had glared everyone out of his way.  He reached out and 
snagged Hermione by her robe sleeve, spinning her to face him.  She flushed when she saw him, 
then her eyes snapped to his cheek, and she paled. 
 
“Miss Granger, I still utterly loathe and despise…the Headmaster for what he’s done,”  Severus 
quickly recovered, wincing.  He’d forgotten in his agitation to get to her that he was still cursed 
from doing or saying anything loving until this evening.  “I will contact you this evening to 
expl—” 
 
“—You’ll contact me, will you?”  she hissed, cinnamon eyes narrowing in rising, inexplicable 
anger.  Well, maybe not that inexplicable; he had slapped her.  “Like you ‘contacted’ that 
Hufflepuff?” 
 
“I can explain that this evening—” 
 
“You broke your promise to me!”  Hermione accused, jerking her sleeve-wrapped arm from his 
grip, as Harry and Ron flanked her, and the other students on the platform eyed two of them.  
“You said you’d keep every promise you ever made to me—and you broke them!” 
 
“I did not!”  he protested, though the guilt over that slap reminded him he was quite possibly a 
liar. 
 
“Oh, really?  Explain how you managed this miraculous feat, when I know for a fact you broke 
your word of honor, last night!”  she demanded. 
 
He opened his mouth, his treacherous, curse-bound mouth…and couldn’t do it.  Because what he 
needed to say was filled with loving words—begging, pleading words—and he knew it would 
come out all wrong, thanks to the Bearded Bastard.  Flushing, he tried to defer it, speaking as 
quietly as he could so that the eavesdropping students couldn’t hear.  God!  The last thing he 
wanted to do was make a public spectacle of himself.  “I will explain.  This evening, in private.” 
 
“If you cannot explain it to me right here and right now, then how can I believe the sincerity of 
your words?” 
 
“I cannot explain it to you here and now, you silly chit!”  Shite.  That wasn’t what he’d meant to 
say.  Severus clamped his lips shut.  She paled even further—this time from rage, not shock, her 
own mouth compressing equally tight. 

 
“Fine.  You know what I have to say to that?  Drop dead.” 
 
Pain lanced through his heart.  Severus stared at her, aghast.  “…What?” 
 
Hermione thrust out her chin, her hands going to her hips.  “You heard me!  Either you explain 
everything to me here and now, in front of God and all these kids as our witness, or you can drop 
dead and rot in some mouldering ditch somewhere!” 
 
“I cannot explain right now!”  he protested, heart pounding in his chest. 
 
Her hands slashed through the air between them.  “Then it’s over!  If you haven’t the bollocks to 
explain your piss-poor behaviour in public, then I have nothing more to say to you!  And nothing 
more to hear from you!  In fact, I’ll have nothing to do with you, ever!” 
 
The train whistle blew.  Bodies around them jolted into action, scrambling into the train cars, 
startled out of their shocked immobility.  She hurried onto the train, pulled on board by Ron, and 
followed by Harry, who gave Severus a last, dark look after mounting the train, the kind that said 
they were back to being enemies once more.  Severus opened his mouth, strove with all his might 
to explain that he’d been cursed by the Bearded Bastard…but nothing came out.  The train started 
moving, puffing steam as the pistons started churning the wheels with sharp-pitched squeals. 
 
A curly chestnut head poked itself out of the still-open doorway and Severus hurried to catch up 
to her.  Hoping she’d realized she’d overreacted because of that fiery temper of hers.  But her 
final words cut into his heart, as did the emotions twisting her face into a sneer worse than any 
he’d ever worn, himself. 
 
“—I hate you, Severus Snape!  Rot in hell!” 
 
With that, the heavy door banged shut between them, and the train picked up speed.  Leaving the 
stunned Potions Master standing on the platform, broom forgotten in his hand.  Heart feeling like 
it was being crushed under those massive metal wheels. 
 
CXLIV. 
 
“…Erm, ‘Mione, back there at the platform…that was a bit harsh, wasn’t it?”  Ron finally dared 
to ask Hermione about half an hour later, after her crying jag had subsided and she’d emerged 
from the forearms she’d braced on her drawn-up knees, huddled in a corner of the compartment 
Luna had snagged for them.  “I mean, Professor Snape obviously wanted to explain why he’d 
been such a wanker for the last few weeks…” 
 
Depression and fury had raged and warred within her, as the train had rumbled its way through 
the Scottish hills.  She’d been so furious at the sight of that lipstick print on his cheek—no doubt 
from that slut of a Hufflepuff, and no doubt the reason why he’d been late!—that she’d lashed out 
at him.  For sleeping with someone else, for slapping her, for those hateful things he’d said, 
though she was forced to admit that they’d goaded her into academic excellence just to show him 
that she could, indeed, have a little slap’n’tickle and not lose her head like some half-clad blond 
bimbo…for coming down to the ruddy train-station with some slut’s lip-prints still on his cheek! 
 
“I think she did the right thing, telling him to drop dead like that,”  Harry countered firmly.  “If he 
couldn’t explain what was going on in his mind right then and there, then whatever he had to say 
obviously wasn’t important enough to him.” 
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“He’s a really private man, Harry!”  Ginny countered, frowning at Harry.  “Can’t you imagine 
how hard it must’ve been for him to come all the way down to the station just to tell her he was 
going to talk to her later?  In front of all those students, with everybody watching him, and 
wondering what he wanted to discuss with her?” 
 
“Yeah, but what about the lipstick mark on his cheek?  What kind of a man goes to talk to one 
girlfriend right after being snogged by another?”  Harry retorted.  Then flushed and rolled his 
eyes in a pained shudder.  “—Merlin!  I cannot believe I’m talking about Snape and girlfriends in 
the same sentence!” 
 
Hermione rested her forehead against her crossed arms again, but she did join the conversation.  
“…He should’ve had the balls to talk to me in public.” 
 
“Maybe,”  Luna offered, her voice as calm as ever.  “And maybe there was something going on 
that was preventing him from talking about it in public.  Everything he’s done so far could be 
interpreted as a slight on your affections for him, yes,”  the Ravenclaw girl pointed out,  “but on 
the other hand, everything he’s done could also be interpreted as a means of throwing off the 
scent from your relationship with him.” 
 
“—Kissing another woman?”  Hermione demanded at that, lifting her head in agitated disbelief, 
eyes wide. 
 
“Circumstantial evidence is not always the same as cold, hard facts,”  Luna replied calmly.  Her 
placid temperment was beginning to get on Hermione’s nerves, but it was her next few words that 
really drove home the difference between the two females.  “It’s often believed that if you can’t 
explain something now, then a few more hours will only make things worse.  But what if it’s the 
other way around?  What if waiting just a few more hours would make things better? 
 
“You’re still wearing your school uniform, Hermione,”  she pointed out to the former Head Girl.  
“What if he couldn’t bring himself to speak of something as intimate as your relationship, simply 
because you’re legally still under the care of the school administration?  Which we all are, until 
we get off the train at King’s Cross Station,”  Luna reminded them pointedly.  “He’s very much a 
by-the-book kind of man, you know.” 
 
Ron snorted at that.  “He’s a ruddy former Death Eater!  That’s not very ‘by-the-book’ in my 
opinion!” 
 
Letting them argue without her, Hermione mulled over Luna’s words as the train rattled 
southward.  I was rather harsh with him.  Seeing that lip-print on his cheek…!  But what if it 
wasn’t what I thought it was?  God, at the Ethics Review, didn’t he say himself that there was 
always one or two deluded souls who pounced on him at the end of the year, drawn to his dark, 
brooding type in the misbelief that he’d appreciate their attentions?  But that doesn’t explain his 
hands on her breasts!  …Doesn’t it? 
 
Had that Hufflepuff slut dragged his hands up there?  Hermione couldn’t be sure, but it had 
looked like she’d lowered her hands from her chest to his just as Hermione had opened the door 
and peered inside.  And the expression on his face—slack-jawed, yes, but had she seen horror in 
his eyes because Hermione had appeared in his doorway, or because he was being molested by 
another student?  Except…except how could he have been molested, when things had progressed 
so far that her robe, shirt and even bra had been taken off?  How could he not have noticed his 
own clothes being unbuttoned? 
 

Miserable, thoughts in a whirl, Hermione wondered if she should’ve given him a chance to 
explain or not.  She felt guilty about telling him she hated him, at that last moment before the 
train had left the platform behind.  She didn’t hate him; she loved him, irrevocably…but it hurt to 
see other women fawning over him at a point in time when she didn’t know with absolute, 
telepathic certainy how he felt about her, anymore. 
 
She joined in the conversations as they turned to other subjects, but all the while the train headed 
south, the back of her mind churned with worries and thoughts and unproductive, circular 
arguments… 
 
Was she wrong, to snap at him?  Was she right?  …Was she bloody insane? 
 
I love him. 
 
That thought alone was without dispute, and as the lowlands of Scotland turned into the moors of 
Yorkshire, heading towards the forests of Nottingham, Hermione couldn’t escape that singular 
fact.  She loved Severus Snape…and as she loved him, she had to give him a second chance.  It 
had been foolish of her to not give him the chance to explain!  Embarrassment and shame spurred 
her to speak. 
 
“…Harry?” 
 
The game of Exploding Snap between the other four broke off.  They’d been delayed for nearly 
three hours by a Muggle train derailment.  The voice of the conductor had told all the students 
that word had been sent ahead to the station so that their families wouldn’t worry; it was just a 
nasty derailment requiring a complicated bit of extra magic applied by the Ministry to slip the 
Hogwarts Express past all those gawking Muggles and spilled produce cars without anyone 
noticing.  Her friends had run out of conversations that didn’t inevitably head back to the Potions 
Master and Hermione’s unsettling love-life, and the others had opted to play card games until 
their fingers were singed off.  Hermione had elected to brood in silence as they played, until now. 
 
Harry looked up at her inquisitively, waiting for her to speak.  Then swore and shook out his 
fingers as the surface of one of his cards exploded.  “—Blast it!  …You wanted something, 
‘Mione?” 
 
“Yeah.  A quill, some ink, a piece of paper…and Hedwig.  I’m going to send him a letter,”  she 
stated firmly, knowing there was no need to say who.  Her heart was convinced strongly enough 
of the surity of her own emotions to overrule her troubled head and its doubts over his, because of 
those three little words.  “I love him, and I’ve got to give him the chance to explain himself.” 
 
Ron shuddered.  “Urgh.  Just the thought of you loving the ugly git gives me the—ow!  Do you 
have to keep hitting me, Luna?” 
 
Hermione ignored him, climbing onto the seat and digging into her trunk.  She had to write 
Severus, and tell him to come visit her as soon as he could.  Her stomach wasn’t churning 
anymore with indecision; it was churning in fear.  She’d said some rather harsh words to him, and 
if his inexplicable actions had hurt her feelings, her own words would have surely injured his.  If 
he still had any feelings for her. 
 
Firmly ignoring the doubts chasing each other in her mind, Hermione put pen to page. 
 
CXLV. 
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Drop dead.  Rot in hell. I hate you.  Drop dead.  Rot in hell.  I hate you.  Drop dead.  Rot in hell.  
I hate you… 
 
For every hour that the train carried her further away, the refrain only grew louder and louder 
inside Severus’ head.  The emptied halls echoed with silence that on any other similar year-end 
day, would’ve given him immense pleasure to hear, for they were filled with blessed, blissful, 
dunderhead-free silence.  Now they only reminded him that his life was empty, without her 
presence to fill this ancient place. 
 
Drop dead.  Rot in hell. I hate you.  Drop dead.  Rot in hell.  I hate you.  Drop dead.  Rot in hell.  
I hate you… 
 
God, he couldn’t get her words out of his mind.  The hate in her voice, the anguish in her eyes, 
the tension in her body.  The day had grown warm and sunny, even hot, but nothing touched the 
coldness growing and spreading within him.  All he could feel was disbelief at her anger, and 
distress that she wouldn’t let him explain. 
 
Drop dead.  Rot in hell. I hate you.  Drop dead.  Rot in hell.  I hate you.  Drop dead.  Rot in hell.  
I hate you… 
 
Slumped on the settee in his living room, Severus replayed over and over their relationship, first 
from the point where it had gone wrong—Bearded Bastard!—and then further back, when 
everything had seemed so right!  How could she hate him?  Yes, he’d slapped her, but he’d tried 
to explain in the limited way that he could that he blamed Albus fucking Dumbledore—hadn’t he 
said he was going to go kill the Bearded Bastard?  Why would he say that right after slapping her, 
if he didn’t blame the doddering old wizard for that very act? 
 
And the accusation that he’d broken his word to her!  What an absurdity!  Severus cast his mind 
back over every single one of them that he could recall.  He’d been nice to her friends.  He’d been 
gentle with her fellow female students at girls’ night.  He’d taught her bloody deep-throat 
techniques, and tormented her with the risks inherent in zipping trousers as a male without 
undergarments for protection!  Severus had cured her of her fear of broom-flying, and taught her 
the Disrobing Charm, and had driven both of them deliciously mad with lust, too. 
 
He’d taught her to guard her thoughts with Occlumency, and guarded her back in the Final Battle.  
He’d ensured both of them took their contraceptives—was he not still taking his, including this 
very morning?  He’d kept her friends’ secrets, and told her secrets from his own past, and placed 
his life and his happiness in her hands!  …True, he hadn’t fulfilled the unspoken promises of 
marrying her and raising a family with her, but he was still getting around to that! 
 
Summoning the last of the alcohol from his stock, something greenish an apothecarist from 
Dublin had sent him as a thank-you for consulting over some potion years ago, Severus drank 
from the squat, rectangular bottle, trying to quell the pain in his head with liquid oblivion.  His 
mind kept casting back earlier and earlier in their relationship.  The moment he’d realized he 
loved her, up in the Bearded Bastard’s office…the Ethics Review, when she’d helped him 
navigate the pitfalls of his colleagues’ damnably nosy questions…their spurious argument at 
breakfast, when she’d knocked that carafe and goblet of pumpkin juice all over his lap with a 
gloriously wild sweep of her arm…the night she’d been kidnapped, and he’d started this whole 
mess by choosing to rescue her via the Veritamoria… 
 
…Yes, and I promise I’ll slit my wrists after we’ve killed the bastard… 
 

Bleary-minded from the green stuff, which was a lot more powerful than it tasted at first, sort of 
flavoured like an apple pie except it was green and not speckled brown, Severus recalled the first 
promise he’d ever made to her with a groan.  A promise he’d meant with all his sarcastic heart, 
when he’d made it.  A promise he’d forgotten, in the beauty of the young woman who had loved 
him—had loved him, the greasy-haired, gitty-souled, sour-pussed, black-hearted bastard of 
Hogwarts.  He’d honestly meant it at the time, anguished and guilt-ridden over the choice he’d 
made, only a slightly less piss-poor choice than the fate she’d otherwise have faced. 
 
I promise I’ll slit my wrists… 
 
All of the pain that had building up inside of him since breaking the link between them spilled out 
of the depths of his heart, a wound of emotions that washed through him in dark despair.  What 
did he have to live for, anymore?  He’d lost her.  He’d fucked up and lost her—yes, it was 
Dumbledore’s fault, but if he hadn’t lost his head in his excitement over her forgiveness, if he’d 
only waited a few hours to send that letter—!  She hated him, and she wanted him dead.  Didn’t 
want him in her life anymore… 
 
Drop dead.  Rot in hell. I hate you.  Drop dead.  Rot in hell.  I hate you.  Drop dead.  Rot in hell.  
I hate you… 
 
He had no life, without her.  What was the point, anyway?  Voldemort was dead, yes, and 
Severus had figured out long ago that the Dark Lord had been a madman, his cause and his creed 
nothing but a charismatic expression of insanity.  And yet he’d believed it, believed in it all those 
years ago—didn’t that make him a madman, too?  Severus had even stood by and done nothing 
when Voldemort, Lucius and several others had tortured and murdered his own father!  He didn’t 
deserve her! 
 
And what did he have now to fall back on without her?  The Order?  They still didn’t trust him, 
didn’t value or believe in him—Dumbledore’s “faith” in him was a laugh!  God, I am so fucking 
unlovable, even the one man who held faith in me to stay loyal to his side of the war couldn’t 
believe anyone could love me forever…and she certainly couldn’t, could she? 
 
Drop dead.  Rot in hell. I hate you.  Drop dead.  Rot in hell.  I hate you.  Drop dead.  Rot in hell.  
I hate you… 
 
He was a man of his word.  An almost-Gryffindor.  Rising from his couch, spurred into action by 
his drunken misery, Severus staggered out of his quarters, the half-empty bottle of liquid green 
sloshing in his left hand.  Mounting the stairs, he stumbled along the corridor to his office door.  
A moment of thought, and he bypassed it.  The office didn’t hold what he needed, anyway.  Not if 
he was to do what had to be done, and did it properly. 
 
Staggering up to his desk, Severus slumped into the chair, steadied the bottle haphazardly on the 
age-scarred surface, and fumbled through the drawers.  A stack of parchment, a quill, and an 
inkjar.  That was what he needed.  She’d have arrived in London by now…  There were no clocks 
in his classroom, to sustain the torture of his students, to keep their minds focused on their 
classwork, rather than glancing all too often at the clock, waiting for the hours of torment to 
end…  It didn’t matter. He’d start with the letter to the Bastard, first.  Get all of his invective 
written down on paper. 
 
Crumpled balls of paper soon littered the floor around him.  The scratching of his quill was 
interspersed only by an occasional swig of spicy, sweet-burning green, until Severus had selected 
the perfect words to express how he felt.  He set that letter aside, burned a bit of sealing wax to 
seal it shut, and started on the next.  To Harry Bloody Potter.  That one, too, ended up in 
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crumpled version after version, until his pen started to flow right, until the words finally came out 
of him that he really wanted to express.  One last draft of that letter, and he sealed it with a daub 
of black wax, too. 
 
The next letter didn’t require multiple drafts.  He just poured out his heart onto page after page, 
finally free to do so.  And when that one was done, and the stiff packet had folded and sealed 
shut, he drafted one last, simple, formal statement on a final piece of parchment, sealing that one 
with a touch of his thumb and a twist of his magic to make it official. 
 
Rising unsteadily from his classroom desk, Severus fetched one of the largest cauldrons in his 
stock, concentrated carefully through the haze of alcohol fuzzing the world around him, and cast 
a gilding spell on the inside of the cauldron.  He squinted and flicked a stasis spell into existence 
around it, to preserve its consecrated contents.  Then, taking a double-edged, gold-bladed knife—
gold was required, for what he was about to do; it was the least-reactive metal available for this 
task—Severus braced it in the handle-loop of the cauldron, clasped his fingers firmly together, 
resting his wrists to either side of the blade, and fulfilled his first…and now his very 
last…promise to the woman he loved. 
 
It was the least he could do:  as a man of honor, as a man with too many sins in his past to fully 
atone, and as a man who had no reason left to live anymore. 
 
CXLVI. 
 
“—Harry Potter!  Harry Potter!” 
 
Every last one of the students trying to disembark from the train at the depot flinched back from 
the blizzard of flashbulbs.  Most of all the target of the screaming, yelling, cheering mass of 
wizards and witches waiting for the Boy Who Killed Voldemort to descend to Platform 9 ¾.  It 
was the Attack of the Press, and staring wide-eyed out at the frenzy of robed and cloaked bodies 
awaiting them, Hermione could finally appreciate just how hard it must have been for the 
Headmaster to keep the fifth estate away from the school grounds all this time. 
 
Now that the school year was finally, officially over—they’d even changed out of their school 
things into Muggle clothes—there was nothing holding back the sound-bite sharks and their 
Quick-Quotes Quills.  Even Rita Skeeter had crawled out of the woodwork.  She knew better than 
to write anything scathing about Harry—her secret as an unregistered Animagus still hung over 
her rhinestone-spectacled head—but Hermione wasn’t going to begrudge the woman her chance 
at her own angle on the biggest story of the century.  No doubt the rhinestone-wearing woman 
thought that, since she’d given them that interview for The Quibbler back in their fifth year that 
had turned around everyone’s opinion of Harry and the truth about Voldemort’s return, she’d be 
able to snag another exclusive. 
 
The object of the crowd’s adulation and chanting trembled in the doorway of the train next to her, 
frozen in place.  It probably wasn’t visible to the sea of still-flashing cameras, but it was visible to 
Hermione.  His voice was low, desperate, and fierce as he whispered to his friends,  “—Don’t 
leave me alone, out there!” 
 
Ron and Hermione both clapped their hands on his shoulders, shoving him gently out onto the 
platform and following him down.  Unfortunately, they couldn’t stay on the train, but they could 
flank him firmly as his two best friends.  Ginny took Ron’s side, Luna took Hermione’s…and out 
of all of the other cars poured the other students.  Cho Chang, and Lavendar Brown.  Parvati and 
Padma Patil, and Neville Longbottom.  Dean Thomas, Justin Finch-Fletchley, Colin and Dennis 
Creevey—even Draco Malfoy, shouldering his way close to Hermione, until she reached out and 

took his arm, pulling her up on her left, Harry still firmly on her right—all of them came up to 
join Harry in bravely facing down their most frightening foe since the Death Eaters had invaded 
the school. 
 
If the wizarding train depot workers hadn’t erected a bannister rail penning the reporters back 
from the edge of the platform, there wouldn’t have been room for the students to disembark, but 
there was.  The barrier didn’t stop noise from crashing into them, though.  Questions immediately 
shouted out, a babbling roar of voices all clamouring for information.  If not from the Boy Who 
Triumphed, then from the Brightest Witch In An Age, and the Wizard Who Saved the Boy Who 
Triumphed, and anyone else who would and could give them an interview on What Happened.  
And then the restraint of the press broke, and they clambered over the railing and poured through 
the gates, attacking the students with their quills and their cameras and their thousand-and-one 
questions. 
 
It was overwhelming.  Only the tight link of Hermione’s arm through Harry’s elbow kept them 
together.  Draco was torn away for an interview by someone with the Wizarding Wire Network 
logo in his hatband; Ron got snagged by Rita Skeeter, who couldn’t quite push through all the 
way to Harry.  Luna and Ginny were lost somewhere in the crowd, too. 
 
Harry clung to Hermione after losing Ron, even though they both knew without discussion that it 
would raise all sorts of untrue rumors about the two of them supposedly dating.  Hermione 
couldn’t blame him for clinging to her—the media frenzy was overwhelming; there was no telling 
how they’d even find their way back to the rest of their trunks at the baggage cars in this 
madness, nor any guarantee that some overzealous reporter wouldn’t find those trunks first and 
rifle through their belongings.  Harry had Hedwig’s empty cage strapped to his trunk, but 
Hermione was carrying Crookshanks’ cat-carrier—and when some zealous reporter bashed into 
her, that was torn away by the press of bodies.  She heard an angry rrraaouwwrr and saw several 
bodies jump and swear, looking hastily down at their feet, marking the cat’s bid for freedom, and 
wished with an aching heart that she could join him— 
 
—Pain slashed through her wrists. 
 
Hermione gasped and jerked, losing her grip on Harry’s arm.  She stopped where she was, 
clutching at her forearms, staring down at them.  There was nothing visibly wrong, but the pain 
dug straight down to her bones, and burned with a sickening, strange, weakening sensation.  
Harry looked back at her, being pulled away by the forest of eager hands and flashing 
cameras…but whatever stunned look was on her face, he abruptly started fighting them off at the 
sight of it, shoving and pushing to get back at her, shouting words she couldn’t quite hear because 
of the buzzing numbness in her ears.  Ron’s tall figure, red hair bobbing above majority of the 
crowd, also twisted and swayed towards her; from the other side, Draco’s lean frame did the 
same. 
 
Nausea welled up inside her, along with a chest-tightening wave of fear.  It had one source, and 
one source alone…a voice she hadn’t heard in over a month.  A voice weak with what she 
suddenly realized was rapid bloodloss, from sharply severed arteries.  That voice was the source 
of her own pain, and dizziness, and filled her with a sympathetic weakness that made her stumble 
and fall, hastily caught in two pairs of arms:  Harry’s and Draco’s.  Concern for her had 
obliterated the last traces of their wariness around each other.  
 
[I love you…Hermione…  Will always…love you…] 
 
{—SEVERUS!!}  Oh god oh god oh god oh god… 
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Somehow, she found the strength to clutch at Harry’s shirt, as Draco supported her, shouting 
something at her over the roar of the crowd.  Flashbulbs flared so fast and so bright, trying to 
capture the unknown drama of her collapse, she couldn’t even see, they dazzled her eyes too 
badly.  Her lips moved, and it was like that previous time she’d collapsed, the night of the Final 
Battle; she wasn’t strong enough to speak over the roar of the crowd, but she knew he could hear 
her—he had to be able to hear her weakened voice, Merlin help her! 
 
“Severus…hurt…dying—save him, Harry..”  Darkness frayed the edges of her vision, as his hands 
jerked away from her.  Please let him have heard me… 
 
“ACCIO FIREBOLT!” 
 
The crowd gasped at that strong-voiced shout, and for a moment, there was a lull in the noise.  It 
ended with the sharp crack! of a Disapparation, and then Ron was there, lifting her in tandem 
with Draco, and then she couldn’t see anymore, could barely move, she was so weak, so dizzy, so 
nearly dead… 
 
{Severus…love you…don’t…don’t leave me…} 
 
[…Her…mione…] 
 
CXLVII. 
 
“—Professor!” 
 
[…Her…mione…love…] 
 
“God, so much blood—dammit, Professor, don’t you leave me!—Where is it?  Where is it?  I’ve 
been keeping it in my bloody cape—accio healing vial!” 
 
Hands fumbled at his face, prying open his jaw.  Severus barely felt them; he’d slumped halfway 
into the caldron, painfully hooked by his armpits into a slumped, semi-upright position, knees 
barely touching the floor, cheek half-pressed to the dagger that was still wedged into the handle-
loop digging painfully into his upper chest, his position-trapped arms dredging his bloodied hands 
through the Sangua Vitae, the willingly given life’s blood of a wizard.  How odd, the thoughts 
that ran through a dying mind:  Severus’ thoughts had fixated on the task he’d set himself—
Potter’s voice and touch were only a minor, distanced distraction… 
 
When added to any healing draught, the Sangua Vitae would instantly and exponentially increase 
its effectiveness a hundredfold; it was literally worth one hundred times its weight, drop for drop, 
in Galleons.  Ever-efficient, he’d decided on capturing and preserving his blood, even as he’d 
planned to slit his wrists and put the misery of living without her love behind him.  Rumor had 
that the Sangua Vitae was a vicious piece of Dark Magic, but it wasn’t; it really wasn’t…  
Voldemort had tried to use it for his own nefarious ends, but an unwilling sacrifice did not create 
the necessary properties; only a fully willing victim’s life-force was capable of bestowing the 
proper magical sanctification, and so it had been efficient of Severus to end his life in this way, 
really…one last gift to a wizarding world that had never really appreciated him, only what he 
could do for them… 
 
Fire choked his breath, burning down into his lungs, his stomach.  It seared into his veins, forcing 
life back into his body.  Severus recognized the flavour, as Potter tipped more than half the vial 
past his lips, flooding his body with the concentrated healing draught.  Stripping away the last of 
the alcohol poisoning his system. 

 
Unfortunately, while the blasted, concentrated brew would forcefully keep him alive…not even it 
could restore the sheer amount of blood Severus had lost.  Some of it, but not all by any means.  
Weak and dizzy, he kept his eyes closed, as he felt his too-weak body being manhandled out of 
the cauldron and laid out on the cold, hard, uncaring dungeon floor.  Until Potter the Prat pried 
open his eyelids one at a time, peering into their dazed, stygian depths with an intensity of 
feeling—of concern—in his expression that disconcered the dazed Potions Master.. 
 
“—C’mon, damn you!”  the Boy Who Annoyed swore at him.  “Wake up!  Don’t you dare die on 
Hermione!  Not when she’s decided to forgive you, you bloody old Slytherin git!  What the hell 
went through your mind, doing something this stupid?” 
 
…Forgive…me?  Oh, god, what had he done?  What had Severus drunkenly, foolishly done?  He 
groped for Hermione—he could’ve sworn he’d reached out to her mind, felt her grasp his back—
but he was too weak for the mental effort of trying again.  Surely it was an hallucination, anyway; 
the link had long since broken, and his impression that she’d cried out her love to him, well, that 
was probably just the febrile ravenings of a near-death mind.  Severus licked his lips, his voice 
too weak to ask the full question.  “…Her…mione…” 
 
“She collapsed, and said you were hurt—what the bloody hell were you thinking?  God, only a 
pathetic arsehole would try to commit suicide, when he’s got a girl like Hermione out there, 
waiting for him!”  Harry swore at him.  “I’ve got to get you to the Infirmary—I don’t know if 
Madame Pomfrey can get all this blood back into you or not, but if a double-dose that potion 
couldn’t revive you, then it’ll take more than that to fix what you so stupidly did!” 
 
“Ten…points…” 
 
“Yeah, I know—ten points from Gryffindor.  Stuff it!”  the voice of the Boy Who Was Impudent 
nattered impatiently in his ear.  “Voletica!  There, a litter to carry you; you’re too large a man to 
do it the Muggle way.  Stay with me, Severus!  Hermione would never forgive me if I let you 
die!” 
 
Called me…Severus…?  But he couldn’t stay awake any longer.  How inconvenient; he wanted to 
castigate the boy for daring to call him by his first name…and to ask him how Hermione had 
known he was dying… 
 
CXLVIII. 
 
“I don’t know what’s wrong with her!  She just collapsed!” 
 
That was Ron’s voice.  It swam in and out of Hermione’s consciousness unreliably.  The voice of 
whoever he was talking to was nothing more than garbled mush, by comparison. 
 
“Look, she’s paler than a Hogwart’s ghost!  It’s like she’s lost a lot of blood or something!” 
 
That was Draco’s voice; how odd. 
 
“Yeah, I’ve seen less anemic vampires!” 
 
That was Ron’s voice, again…agreeing with Draco?  Sure, Draco had changed for the better, but 
Ron cooperating with him?  Hermione couldn’t recall at the moment when that had started 
happening.  she tried to hold onto the voices.  She tried so hard, but they wavered in and out, little 
snippets of sound interspersed by stretches of blank unconsciousness. 
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“…want Fourth Floor; it looks like she’s been hexed, and the mediwizards…” 
 
“…Watch it, Weasley!  She doesn’t need a broken ankle or a cracked head!”  was followed by,  
“Shut up, Malfoy, and carry your end of…” 
 
And then a jumble of voices all nattering over her, some coming together, others with stretches of 
unconsciousness between them. 
 
“…Strangest case of blood-loss I’ve ever…”  “…Not having any effect; stop the Blood 
Restorative, and try a dose of…”  “…think this is a bit more serious than a hex…”  “Yes, let’s get 
Spangelle in on this case; she’s the expert at evoking unknown causes, and once we know the 
cause…” 
 
“…Floo Hogwarts and see if she’s eaten or drunk anything contaminated.”  “I’m on it…” 
 
“Miss Granger…Miss Granger!  Can you hear me, Miss Granger?” 
 
Hermione licked her lips and tried to speak; she was feeling a little better, but not quite ready to 
open her eyes.  Nor did she want anyone opening them for her; they kept shining the glowing tips 
of wands in her face whenever they did so.  “S…Severus…” 
 
“What was that?” 
 
“Severus…injured…help him…” 
 
“Does anybody know who this ‘Severus’ might be?  Was she in an accident?”  “No, I told you; 
those two young men out in the corridor brought her here, said they came straight from King’s 
Cross Station.”  “Well, ask them who this ‘Severus’ might be!  We might have another patient 
with an unknown curse on him or her out there!” 
 
The voices faded out again, then came back as she roused herself a little. 
 
“…They say it’s one of the teachers up at Hogwarts.”  “That’s odd; Floo Hogwarts and ask them 
what’s going on up there.”  “I’ve just got off the Floo with them, actually; they’ve got a bit of a 
medical emergency out there, something about one of their teachers losing a lot of blood.  They’ll 
get back to us on the food question.”  “Losing a lot of blood, you said?  What was the fellow’s 
name?”  “Something Snape, Sevum, September, something…”  “…Severus?”  “Yes, that was 
it!…” 
 
Hermione passed out from relief.  When she surfaced again, she was feeling a lot stronger, but 
conversely still very weak.  Waking, she found herself lying on her side, facing a window looking 
out over Muggle London, through which a shaft of sunlight poured.  From the angle of it, she’d 
slept the night away, but this wasn’t Hogwarts, and it was’t her family’s home… 
 
Severus! 
 
Sitting up, she twisted over, taking in three unsettling things:  she was wearing one of her own 
nightgowns, which meant someone had fetched her trunk from Platform 9 ¾ out at the train 
station; the place was very much one of the recovery wards at St. Mungo’s; and sitting beside her 
bed, beaming at her with a twinkling smile, was the perfect-teethed, curly-haired visage of 
Gilderoy bloody Lockhart. 
 

“—You’re awake!  How marvelous!  …I’ve been meaning to ask you ever since they brought you 
in here last night:  why do I keep picturing your face and a cage of Cornish pixies at the same 
time?  Hmm?  Would you like an autograph while you’re at it, young lady?”  Lockhart enquired 
cheerfully, giving her a charming, vacuous smile. 
 
It was an utterly undignified thing to do, but Hermione had no choice.  Not when presented with 
Gilderoy bloody Lockhart as the first person she saw, trapped in the loony-ward of St. Mungo’s 
with him.  Throwing back her head, she screamed. 
 
It had the dual blessing of scaring Lockhart right out of the chair by her bed, and summoning the 
duty nurse from her station further down the ward. 
 
“—Well!  If you’re going to be that way about it, see if I’ll give you my photograph!”  Bustling 
off, not even bothering to right the chair he’d knocked over when scrambling out of it, Lockhart 
left her blissfully alone just as the ward-nurse hurried up to her. 
 
“My dear, my dear—it’s so good to see you awake!  We thought you’d never recover from 
whatever it was that was inflicted on you!  What a nasty scare you gave us all—whyever did you 
scream, just now?”  the mediwitch fussed, plumping her pillow and urging Hermione to lie back.  
Hermione didn’t comply, shoving her hands away. 
 
“Leave it be; I’m fine!  I need my clothes…  Where are my clothes?”  Hermione demanded.  She 
knew exactly what was wrong with her; it was precisely what was wrong with Severus.  Which 
meant she had to get to him, to ascertain that he was alright.  She hadn’t imagined the pain in her 
wrists, the dizzying sensations of massive bloodloss, the healers who had worked over her talking 
about one of the teachers up at Hogwarts suffering from the very same ailment…nor the sound of 
his voice in her head, though that should have been utterly impossible.  At least, Hermione didn’t 
think she’d imagined his voice.  She needed to get to him to reassure herself that he was alright, 
and figure out how she could’ve heard his voice in her head more than a month after the bond 
between them had been broken. 
 
“Calm down, girl, calm down!”  the nurse soothed her, pressing her onto the bed when she tried 
to stand up.  “Everything’s just fine!  We’ll just get Dr. Spangelle in here to have a look-see at 
you…” 
 
“Fine.  Get the doctor in here, and get me my clothes, because I’ve got to get back to Hogwarts.” 
 
The smile the nurse gave her was a placating one, the sugary sort of patient, placating smile she 
would probably give Lockhart if he offered the woman one of his signed photographs.  “Don’t 
you worry about going anywhere, young lady; you’re under the influence of a powerful but subtle 
piece of magic that we haven’t quite placed yet, and until we’ve figured out what it is, I’m afraid 
we cannot let you out and about in the world.  Why, you might collapse again!” 
 
“I collapsed because Severus Snape, Potions Master of Hogwarts, was a colossal idiot and tried to 
commit suicide!”  Hermione snapped, uncaring anymore if anyone learned of their affair. 
 
She hadn’t imagined his voice in her head.  Somehow, they were still connected telepathically; 
that was why Hermione had nearly been expelled during the N.E.W.T. session.  It was the only 
thing that made sense…even as it didn’t make sense.  That was how she’d known what was 
wrong with him; she couldn’t reach out to him now, couldn’t sense his mind with her own—
probably only the threat to his life had allowed even that brief moment of contact, earlier—but 
Hermione knew she was still bound to him, somehow.  Unfortunately, she was stuck in the loony-
ward of St. Mungo’s, without any decent clothes, suffering a nurse who had clearly spent too long 
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in the loony-ward to know when a patient was perfectly sane.  And still feeling disconcertingly 
weak and dizzy. 
 
“There, there; obviously you’re under a lot of stress at the moment, imagining that someone 
else’s troubles have any bearing upon your own…” 
 
Hermione wanted to rip the sugary, placating smile off the lips of the irritating mediwitch.  
Forcing her anger and frustration tightly under control, she stated as calmly as she could,  “Would 
you be so kind as to contact Hogwarts and ask for Professor Kathleen Frejne, the Defence 
Mistress, to get her little American arse down here as soon as possible?  And if you could contact 
Harry Potter, Ron Weasley, Ginny Weasley, and Luna Lovegood, I would be ever so obliged.” 
 
The nurse smiled, though it was slightly strained.  “That’s nice, dearie.  You just rest right here, 
and wait for Dr. Spangelle to arrive.” 
 
“And when will the good doctor arrive?”  Hermione asked through clenched teeth. 
 
“She has afternoon rounds, so she’ll be around in about four more hours at the earliest.  Just lie 
back down and rest, there’s a good poppet,”  the woman ordered her. 
 
Her anger was giving her energy.  Snapping out her wrist, Hermione asserted,  “Sartorlagen!” 
 
Her nightgown fluttered onto the bedding, replaced in an instant by the clothes she had been 
wearing when she’d stepped off the train yesterday or whenever.  She hadn’t known if she could 
actually summon them from an unknown location, but apparently all it took was picturing the 
garments clearly enough, and wishing them into place on her body strongly enough. 
 
“Oh!  You still have your wand!”  The mediwitch reached for it, but Hermione moved faster than 
she could, dropping the wand back into its hidden charm-bracelet.  “Give me—huh, it’s gone…  
No matter; it must’ve fallen into the bedding, somewhere—wait a minute!  You can’t just get up 
and leave!” 
 
“—I’m perfectly sane, you old biddy!”  Hermione snapped, firming her determination to make up 
for the trembling in her legs.  “I’m telepathically linked to the bloody Potions Master of 
Hogwarts.  All of my symptomology is a direct result of the injuries he has sustained.  That’s why 
I have all the symptoms of massive bloodloss, but no sign of any actual lost levels of blood.  It’s 
all secondhand suffering!” 
 
The nurse tutted and tried to catch her.  Hermione got as far as the next bed, before her legs gave 
out.  Crumpling to the floor, Hermione clung to the metal frame at the foot of the bed, panting as 
she rested.  Focusing her strength, she shoved off the hands of the nurse.  Damn, Severus must’ve 
lost a lot of blood… 
 
Four very welcome figures entered the ward.  Hermione almost wept with relief at the sight of 
Ron Weasley, Draco Malfoy…and flinched with guilt at the sight of a very worried Jeffrey and 
Rachel Granger.  Her parents.  Someone must have fetched them from the station; for all she 
knew, they might’ve even visited her last night, while she was still passed out from secondhand 
bloodloss. 
 
“Mum, Dad, Ron, Draco…down here!”  she called out, summoning enough energy to pull herself 
upright again.  Only to sag onto the metal railing at the foot of the unoccupied bed, still too weak 
to walk any farther.  Another impatient shove got the nurse to back off, tsking and frowning at her 
independent-minded, stubborn, weak patient. 

 
Rachel hurried toward her, worry creasing her forehead in a deep frown.  “You’re going straight 
back to bed, young lady!” 
 
“Sod off, Mum, with all due respect—Ron, have you heard anything back from Harry?”  
Hermione asked her best friend.  Harry had taken his Firebolt and Apparated himself off to rescue 
Severus, no doubt intending to fly the broom up to the castle from just beyond the school 
grounds, where Apparation was still possible.  The fact that Severus had been reported in the 
hands of Madame Pomfrey last night—she hadn’t hallucinated that!—meant that Harry had 
gotten to him in time. 
 
He looked at Draco, who answered for him.  “I visited Hogwarts this morning, myself.  Professor 
Snape’s been stabilized, but Madame Pomfrey said it’ll take him a couple weeks to recover from 
the blood-loss.”  The platinum-haired young man snorted derisively.  “The fool cast it into an 
enspelled cauldron, turning it into Blood-Water; you can’t put it back into the veins once it’s been 
consecrated like that.  Of course, he’ll be an incredibly wealthy fool, ‘cause the Headmaster says 
it’s still a valid sacrifice, even if he didn’t actually kill himself.” 
 
“Great.  I’ll be feeling like secondhand shite for days…”  Hermione muttered, while her mind 
raced. 
 
“Watch your language, young lady!”  her mother castigated her. 
 
“What’s Blood-Water?”  her father asked, eyeing Draco in curiosity. 
 
“Sangua Vitae.  The ‘noble self-sacrifice’ of a wizard’s life-blood.  It’s a powerful ingredient for 
augmenting the effectiveness of most healing potions,”  Draco admitted with an uncomfortable 
shrug.  “I didn’t think he’d ever do something that insane, but he did.  I don’t think he realized it 
would affect you…though I’d love to know how that was possible, myself.” 
 
“Erm…Hermione, sweetie, why are you all talking about your Potions professor as if his 
condition affects yours?”  Rachel Granger asked delicately, eyeing her daughter cautiously. 
 
“Uh, well…er…”  Hermione looked at Ron, who had flushed, and Draco, who looked impatient.  
Her mother looked inquisitive, and her father implacable.  She knew that lattermost look.  Daddy 
Wanted Answers, and he wasn’t going to budge until he got them.  Sighing, Hermione gave them 
glumly.  “Well…‘Herman’ is Professor Snape, Mum, Dad.  That’s why it was so bloody 
complicated.” 
 
Her parents exchanged disconcerted looks, but it was Ron’s jaw that hit the floor.  “—‘Herman’ 
is Severus Snape?” 
 
“What do you mean by calling Professor Snape ‘Herman’?” Draco asked, frowning in confusion.  
“That’s not his name.” 
 
“It’s a bit of a long story, Draco…”  Of all four of them, he was the only one who hadn’t 
encountered Severus’ brief alter-ego.  Hermione hung her head, wondering how she got herself 
into such complicated messes.  And this time, without Harry or Ron being an integral part of it.  
So much for being convinced their past escapades had been entirely her friends’ fault… 
 
CXLIX. 
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Severus pried open his eyes.  He was still alive.  The annoying, lightning-scarred source of his 
survival was hunched over in a chair at the side of his bed, tears staining his cheeks below the 
rims of those ridiculous, round-framed glasses…holding a sheaf of familiar, seal-broken 
parchment in his hands. 
 
“Those…are personal, boy…” 
 
Harry jerked at the rough growl.  The sheer, relieved look he turned on Severus disconcerted the 
Potions Master.  “Thank god you’re awake!  How do you feel?” 
 
“Like violated shite—that was personal!”  he tried to yell.  It came out as weak as a newborn 
kitten’s cry, not like a bloody Gryffindor lion’s roar.  As vicious as a serpent’s hiss, but still too 
weak for the necessary intimidating impact. 
 
Harry sniffed and wiped his nose with his sleeve—disgusting habit—and lifted the sheaf of paper.  
“I had no choice.  I had to know what the hell was going through your mind, to do what you did.  
I’ve…I’ve never read anything so beautiful in my life.  Even if it utterly squicks me that you’re 
writing it about my best bloody friend in the whole world.” 
 
“Sod off,”  Severus groused, looking away.  He wanted to reach up, throttle the boy, and yank 
those precious pages out of the Potter Prat’s hands, but it was a struggle just to stay conscious.  
He was so tired…  “Those were private words, not meant for you.” 
 
“Sod off, yourself.  You can kill me when you’re whole and well again—speaking of which, it’s 
time for you to take your Restorative Draught.  Madame Pomfrey says you’re a colossal idiot, and 
you deserve all the weakness from your bloodloss, and all the nagging everyone’s supposed to be 
giving you.  From me and Dumbledore, as well as her.” 
 
“That bastard can go fuck himself!”  Severus swore, finding enough energy to do so from the 
wellspring of his hatred for the old manipulator.  “May he rot in hell for what he’s done!” 
 
“Yeah, well, I read that letter, too.  I even passed it on to him,”  Harry told Severus dryly.  “Of 
course, I don’t know how he took it, ‘cause I had to owl it to him since he hasn’t been seen since 
the Leaving Feast, just left a note in his office about an emergency trip he had to make—I can 
even thank ‘Mione for teaching me how to re-melt sealing wax so that it looks unbroken, last 
year—but I do know you’d make an even more terrifying House-ghost than the Bloody Baron.  
Were you really going to spend all of eternity haunting Dumbledore in this and all future 
incarnations?” 
 
“…He ruined my life.”  It was all the answer he needed to give, for Harry thankfully nodded his 
understanding. 
 
“Don’t blame you one bit, really.  After all the things I’ve read…by the by, thank you for the 
letter you wrote to me.  I’m very glad you were a big enough man to change your mind about me.  
And since you’re not going to die…I think I’d like to be friends with you, real friends,”  Potter 
added with disconcerting honesty.  He lifted the sheaf of paper still in his hands.  “Especially 
after reading how you feel about ‘Mione.  Without this…I had my doubts about your sincerity 
and your true intentions before, but not anymore.  Not after reading this.” 
 
“Insufferable, invasive bastard,”  Severus muttered. 
 
“Yeah, well, learn to live with it.  We’re friends now, which means you’re bloody well stuck with 
me.  For her sake, if nothing else.” 

 
That eked a small, grudging nod out of Severus.  He did mean all the complimentary things he’d 
written in his letter to Harry, but right now, he was feeling too miserable to bother with social 
niceties.  Thankfully, the boy—the young man—didn’t take his churlish brusqueness amiss.  He 
changed the subject slightly.  “Did you read all of my correspondence?” 
 
“Yes, I did.  I’m going to take this one,”  Harry stated, holding up the fourth letter, the one that 
was just a single, solitary sheet of paper,  “to Hermione so she can read it herself.” 
 
Severus glanced away for a moment.  “Please, don’t.  I don’t want to upset her.  I don’t even want 
her to know that I…” 
 
Black brows arched skeptically, when he looked back.  “It’s a bit late for that, Severus—and 
don’t give me that look; I’m not your student anymore, and you’re not my teacher.  Friends also 
call each other by their first names, so just lie there and suffer, will you?” 
 
“As if I have a choice,”  Severus snorted.  He was took weak to even lift his head, at the moment. 
 
“Alright, I won’t bring this one to her.  But I’ll take the other one to her—”  He paused, for 
Severus had shaken his head.  “—Why not?  It’s bloody perfect!” 
 
“Because…just because.”  How could he explain the turmoil in his head to Potter, when he was 
too uncomfortable to examine it closely, himself?  All the fears roiling inside made his stomach 
churn with nerves.  He’d never been an overly demonstrative man; knowing that Potter had just 
read a good portion of his innermost thoughts—he should never have committed them to paper!  
Such things were best reserved for the Veritamoria potion…if Hermione would let him cast the 
ritual once more.  “I want…I want to tell her myself.” 
 
“Okay…but if you’re asking me, she’d really benefit from reading this.  Girls really do like 
mushy love-letters.  Even Ginny.” 
 
Severus closed his eyes on a pained expression.  “I really didn’t need to hear about your love-life, 
Potter.” 
 
“I’m not giving you any details, so you can just suffer.  Of course, I wish Hedwig would’ve 
arrived about half an hour earlier than she did, so that you could’ve read Hermione’s letter 
apologizing for her losing her temper and asking for you to visit her at her parents’ house for that 
explanation you wanted to give her,”  the Boy Who Read Private Correspondences added, making 
Severus’ chest ache,  “which would’ve given you reason enough to not attempt such an extremely 
stupid thing as suicide.  And speaking as your friend, you are a complete idiot, worthy of having 
six hundred points stripped from Slytherin—and a year’s worth of utterly boring detentions spent 
locked in a room with Professor Binns—for being too quick to believe you had nothing left to 
live for,”  Harry lectured him.  “While there’s a single breath left in your body, there is always 
hope.  I learned that much, because of the war.  I’d have though you were smart enough to learn 
that, too.” 
 
“…Are you done lecturing me, yet?”  Severus muttered resentfully. 
 
“No.  One last thing, before I leave you for a little while.”  Harry paused, looked uncomfortable 
for a moment, then offered,  “I love Hermione.  Not…not like you do, but she’s as much a part of 
me as my left arm, like Ron’s my right arm.  I came here to help you for her sake alone, because 
she’s like the sister I never had but always wanted…but now I’m going to help you for your sake, 
too.  For both your sakes’.  And there’s something only I can do to help you.  I don’t know how 
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long it’ll take, but I’ll do it to give you time to recover.  So you lie there and recover, because I’ll 
come back and give you hell if you don’t.” 
 
Severus thought about saying,  “So long as you go away…”,  but refrained, closing his eyes 
without a reply.  Maybe it was just the bloodloss, or brain-damage, or—Merline help him—actual 
belief that the Boy Who Annoyed truly meant what he said, but the Potions Master couldn’t 
summon the strength to disparage that offer.  It was with relief that he heard Harry Potter get up 
and leave.  His emotions were still in a turmoil from the sacrifice he’d tried to make, and the 
knowledge that it had been utterly unnecessary, as well as foolhardy.  Pouring alcohol upon his 
depression and angst had clearly not been the wisest move. 
 
I solemnly swear—as God is my witness—I will never get that stupidly drunk again…just give me 
my Hermione back again… 
 
CL. 
 
Against her urges, though reluctantly with her better judgement, Hermione agreed to stay at St. 
Mungo’s until she had enough strength to travel more than ten or twenty feet before exhausting 
herself.  But she put up an unholy fuss about being sequestered in the restricted ward,  “—
Especially with bloody Lockhart!”  and was duly moved to a more mundane women’s ward on a 
lower floor.  The doctors insisted on prodding and poking her with their wands, but though she 
acknowledged the telepathic bond between her and her former teacher, Hermione refused to tell 
them exactly what kind of a bond it was—Eromantic—nor how it had been formed—Tantric 
ritual—nor any other salacious detail that might repercuss poorly upon his job as her former 
teacher. 
 
The doctors knew she was holding something back, and pestered her relentlessly, especially 
Spangelle, a petite, crow-nosed woman with short dark hair, heavy frames on her glasses, and all 
sorts of wild theorems as to what was really going on with Hermione.  None of which came even 
close to the truth.  But she persistently tried to jam Hermione’s triangular peg into a square hole 
anyway, and when that didn’t fit, into a round hole, and a star-shaped hole, and a cross-shaped 
hole…  Her disbelief that Hermione already knew what was really going on, nearly drove the 
younger witch mad—the woman was apparently looking for a brand-new curse, in Hermione’s 
opinion, that could make herself a name in the wizarding medical community by uncovering it 
and hopefully figuring out how to cure it.  All Hermione could do was grit her teeth and do her 
best to ignore the so-called Healer. 
 
When Hermione requested that Kathleen Frejne be contacted and brought down to answer the 
nosy doctor’s endless stream of questions and theorems, Hermione learned the disquietening 
news that Frejne had lit out of the school at some point right after the Hogwarts Express had 
taken off, and that no one had heard from her since…and the even more puzzling news that the 
Headmaster, too, was still missing on some unspecified emergency that no one knew anything 
about, and had been missing since some point shortly after the Leaving Feast. 
 
Finally Hermione was discharged, physically well enough to walk the length of the wards, down 
the stairs, and out the doors, though she did have to pause and rest twice.  She let her parents 
drive her home, rather than charging on up to Hogwarts; Hermione was still too weak to Apparate 
safely over that much distance, according to the Healers.  She also wanted to relax and rest for 
another day or two, but fear was another factor; she’d said some very nasty things to Severus at 
the end, things which had driven him into committing suicide.  Hermione feared the damage she 
had clearly done to their relationship. 
 

The awareness that she was capable of driving the man she loved to prefer killing himself over 
living with the apparent loss of her love weighed heavily on her soul. 
 
But, midway through the second week of recovery, she was strong enough to make it to the 
public Floo in downtown Exeter, and from there travel to Bath, then take a Floo-connection to 
Hogsmeade.  The long trek up to the castle depleted her reserves, forcing her to stop several times 
along the way.  Still, it was with satisfaction that Hermione walked in through the front doors on 
her own two feet…rested for a few minutes against the base of the currently empty Gryffindor 
House-points hourglass, then crossed the last few corridors of her journey.  She had come to see 
Severus, who from Draco’s reports—Harry was busy keeping the ravenous reporters sated by 
feeding on interviews with himself, rather than sniffing at the attempted suicide of the Potions 
Master of Hogwarts, and the simultaneous collapse of the ex-Head Girl—wasn’t even as strong as 
she was. 
 
Disconcertingly, she found Madame Pomfrey to be the sole occupant of the Infirmary, busy 
cataloguing the medical supplies in the storeroom at the end of the ward. 
 
Even more disconcerting, the woman fairly quivered with indignation, relating the confusing 
news that,  “Professor Frejne took Professor Snape right out of here while my back was turned!  
One moment they were chatting, and I’d nipped off to get myself a cuppa tea, and the next—
poof!  Gone!  And no, I don’t know where they’ve gone.  Though I’m saving up a few choice 
words for when they come back, I can tell you!  That man was as weak as a kitten, and that ruddy 
American lioness had the gall to take him away from his rest!” 
 
Hermione honestly didn’t know what to think of that. 
 
CLI. 
 
“Psst!  Wake up!” 
 
Groggy with sleep, Severus pried his eyes open.  A familiar blond figure stood before him, but 
only because he recognized those panda-ear buns on the top of her head.  He didn’t recognize the 
no-nonsense, all-black outfit she wore, clad in a short-sleeved Muggle blouse, sturdy black jeans 
and matching trainers.  It was the least colourful outfit he’d ever seen her wear, and one of the 
most western-hemisphered.  Sitting up in one of the Infirmary beds—Poppy refused to let him go 
back to his quarters, just yet—Severus knuckled the sand out of his eyes, frowning at her.  
“…Kathleen.  I thought you were on vacation.  What are you doing here?” 
 
“I’ve found him—hello, Poppy!”  Kathleen called out loudly, smiling at the school nurse.  “Just 
having a little visit; go on back to whatever you were doing…nosy little mediwitch,”  she 
muttered under her breath, holding her smile for a few seconds more, until they were alone again.  
When she spoke again, it was briskly, quietly, and obscurely.  “Right.  We haven’t got much 
time.  Tonight’s a half-moon, a week before the waxing of the full.  It’s got to be now; I know 
where he is, and if we can’t be quickly compatible, this gives us a few days to set up the trap, and 
a few more to quit seeing each other, if things go sour once we’re linked.” 
 
“What are you babbling about?”  Severus asked the Defence Mistress, frowning in confusion. 
 
“Veritamoria—you promised, remember?”  she prodded him.  “You agreed I could borrow a dose 
from your amulet, and your magical assistance in trapping and holding Remus Lupin long enough 
to administer the ritual to him, in exchange for assisting you in breaking the link with you and 
your lady.  Now, I realize that didn’t work out too well in the end, but then I didn’t know at the 
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time just what was going on between the two of you.  Now that I do…well, hindsight is always 
twenty-twenty, as they say.” 
 
Severus sat up at that, ignoring the fact that he was clad only in pajama bottoms, given the 
warmth of the summer nights of late.  “What do you mean by that?  What is it you know?” 
 
The look she levelled at him was utterly sober.  “Get me the amulet-phial, and I’ll tell you 
everything.” 
 
A glance at Poppy’s office door showed her still out of sight.  Flicking out his wand, Severus 
muttered the Robing version of the Disrobing Charm, clothing himself in underclothes, trousers, 
shirt and shoes.  It was too warm a morning to want to don his frock-coat, even in the usually 
drafty old castle.  Climbing out of the bed, he walked with her out of the Infirmary, leading her 
down to his dungeon office.  He had to pause a few times along the way to rest, but only for a few 
moments; his recuperation was progressing slowly but steadily.  And though it was a relief to 
reach the peaceful quiet of his classroom—so pleasant after Poppy’s nattering and nagging—he 
didn’t pause, but went straight to the storeroom, unlocked it, entered, and pulled down the dusty 
box from the topmost shelf, bringing it back as far as his classroom desk. 
 
A pause to collect himself, and he unlocked the aged little casket.  Setting aside the reduced 
letters he’d stored in there—including the ones she’d sent to him via his friends, treasured pieces 
of parchment—he stepped aside so she could take the amulet out of the box.  “There it is.  Don’t 
damage it.” 
 
“Not just yet.  Take it out of the box, and hold it in your hand,”  Kathleen directed him. 
 
Uncomfortable with the thought of holding the oddly shaped phial and watching it fill with 
amethyst liquid, Severus hesitated.  Finally, he reached in and scooped out the necklace, letting 
the golden chain dangle from his hand.  And wait for it to fill. 
 
And waited. 
 
It didn’t fill. 
 
“…Shite,”  Severus swore, sinking into his chair in despair.  “It’s broken!  It no longer works!  
Just bloody great; I’ve broken a thousand-year-old heirloom!”  Now he’d have to go to China and 
petition someone at the Forbidden University for another draught of the stuff, because he couldn’t 
imagine spending the rest of his life without Hermione’s presence in his mind.  It would kill him 
in sheer frustration to take her only into his arms, but not into his heart, his thoughts. 
 
“Give it here, Severus,”  the DADA teacher ordered him. 
 
“I don’t know what good it’ll do you, since it’s broken,”  Severus repeated darkly, though he 
handed it over to her.  She plucked it by the chain from his grip, and dropped it into her left palm.  
Gripping it for a moment, she balanced it on her reopened hand.  Rich purple liquid seeped 
rapidly into existence.  Severus stared at the amulet, then at her.  “How…that’s not possible!” 
 
Catching his wrist, Katheen turned up his palm and dropped the amulet on it.  She closed his 
fingers briefly around the flat, oval, gold-wrapped phial, then urged him to open his fingers, 
carefully not touching any of it, not even the chain anymore.  Warily, Severus uncurled his 
fingers.  The liquid inside had vanished.  Evaporated.  Disappeared. 
 
Severus blinked down at the bottle in his hand. 

 
“…Now do you understand?”  the witch next to him asked quietly, intensely.  “The matching, 
near-identical wands were one sign.  The higher than expected increase in Miss Granger’s 
magical performance—her ability to perform as powerful a piece of wandless magic as 
ectoignuu—both of your powers increased above and beyond what they should have been 
boosted, had your bond been a normal one.  Why she collapsed when you were captured, the day 
of the Final Battle…and how both of you had the power to overcome what I suspect was half a 
century’s worth of heavily layered magical defenses against death and betrayal, when you cast 
those last two spells against old Moldie-butt. 
 
“It explains why, the moment you and I kissed, both of you experienced searing pain.  Why you 
couldn’t break the second-stage bond through the easier route of abstinence, even under the 
effects of a Dreamless Draught,”  Kathleen continued, as inexorable as falling snow, as inevitable 
as an avalanche.  “Why you were so violently ill after breaking it with me, and why both of you 
were so bloody hysterical—well, why she was so emotional; I understand you just tried to drink 
yourself to death.” 
 
There was a touch of censure in her voice, but Severus had already promised himself, no more 
drunken binges, ever, if God gave him his beloved back. 
 
Kathleen continued.  “This explains the massive mood swings, the incredible bouts of rage and 
depression, the fits of insane jealousy…the way you couldn’t find any pleasure in the act of 
breaking the link, but instead found only excruciating pain.  What the gods put so determinedly 
together, mere man will suffer greatly if he ever tries to tear it asunder,”  she murmured as he 
stared at her.  “This is why she could still be affected by your own physical condition, when you 
stupidly decided to end your life—you do realize, had you succeeded, you would’ve killed her, 
too?” 
 
Pain stabbed through him at that thought—to have killed her!  It was unthinkable, unbearable…  
“…Impossible,”  Severus breathed, looking down at the amulet in his hand.  “Inconceivable!” 
 
“Very possible.  The refusal of the amulet to refill itself in your hands indicates, beyond all 
contestation, that you are still bound to her.  It is the only incontrovertible proof.  Did you know 
she was almost thrown out of the N.E.W.T.s for still being telepathically bound to someone?”  
Kathleen prodded him dryly.  “You’re still Mind-Bound to her.  Nothing in Heaven or Hell could 
break that bond, let alone any paltry means sought down here on Earth…because you’re Soul-
Bound to her.” 
 
“The odds are impossible!”  Severus asserted, still staring at the phial.  “You…maybe you 
mistook the signs?”  God…if it were true, he’d nearly killed her!  First he’d scorned and slapped 
the woman he loved literally more than his own life, and then he’d nearly…he’d nearly…  I must 
know! 
 
Rising and stepping around the blond witch, Severus left the classroom, still a little shaky, but 
determined to get to the truth.  The Floo connection in his classroom was gone, so he made the 
longer trek down to the mural, the DADA exchange-teacher following close behind.  He didn’t 
care if she entered his quarters anymore.  What he needed was down at the bottom of those long 
stairs, and off through the corridor to the left. 
 
The Grimoires of Vatsyanna were still sitting in solitary splendour on one of his lab tables.  
Hermione certainly hadn’t come back to claim it, and he hadn’t bothered to touch it.  Setting 
down the amulet, Severus stood the heavy book up on its spine with unsteady fingers. 
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Kathleen eyed it with awe, fingers reaching out towards the heavy leather cover.  “Is that what I 
think it is…?” 
 
Severus didn’t bother to answer her.  Instead, he addressed the tome balanced in his hands.  
“Show me everything on Veritamoria Soul-Bound couples.” 
 
The book cracked open after a moment.  Severus sank onto a stool, and read all the parts he had 
dismissed before.  They weren’t so highly improbable, anymore… 
 
************************* 
 
A black elephant painted in metallic gold polkadots rollerskates into the laboratory.  It bears a 
banner draped over its body in cloth-of-gold (being the last pachyderm of the series, it gets the 
fanciest appearance) stitched with black silk embroidery and hung with a fringe made of real 
gold baubles, reading:  “Long, boring treatise on Veritamoria ahead.  Those who prefer to be 
easily amused may wish to skip to the next asterisk-marked section—what, did you honestly think 
these pachyderms were hired solely to warn you of NC-17 content?   ~Lotm” 
 
************************* 
 
Stages of Veritamoria: 
 
Eternal Veritamoria, or the Soul-Bound stage, is not really a stage or level, per se, though it will 
be called such for convenience.  It is not achievable through acts of thought, emotion or will, as 
the other levels of Veritamoria can be attained, but rather is apparently arranged by the decree of 
Fate itself.  An eternally-bound Veritamoria coupling will appear on the surface to be a typical 
Veritamoria pairing, beginning with the basic-level stage of Veritamoria, and progressing as 
normal through the other two levels of intermediate and advanced.  It is distinguished from all 
other pairings, however, by the instantaneous blending of their souls, and with it, their magical 
energies.  It is also extremely rare for a Veritamoria-pairing to be provably Soul-Bound. 
 
(Proportions of eternal-stage Veritamoria-parings are estimated by a study conducted in 1959 by 
the Tantric Temple Council to occur approximately once per 100,000 couples, which are 
extremely low odds.) 
 
This proof manifests itself in six ways: 
 
The first manifestation is apparent from very early in the bonding, though it is not in any way, 
shape or form to be taken as a guarantee of eternal-level Veritamoria.  One or both of their wands 
in a pairing may cease to function and respond adequately, necessitating the acquisition of two 
near-identical wands in their composition and responsiveness for both partners.  Again, this is not 
in and of itself an adequate test of confirming eternal-stage Veritamoria, as there are a number of 
medical and metaphysical changes, curses, and spells that can cause wand-usage to alter in one or 
both partners.  Wizards and witches are cautioned strongly against believing that, if their wands 
are similar, they must be a Soul-Bound couple.  All six manifestations must be present to qualify. 
 
The second manifestation is the ability to perform each other’s special magics, once the 
intermediate-stage has been achieved, if the witch or wizard has any.  Special magics include 
such rare inborn abilities as the Animal Tongues—Maurelangue, the language of felines; 
Parseltongue, the language of serpents; Sirrilshriek, the language of raptors; and so forth—or one 
or more of the Elemental Magics, Terramancy, Aquamancy, Pyromancy, or Aeromancy; an 
inborn talent for Ectomancy, the art of spirit-magic; Metamorphmancy, and so on and so forth.  

These abilities are only shared once both partners have achieved the intermediate-level of 
Veritamoria. 
 
These special magics, which are of the kind not commonly found in the general wizarding 
population, will become instantly usable by the witch or wizard’s partner as well as themselves, 
in a mutually Soul-Bound pairing.  If neither partner has a special magic, this makes detecting 
eternal-stage Veritamoria slightly more difficult, and if neither partner is aware of their eternal-
level linkage, it is also difficult to detect, as they simply will not realize that they can use their 
partner’s ability or abilities as their own.  However, this ‘proof’ must also be used cautiously in 
determining whether a couple is Soul-Bound or not; younger witches and wizards may not 
necessarily know if they have a particular special magic until it manifests itself.  It is uncommon, 
but possible for a couple to start out sharing the same ability of Metamorphmagic or Aquamancy, 
to not be aware of this coincidence, and also not be eternal-level Veritamoria partners; it is much 
rarer for an eternal Soul-Bond to provably exist. 
 
The third manifestation is usually only noticed if and when a couple achieves advanced-stage 
Veritamoria.  They will always have the basic-level telepathic communication via touch, and of 
course the intermediate-level telepathic communication at a distance, but once they are Mind-
Bound in the ritual Oath of Marriage, there will be no cessation of second-stage distance 
communication, regardless of how long they may go without sexual congress.  This is one of the 
more telling manifestation of an eternal-level Veritamoria union, and the one most commonly 
discovered, as most Soul-Bound couples that achieve the intermediate-stage usually go into the 
advanced-stage of Oathbound Marriage without testing their boundaries by attempting to break 
the Veritamoria-bond. 
 
However, as ten percent of the wizarding population who are at the Heart-Bound stage of 
distance-telepathy are capable of sustaining their distance-link through sexually active dream-
sharing, this is also to be taken as a conditional proof at best; for this reason, the ability to 
maintain the distance-telepathy as an Oath-Bound couple is also not considered to be 
incontrovertible proof, as it can be maintained by a significant percentage of the population 
through dream-sharing. 
 
The fourth manifestation itself is the inability to completely break the basic-level Veritamoria 
between the couple, by accident or deliberation, though damage can be done to the function of the 
intermediate-stage, if the couple is not yet Oathbound to each other.  (See Breaking Veritamoria 
below)  In addition, regardless of the length of time that may have elapsed, once the eternally-
bound couple has reached the intermediate stage, any mutually satisfying sexual activity 
thereafter will instantly restore their ability to communicate at a distance with each other.  This is 
the other telling manifestation used to indicate an eternally-bound couple.  Those who are 
eternally-bound are quite literally bound for all eternity to each other. 
 
The fifth manifestation is the experiencing of soul-pain by both partners, should one of the two 
partners engage in sexual congress with another, whether that be by willing effort, or if they force 
another.  If they are raped or forced to have unwilling sexual congress with someone else, the 
person doing the raping will experience a commensurate level of pain in proportion to the 
violation of the Soul-Bound partner.  It is not recommended that this method be used to test for 
eternal-binding between a pair of Veritamoria partners. 
 
The sixth manifestation is usually noted only after an attempt has been made to break the 
Veritamoria-bond in willful, mutually consentual sexual congress with another person.  If either 
eternally-bound partner then clasps a Veritamoria amulet-phial in their hand after the lunar month 
of abstinence has passed, the amethyst potion inside does not appear; if someone else clasps the 
amulet and it fills, if one or the other separated Soul-Bound partner then clasps the vial, the liquid 
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will vanish instantly.  This is the only incontrovertible proof of the existence of an eternal-bond, 
provided the distance-telepathy stage has not been established or has been successfully broken, 
and a full lunar month has passed since the couple’s last bout of sexual congress.  The amulets 
will respond to anyone else after having broken the link and abstained for a month-plus, refilling 
itself at a touch, but not the Soul-Bound pairing.  (See Notes on Acquiring Veritamoria) 
 
Eternal Veritamoria is the rarest of all forms of True Love, and because of the above caveats, it is 
often difficult to detect.  The rare couple that qualifies for these caveats will also have a higher 
interest in and level of energy for prolonged, intense sexual activity with each other, and thus its 
bonds will rarely be tested through the means of deliberately-chosen abstinence or sexual 
congress with another (see Breaking Veritamoria below), but this increased level of sexual 
activity is not to be taken as an indicator in any way, shape or form!  Sexual interest and energy 
can be raised in normal pairings simply by the physical appreciation for one’s partner, by being in 
good, physically fit health, and through many means and factors of sexual stimulation and 
excitation, from attractive modes of dress to seductive topics of conversation, from the titillation 
of a circumstance to the inspiration of a location.  Only qualifying for all six proofs above can 
determine with absolute certainty whether a Veritamoria bond is normal or eternal. 
 
Maintaining Veritamoria:
 
Eternal Veritamoria:  The basic-stage of touch-based telepathic communication needs no 
maintenance whatsoever between a Soul-Bound couple.  Once the initial, simultaneously-
climaxed ritual of Veritamoria has been undertaken, the couple will always be able to reach each 
other’s emotions, opinions, memories, and thoughts, conscious or subconscious, at a simple 
physical touch.  No known act will break the basic touch-level telepathic communication between 
the two. 
 
Once the intermediate-stage has been achieved, the couple will rarely lose their ability to 
communicate at a distance after one half lunar cycle has passed without sexual contact.  This is 
usually prevented naturally by reoccurring instances of dream-sharing, but it can be broken with 
difficulty by sexual congress with another person.  The moment the Soul-Bound couple resume 
mutually satisfying sexual activities, however, distanced communication will be restored.  In half 
of the Soul-Bound couples on record, they were able to maintain their link via dream-sharing 
anyway.  (See Stages of Veritamoria, above) 
 
When the advanced-stage has been achieved and the couple have been Oathbound in Marriage, 
no length of sexual abstinence will be able to terminate either their basic or their intermediate 
level of telepathic communication, making the eternally-bound pairing the easiest of all the four 
forms to maintain, magically. 
 
Breaking Veritamoria: 
 
Eternal-stage:  No amount of sexual congress with a non-Veritamoria partner can break the basic-
stage of touch-based telepathic communication between a Soul-Bound couple, once the initial 
Veritamoria ritual has been completed to the point of the required, mutual, simultaneous orgasm 
between the two partners.  However, any sexually-focused contact with a non-Veritamoria 
partner will will cause physical pain and physical revulsion within the body of both eternal-
Veritamoria partners, at both the basic and intermediate levels; physical arousal is extremely 
difficult, if not outright impossible, for the Soul-Bound member who is attempting to engage in 
sexual activities with someone other than their partner.  The more sexual contact with another 
person, the more pain will be experienced. 
 

(The pain experienced during a willing attempt at sexual intercourse and/or orgasmic mutual 
masturbation with another person is reputed to be excruciating, and has been compared to having 
one’s heart carved out of one’s chest with a knife dipped in carbolic acid, with no pain-
anesthetizing spells.)  A successfully administered orgasm to a non-Bound partner will cause the 
cessation of the second-stage distance-telepathy within an intermediate-bound couple, though 
again, nothing can sever the basic-stage of touch-telepathy within an eternal-bonding. 
 
It must be noted that those eternally-bound couples who have taken the Oath of Marriage and 
achieved the advanced-stage will never willingly engage in sexual activities with another partner.  
It is also to be noted that anyone attempting to force any sort of sexual activity upon one half of 
an Oathbound Soul-Bound couple will themselves instead experience the level of pain their 
actions would have engendered in an eternal-Veritamoria partner at the intermediate or basic 
stage who was attempting to break the link by delivering an orgasm to a non-partner. 
 
In Soul-Bound couples, the death of one partner, whether by suicide, murder, or accident, will 
usually cause the simultaneous death of their partner—literally, the other partner will drop dead, 
the moment the first one does.  Those rare few who survive (usually through extreme medical 
efforts applied by others) will inevitably be inconsolably depressed, and will either commit 
suicide if possible, or literally pine to death out of grief and sorrow, usually within a lunar month 
of losing their eternally-bound partner. 
 
In extremely strong cases of Soul-Bound couples, suidical depression can be invoked in one or 
both halves of the couple—whether or not they are Oath-Bound—simply by abstinence from each 
other’s company for more than a lunar cycle.  It is NOT recommended that Soul-Bound partners 
be forced to maintain a physical separation from each other, for this reason; anyone attempting to 
do so forcefully may find themselves bearing the moral responsibility for both deaths, as well as 
incurring severe penalties imposed by the Tantric Council, once confirmation of a Soul-Binding 
has been achieved. 
 
Note:  No amount of abstinence will break their bond with each other in an eternal-bound couple, 
even if the only sexual congress they ever have throughout the whole span of their lives is the 
initial activity necessary to complete the Veritamoria ritual.  It is to be noted that, with an eternal-
stage couple, sexual activity is not necessary for achieving the intermediate-stage, only great 
emotional need.  Additionally, sexual activity is not necessary for achieving the advanced-stage, 
only an Oath of Marriage and the mutual completion of the intermediate stage. 
 
Advantages of Veritamoria: 
 
Those rare couples who are Soul-Bound partners will find they have an additional advantage.  
Once they have undergone the ritual, all of their individual efforts at magic—not that which is 
raised Eromantically or jointly, just their own, solitary efforts—will be doubled at the basic-stage, 
tripled at the intermediate-stage, and quadrupled at the advanced-stage, as it would be raised in a 
normal binding through joint efforts. 
 
Additionally, all Eromantic (sexually raised) magics raised jointly between a Soul-Bound couple 
will be increased exponentially, not merely doubled, starting at quadruple the normal amount of 
energy expected to be raised between two Eromancers at the basic-level stage, raised to the 
sixteenth degree at the intermediate stage, and elevated to the sixty-fourth degree once Oath-
Bound. 
 
Soul-Bound couples will also have a higher propensity for casting wandless magic, as wandless 
magic is often a feature of extremely high power, as well as a function of lengthy practice and 
familiarity with a particular spell or form of inherent special magic.  (Like so many other things, 
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it must not be taken as an incontrovertible proof, however.)  This feature makes it that much 
easier for a Soul-Bound couple to achieve the mahatantra, the pinnacle of Eromantic energy-
raising; some pairings have even been reported to be capable of achieving a mahatantra with a 
minimum of physical/sexual contact, though the highest non-Bound Tantric Eromancers are also 
capable of this feat, after many years of dilligent study and practice. 
 
Author’s Notes: 
 
…If the Soul-Bound couple are both practiced Eromancers at any point after having achieved the 
advanced, Oath-Bound stage, it is possible that they could achieve the mind-boggling level of 
power of the Hundred-Petaled Lotus Blossom, which was the level of power rumored achievable 
by Vatsyanna himself when raising magic in sexual congress with his wife and life-long partner, 
Anandei, who were Soul-Bound partners and both Temple-trained Tantric Priest and Priestess of 
Eromancy, respectively.  I have not personally heard of anyone achieving this vast span of power 
since their era, though I have perused many texts and treastises on the subject of Eromancy, 
Tantrist and otherwise.  ~ Amalgo, translator 
 
************************* 
 
Pachyderm’s Note: “ This is a part of a 12-page treatise on Veritamoria.  Anyone wishing to 
borrow the concept for their own fanfics need to email me for a copy to get it all right, 
“canonically”, or I’ll nag them to death for plagiarism without permission—you can copy and 
mangle any and all other bits of magic I’ve sprinkled throughout the story with immunity & 
impunity, from Sartorlagen to frigeo, but not this one—so, nyah! 
 
The boring bits are over, gentles!  We now return you to your regular storyline…  ~Lotm” 
 
…And the black-and-gold elephant serenely glides out of the scene, pausing only long enough to 
snag a bag of peanuts from one of the ingredients shelf as a bonus for her services… 
 
************************* 
 
Severus sat back, staggered by what he had just read, and the implications it had when compared 
to the last six months of his life. 
 
…I’ve used her Pyromancy abilities without thinking about it,  Severus acknowledged silently, 
thinking of the way he’d melted the sealing wax on the last day of school.  Before, it required a 
wand and a word as well as an application of his will; he was Aquamancy-oriented, not 
Pyromancy-oriented.  Our wands are as identical as two wands could be…  It felt like I was 
ripping both of our fucking hearts from our chests, breaking the bond…and I did hear her voice 
in my head, when I stupidly tried to kill myself. 
 
I heard her voice in my head on the day that she slapped me, too…or rather, felt the impact of her 
overwrought emotions… 
 
Covering his face with his hands, Severus tried to make sense of it all.  “…Why me?  Why her?  
Why the two of us, out of the literal tens of thousands of people who’ve taken this bloody 
potion?” 
 
“The gods alone know.  I suspect Fate probably had a hand,”  Kathleen consoled him dryly, 
lightly touching his shoulder.  “The two of you were in the right position, at the right time, to help 
the Boy Who Lived become the Boy Who Triumphed.  Fate simply arranged for the two of you to 

get together with enough power at the right moment to help Harry kill the serpentine psychopath.  
And Chinese tradition does hold that Soul-Bound couples are destined for interesting times.” 
 
Severus groaned and slumped further into his hands.  “…Thank you for that utterly encouraging 
commentary—aren’t the Chinese the exact same people who curse each other by wishing their 
enemies lived in ‘interesting times’?” 
 
Her amused chuckle did not reassure him at all.  She clasped his shoulder more firmly, then 
patted it sympathetically.  “At least there’s one bright ray of sunshine in all of this shocking 
gloom.” 
 
“What would that be?”  Severus groused. 
 
“As your Soul-Bound mate, she’s—pardon the pun—bound to forgive you, the moment you share 
thoughts again.  She’ll know everything you’ve suffered, and the reasoning behind all of your 
decisions…the exact same as you’ll know her own thoughts and agonies.”  Picking up the amulet, 
she urged him,  “Come on; time to get moving.  I want to catch Lupin before he moved on to 
some other location.” 
 
“Eager to prove you’re Soul-Bound to him, too?”  Severus enquired sardonically, removing his 
face from his palms and pushing to his feet. 
 
“Hardly.  I’d fail the wand-test, for one.  I can use any wand I pick up, with utter accuracy,”  
Kathleen admitted, picking up the amulet and pocketing it.  She fished another object out of the 
other side of her jeans, a wristwatch.  “I certainly don’t want to lose that ability by being forced 
into the same one-wanded mould as Remus; it’s saved my ass too many times to count.  Come 
on; touch the Portkey.  We’re going to Norway, of all places.  It’s not exactly a short hike past 
Hogsmeade.” 
 
Severus eyed the Portkey.  “Did the Ministry give you that Portkey?  Or the permission to craft 
it?” 
 
“Hardly,”  she snorted, this time with more humor than before.  “I’m an ex-SSC black-ops Auror.  
Why would I need to ask anyone for permission to Port around the world?” 
 
“Black-ops?”  he asked, touching the strap. 
 
“Fancy American slang for don’t ask, don’t tell, ‘cause we’d have to kill you.” 
 
“I do know what ‘black-ops’ means, Kathleen!  I’ve seen enough bloody Muggle movies,”  
Severus muttered.  “I’m just having a hard time matching the bright, cheerful, nice teacher that 
you are with what you claim to have done with that phrase.  Are you going to tell me anything 
about it?” 
 
“No, and you’ll just have to suffer, Severus, because I really don’t want to have to kill you.  
Implera!” 
 
The world jerked him away by the navel. 
 
CLII. 
 
Severus hated being bait.  First of all, it was dangerous; true, Remus wouldn’t actually turn into a 
werewolf for another week, but he was still a lot stronger than the Potions Master—especially in 
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his still-weakened state—and the other man had every reason to hate Severus.  Second, it was 
boring.  He’d been sitting in this log-built cottage on the edge of nowhere for a good three hours, 
carefully not budging from the center of the trap they’d laid.  Thirdly, Severus had no idea how 
much longer his bladder could hold out. 
 
Footsteps on the path outside.  It was time.  Kathleen had helped Severus construct several 
containment wards, overlaid with yet more magic to conceal them until the proper time, then had 
used some highly complex cleansing magics to scrub his and her scent out of the air, before 
Apparating away to a location where she could remotely scry the cabin.  Now his scent had 
permeated the immediate environs of the cabin over the last three hours, no doubt leaking outside 
as well…and he heard those feet check and pause, near the cabin’s porch. 
 
They started approaching again.  In fact, the door banged open, flung out of Remus’ way with a 
fury that twisted his features into a snarl.  “—You!  You bastard!” 
 
“—Accio wand!”  Severus snapped simultaneously, ready with his own.  It jerked out of Remus’ 
grip before the other wizard was prepared.  Severus tossed the wand behind his back, carefully 
out of the range of the wards hidden under the thick sheepskin rug he’d conjured for the pair, and 
sneered at his once-and-temporary enemy.  “If you intend to bash in my face, Lupin, have the 
guts to do it with your fists like a real man!” 
 
With a snarling roar, Remus charged forward to do just that.  Honestly, Gryffindors were so easy 
to bait, sometimes.  Left hand buried in his pocket, tightly gripping the re-enchanted Portkey, 
Severus waited until the last instant, gripping his wand in his right, and heart pounding in his 
chest.  He wanted to be absolutely sure Remus was well within the confinement wards— 
 
“—Implera!” 
 
The watch yanked him out of the cottage, as Remus howled in rage at simultaneously having his 
pray taken from him, and finding himself caught up in a web of power and light.  Thank god the 
Implera Charm could be used to trigger any number of magical devices and wards, not just 
Portkeys; it was the opposite of Finite Incantatem, in that regards.  And thank god they’d set most 
of those wards on a half-second delay, to make sure Severus wasn’t caught in the same trap with 
him.  That would have been dangerously awkward. 
 
The Portkey dumped him onto one of the wildflower-speckled hillsides in the near distance.  
Kathleen looked up from the book she was reading.  “…He’s trapped?” 
 
“Last I saw.” 
 
“Good.  Portkey?”  she asked, offering the book in exchange. 
 
Severus traded it.  “Just don’t leave me stranded out here all night long, or I’ll be very irate.” 
 
“The village is down there, if you need to rent a room,”  Kathleen pointed out.  Or rather, pointed 
down, as in down the long, steep hill towards the fjord in the distance.  A wordless sneer from her 
companion didn’t deter her from saluting him jauntily with the watch-strap, the Veritamoria 
amulet-phial wrapped carefully in her other hand. 
 
“Wait—one question,”  Severus interjected before she could leave.  “Do you know what might 
happen to you, when the full moon comes and you’re still mentally tied to him?” 
 

She smirked.  “Yeah.  I’ve already experienced it once before.  It’s a real adrenaline rush.  It’s a 
semi-cure for him, too; because he’ll be tied to me, I’ll grow wild and uncivilized…but 
conversely, he’ll be somewhat tamed.  Enough that he won’t consciously want to hurt anyone, 
and I’ll still have just enough control to not harm anyone involuntarily, either.  Mind you, we 
can’t have sex during the full moon—I have no intentions of ever turning furry-faced until after I 
hit menopause—but it’s used occasionally in China as a means of controlling the lunar-driven 
bestiality of a lycanthropy victim. 
 
“Unfortunately, not everyone can stand the intensely uncivilized turn of their thoughts, so there’s 
a definite lack of partners willing to be paired telepathically with a werewolf, leaving the rest of 
them lining up at Master Tsiu Tsing’s door for a three-night supply…but I’m a die-hard 
adrenaline-junkie, deep down inside.” 
 
She paused, and for a moment there was something in her eyes that made Severus uncomfortable.  
Regret was a part of it, as was wistfulness, but there was something else, too.  Something darker.  
She blinked it away, but it lasted just long enough for Severus to wonder if Remus was ready to 
handle whatever darkness lay within her, regardless of the phase of the moon. 
 
“…Though I liked him, and probably could’ve fallen in love with him, he ended up not liking me, 
as he learned more and more about me.  This time, I already know I love Remus.  I love his mind, 
the way he thinks, the…well, I won’t stand here and ramble on about his massive mountain of 
good qualities,”  Kathleen murmured with a wry twist of her lips, seeing the way Severus 
wrinkled his nose,  “but I want him to know I’m willing and able to embrace every side of him  
And I thank you for the opportunity to tell him so, in a way that is absolutely irrefutable.” 
 
Relief made him nod.  Severus hadn’t considered that aspect of the matter until just now.  
“…Good.  I wanted to make sure that wasn’t going to be a problem for you.” 
 
“You’re a good friend, Severus.”  She paused, drew in a deep breath as she looked down at the 
cabin in the distance, and let it out in a heavy sigh.  “And now I go to find out if the man I think I 
love is really the man that I can love…and the very scary risk of finding out whether or not he 
can love me.  Implera!” 
 
She vanished, the Portkey whisking her back to the cabin, leaving Severus alone on the hillside.  
Quickly, he looked around, ascertained that no one was visible, and quickly shifted over to a knot 
of bushes not far away.  There, he swiftly unbuttoned the placket of his trousers, tucking the book 
under his chin so he could use both hands.  Sometimes it was wonderful to be a male, and this 
was one of them.  He’d been waiting to relieve himself for more than three bloody hours, and it 
just felt so ruddy good to point, and relax…  Muttering the Cleansing Charm when he was done, 
Severus tucked himself back together and moved away from the damp spot at the base of the 
shrubbery.  He might not have the nose of a werewolf, but it was sensitive enough to not want to 
linger in the area. 
 
Idly, Severus glanced at the book in his hands.  Taming the Wolf, by Deborah Simmons.  He 
snorted at the cheesy medieval gown the woman was wearing on the cover, and turned it over to 
check the blurb written on the back. The couple reclining on the back of the pink cover made him 
frown and stare.  The woman was forgettable—not his Hermione, and therefore not worth his 
time—but the man looked like a portrait Severus had once seen of his great-uncle Tristan, his 
Aunt Eumenia’s eldest son, when the man had been a much younger wizard.  Curious, he selected 
a rock thrusting out of the ground, flanked to either side by the short, green meadow grass 
covering the sloping hillside, sat down on its cold, hard surface, and started reading the historical 
romance. 
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He did it mostly because he had nothing else to do until Kathleen came back, either to flee with 
him from a partner she couldn’t mentally stand, or to re-enchant the Portkey so that it would take 
him back to Hogwarts.  Since he had a book in his hands, he figured he might as well read it—the 
spitting image of his long-dead relative was inducement enough to examine the portrayal of the 
hero held inside.  And, being a terminal bibliophile—though Severus would deny it vehemently if 
he was ever caught reading such ‘feminine rubbish’—he quickly found himself caught up in the 
tale… 
 
…The only thing that broke the sensual, intriguing storyline was the wolf-like howling of a man 
in the distance some time later, accompanied by the fierce cries of a woman howling under the 
influence of her own overwhelming passion. 
 
Damn.  We forgot to put up a Silencing Sphere with the rest of the wards…  Grunting, Severus 
went back to reading; he was fairly sure he knew where Marion, the heroine, had gone to escape 
Dunstan de Burgh, the hero, as he was dragging her unwillingly back to her loathesome uncle’s 
castle:  up the nearest tree.  He’d had a number of his own students try to escape him by climbing 
the trees in the gardens and grounds of the school, through the years.  The heroine of the book 
was very feisty and yet very feminine, and sort of reminded him of his Hermione—she even had 
long, curly brown hair—though he himself couldn’t possibly be as brutish and domineering as the 
book’s gruff-mannered love-interest… 
 
CLIII. 
 
“Where have you been, for the last handful of days?” 
 
Severus scowled at the Boy Who Had Invaded His Office.  At least the prat had the sense to 
vacate the chair behind his desk quickly.  “What business is that of yours, Potter?” 
 
“Hermione wants to know,”  the scarred prat retorted.  “She’s rather mad at you, for running off 
with Professor Frejne like that,”  Harry added.  “Why did you do it?” 
 
“I owed her a debt.” 
 
“What sort of debt?”  Harry asked him as Severus put the casket in his hands down on the desk, 
edging in front of his chair. 
 
Severus had intended to read and re-read her letters to him in privacy.  Apparently the universe—
and the Boy Who Annoyed—didn’t care that Severus Snape wanted some private time in which 
to reflect on what had happened, the mistakes he had made, and how in Heaven’s name he would 
find a way to repair all the damage that had been done. 
 
A heavy sigh escaped him as Harry bloody Potter waited expectantly for a reply to his enquiry.  
“An unpleasant one.  I just spent the last three days in Norway setting a trap for Remus Lupin—
and before you overreact, your alternate godfather is perfectly safe, soundly healthy, and out-of-
his-gourd happy with love.” 
 
“…Love?”  the younger wizard asked, looking at his former Potions teacher askance at the 
sardonically, sarcastically drawled word. 
 
“Kathleen decided to apply to him the same potion-ritual that Hermione and I endured, to knock 
some sense into the obstinate man.” 
 
That arched the Boy Wonder’s brows.  “…Veritamoria?” 

 
“I’d give Gryffindor five points for your astuteness…but happily, you’re no longer my student, 
Potter.” 
 
“It’s ‘Harry’,”  the lightning-scarred young man dared to remind him.  “We’re friends now, 
remember?” 
 
Severus checked the habit-based impulse to vehemently deny the matter.  He reminded himself 
the boy—young man—was a valuable source of information…and one of his beloved’s best 
friends.  If he wanted to regain her presence in his life, he had to set aside far too many years of 
hating anything that came with the name ‘Potter’ attached to it, and start treating the boy—man—
like a…like a bloody friend.  It didn’t help that he didn’t make friends easily, nor frequently 
enough to have gained any real practice in it.  Still, he could talk about Hermione; that was a 
neutral enough subject, where the two of them were concerned.  “…How is she?” 
 
“In turns, depressed, mad, lonely, anxious, furious, and worried.  And still utterly out of her mind 
with love.  Are you ready to stop being an arsehole, now?”  Harry dared to ask him bluntly.  “Or 
am I going to have to hex you six ways to Sunday?” 
 
“The Bearded Bastard cursed me so that I couldn’t express anything loving,”  Severus snarled 
defensively.  “I couldn’t even be nice to you, that last month!” 
 
That made Harry blink.  “…He did?” 
 
“The lemon-drop buggerer most certainly did—do you think I’d slap the woman I loved, when 
I’d rather…when I’d rather kiss her?”  It was embarrassing to admit that much to his former 
nemesis.  Disgruntled, Severus force himself to keep looking at the young man.  Only for you, 
Hermione, would I endure this much humiliation.  And so much more, if you’ll only forgive me…  
“I would’ve written my scathing hatred of what he had done to me in the letter you owled to him, 
save that I was still under the influence of it.  By not a single word or deed, written, spoken, or 
acted, could I express anything loving in a positive manner.  Sarcastically, acerbically, 
mockingly…but the stronger the positive emotion, the worse the adverse reaction was.  That’s 
why I tried to avoid her, and the rest of you, for that entire last month.” 
 
Harry eyed his former professor levelly.  “…You know, I sometimes suspected Dumbledore 
manipulated the people around for his own arrogant ends.  He thinks he’s doing things for the 
best reasons, but his reasons aren’t always everyone else’s reasons.  Like holding back knowledge 
of my prophecied fate as the slayer of Voldemort until the end of my fifth year.  After hearing this 
little piece of news, I find I have to agree all over again with everything you wrote to him in that 
letter.” 
 
“Good.  I meant every word.  If he ever comes between me and Hermione again, I’ll haunt him 
for eternity, whatever incarnation he takes.”  It was not an idle threat, when spoken by a wizard.  
Harry shrugged, surprising Severus with his agreement. 
 
“He’d probably deserve it just based on the hell that Hermione’s gone through, let alone what 
you’ve suffered, too.  If you need someone to pin him down while you hex him six ways to 
Sunday, call and I’ll be there as fast as I can Apparate. 
 
“I, um…I apologize for not coming back earlier, but I got caught up in the media blitz, and I 
wanted to keep everyone’s attention off of you and Hermione,”  he sighed wearily, looking much 
older than his nearly eighteen years.  His nose wrinkled in distaste.  “That meant focusing it 
firmly on me.  I’ve done interviews night and day for the past two weeks—I feel like a cross 
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between bloody Lockhart and a hunted stag.  I don’t know how Dumbledore kept the press away 
from the school, but the only time I got any peace and quiet in the last two weeks was tonight, 
when I was finally free to come looking for clues as to your whereabouts. 
 
“I didn’t understand what you’d said to me, that day in class after the Final Battle.  Not until 
now,”  Harry admitted quietly, his green eyes meeting Severus’ black ones with earnest sobriety.  
“Please, don’t ever treat me like the Boy Who Triumphed.  If even you succumb to the same sort 
of insanity as everyone else, I’ll probably go mental.  Or worse, postal.” 
 
“…Postal?”  The slang sounded familiar, but he couldn’t place it. 
 
“Avada-ing everyone in sight, either by wand or by Muggle gun.” 
 
“Ah.”  It was a phrase from the Muggle movies he’d seen, now he remembered.  Severus lifted 
his hand, hesitated, then touched Harry’s shoulder, the touch prompted by his secondhand 
memories of Hermione’s sisterly love for the boy.  For the man, rather.  Meeting those startled 
green eyes, he murmured sincerely,  “Trust me, I’d never do you such a disservice.” 
 
Harry’s hand came up to cover his own for a moment.  Then both men flinched, realizing how 
touchy-feeling they were getting, and separated quickly.  Harry ran his hands through his 
wayward black curls, quickly moving the topic along. 
 
“Right…listen, there’s a party being planned on my birthday, the 31st of July.  It’ll be at the 
Burrow.  I’m thinking…I’m thinking, if you can get things patched up between the two of 
you…I’d, er, like for you to come.  It’s not just for my birthday; it’s to celebrate the Final Battle, 
and our graduation, and so on and so forth.  The whole Order’s being invited, but I wanted to 
invite you personally, so you’d know you’re…” 
 
Harry trailed out for a moment, flushed, then spoke with all the blunt honesty of his former 
House. 
 
“Hell, this isn’t going to come out right—don’t take this the wrong way, sir, but I wanted to make 
sure you knew you’d actually be wanted there, as well as the usual sort of you’re-welcome-to-
come invite.”  He shrugged uncomfortably at the sincerity of the offer, but Severus suspected that 
was more out of a habit than out of any actual hesitation.  “We’re all coming around to the 
thought of you and Hermione as a couple…me, Ginny, Luna, even Ron, and he’s the most 
stubborn, opinionated redhead I know.  The more we see her pining for you, and the way she 
glows when she’s thinking happy thoughts about you, and how depressed she is when her 
thoughts are sad… 
 
“Look, it really is a compliment,”  Harry protested, seeing the uncomfortable look and defensive 
half-sneer reflexively curling Severus’ lip.  “We all know you’re not the overly social type, and 
those of us who know what went on—in the Order, as well as about the, ah, the other thing—we 
really appreciate all that you put into the war effort.  You deserve to come, and be treated as a 
hero.  If you’re not going to do me the disservice of treating me like a ruddy icon of this 
war…I’m not going to do you the disservice of allowing anyone to forget all the sacrifices you’ve 
made.” 
 
“A fancy speech…and, I admit, an unexpected one,”  Severus allowed, keeping all rancor out of 
his voice in reluctant favour of honesty.  “I appreciate the spirit in which it was meant…  I will be 
there,”  he decided to accept, seating himself at his desk and opening the lid of the casket.  The 
sight of the miniaturized letters reminded him of the letters he’d meant to send to Hermione.  
Letters of explanation, outpourings of all the love he’d felt in that last horrible month, yet could 

not by one iota relate.  “Provided I can effect a suitable reconciliation, that is.  My behaviour of 
late has been uncontrollably poor…” 
 
“It certainly and most unfairly has,”  Harry agreed, seating himself in one of the chairs opposite 
Severus’ desk, sprawling his lanky body almost carelessly.  He sighed and rumpled his hair again.  
“There’s only one problem I can foresee with you showing up at the Burrow for my party, 
and…you know, reconciling with my best friend.” 
 
“What would that be?”  Severus asked, drawing the amulet-phial from a pocket on his frock-coat 
and tucking it back into the box for safekeeping. 
 
“Everyone is going to freak at the thought of you and Hermione being a…well, a ‘couple’.  An 
‘item’.  ‘Going steady’.” 
 
Severus curled his lip in disdain.  “Miss Granger is not my bloody ‘girlfriend’.  She is the other 
half of my soul, and I’ll thank you to not use such insipid terms to describe our relationship 
again!” 
 
“—But that’s my point!”  Harry protested, shifting forward in his seat, his green eyes boring into 
Severus’ black ones earnestly.  “No one’s going to believe it!  If I hadn’t read your letter to her, 
I’d still be having trouble with it!  I know Ron and Ginny are, though they’re really trying for 
‘Mione’s sake—Ginny more than Ron; he’s still upset deep down inside that she dumped him for 
you, though even he admits it’s little more than stung pride—and that’s not even beginning to tap 
into the whole of the Weasley clan and their inevitable reactions to all of this.  Do you know what 
the twins would do to you, when they learn about this, encountered you, and didn’t think the two 
of you were absolute sincere in your affections?” 
 
That provoked a sneer from the Potions Master.  “Fred and George Weasley can go jump off a 
bridge, for all I care.” 
 
“Yeah, but Hermione cares,”  the Boy Who Lived had the gall to point out.  “They’re her friends.  
Not to be overly cruel or anything, but she comes with a lot more friends attached than I’ve ever 
seen hovering around you.” 
 
“It’s the quality of my friends that matters, not the quantity, Mr. Po…Harry,”  he tried to sneer.  
His lips twisted ruefully.  “…Which means I should now be either complimenting you for trying 
to be my friend, or desperately searching for a way to insult you.” 
 
“So, which would you rather do?”  Harry dared to ask him cheekily, green eyes glittering with the 
amusement that only dared show itself as a slight twist down at his lips. 
 
“Neither.” 
 
The disgruntlement on his face provoked a laugh from the Boy Who Lived Dangerously.  Even 
more disconcerting, Severus felt his mouth twisting in the urge to smile.  He struggled against it 
for a moment, then gave up.  This was, quite possibly, the longest conversation he’d ever had 
with Harry James Potter outside of a classroom setting, an Occlumency lesson, or a disciplinary 
act.  And it was unsettling to realize that Hermione was right.  Harry—once one set his habit of 
leaping headlong into danger aside—really wasn’t that much like his father. 
 
In fact…  “You have quite a bit of your mother about you, Harry.  In the way you think, I mean. 
The way you act, that’s purely your father’s side, but you do have more of your mother in you 
than just the colour of her eyes.” 
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Harry blinked at him, stunned at the compliment. 
 
Severus brushed it off, moving out of the awkward moment.  Yet another bloody moment of 
platonic intimacy I could’ve done without experiencing…  “I realize most of the people at the 
party would be uncomfortable with my presence for normal reasons.  Adding in my relationship 
with Hermione would only complicate things even further…” 
 
He had mulled over the matter in the past, but there were so many variables to account for, it 
wasn’t easy to decide how to handle the matter.  Still, there was one reasonable possibility.  He 
offered it now; Harry Potter might have been an irritating thorn in his side for the last seven 
years, but Severus could now admit to himself the boy was no dunderhead.  Thoughtless 
occasionally, in that irritating Gryffindor way, but not an idiot. 
 
“I think, if the full story were discreetly spread among key persons—from sources other than 
myself, such as from Remus and Kathleen when they come back from their…vacation…from 
yourself and from Hermione, or Miss Weasley—I wouldn’t trust Mr. Weasley to get it right, of 
course,”  he dared to tease drolly; Harry narrowed his eyes warily, but relaxed when he finally 
saw the humor in Severus’ face,  “—it might lessen the impact to have the story out there, 
circulating discreetly, before I show up at the party.” 
 
A slow, thoughtful nod of Harry’s head told Severus the younger wizard agreed with him.  
Sometimes the boy was thick, yes, but sometimes he was quite brilliant.  His next words proved 
this to be one of those latter times, thankfully.  “Yes, that would work.  They’ve got to have 
enough time to get over the shock, and spreading it around in advance of the main event would 
help them handle the greater shock of actually seeing the two of you together—and I’m not so 
thick as to not realize the first thing you’re going to do when you have her within armsreach is 
kiss the breath out of her.  If you just showed up at the Burrow and start snogging her—regardless 
of when your actual reconciliation with her takes place—half the people there would kill you 
before anybody could explain anything. 
 
“Since it would probably kill Hermione to lose you—figuratively and literally, given how she 
collapsed, that night—that probably wouldn’t be a good thing.  But more than that, you’ve got to 
prove to everyone, and to her, beyond all doubt that you love her more than anything in the 
universe.  More than even your very sense of self,”  Harry said shrewdly, studying the man across 
from him.  “If I were you, I don’t think I’d like to have the tale of that suicide attempt spread 
around, but… 
 
“But?  Do you have something in mind?”  Severus asked him warily. 
 
“Yes, I do.  There are other ways for you to show the intensity of your feelings,”  Harry offered 
shrewdly.  “Ways you could do so in front of everyone, at the party.  I believe Hermione said, 
back at the train depot, that ‘if you haven’t the bollocks to explain your piss-poor behaviour here 
and now, in front of all these witnesses’…or something like that. 
 
“You see, you’re renowned for your prickly, iron-clad sense of dignity.  I think, if you apologized 
profusely for all the things you did while suffering under Dumbledore’s curse, and did so 
publically, in front of all of her friends and all of your colleagues, it would silence any and all 
protestations that you weren’t completely sincere in your affections.  And prove beyond even a 
shadow of a doubt your determination to pursue a relationship with her, no matter what anyone 
else might say or think…  Which means you’d have to also buy a ring and get down on one knee 
and propose to her, like a proper gentleman should.  If your intentions are honorable.” 
 

“Of course they are!”  Severus snapped, scowling at him. 
 
His irritation wasn’t over whether or not he intended to marry his beloved, though.  No, it was 
reserved for the rest of Harry’s proposal.  The idea was impossible!  Embarrasing!  Humiliating…  
Devious, too, because the man across from him was right.  No longer could Severus see Harry 
Potter as a mere boy, damn his lightning-scarred hide.  This was a man, sitting across his desk 
from him, clad in worn Muggle jeans and a striped blue and white shirt.  A man who had earned 
Severus’ grudging respect. 
 
“…Harry bloody Potter, are you certain you chose the right House, when you picked Gryffindor 
over Slytherin?”  Severus demanded irritably, giving the younger wizard a disgruntled scowl. 
 
“Are you certain you chose the right one, picking Slytherin over Gryffindor?”  was Harry’s retort.  
As ripostes went, it was a definite hit. 
 
“Quite.”  The corner of his mouth curved up briefly in a smile, then faded again.  Could he do it?  
Could he apologize profusely in public, abase and humiliate himself in front of everyone who 
knew him, begging and pleading on his knees—well, maybe not on his knees—all just in the 
effort to get his Soul-Bound firmly back into his life, and their relationship settled once and for all 
as an immutable, unmovable fact in the eyes of all their friends and colleagues?  Could he really 
sink so low as to humiliate himself for something like that? 
 
In a heartbeat. 
 
There were some things, Severus was still learning, that were more important than pride and 
dignity.  Some things that were more important to him than even his own survival.  A snatch of 
memory surfaced in his mind, something Hermione had once said to him.  He winced even as he 
thought of it, for it would truly be humiliating for him to endure…but it was perfect for the 
situation at hand.  Unfortunately.  Sighing, Severus set the casket and its contents aside, and 
leaned forward on his desk, fingers interlaced as he quietly outlined his plan. 
 
The plan would require the assistance of a second person, because he sincerely doubted he could 
get his hands on what he needed without a certain pair of individuals learning about it, and 
doctoring what he wanted.  Humiliation, he could endure.  Extreme, life-risking humiliation—and 
it would be so tempting for them to ruin things permanently for him, one way or another—was 
something else entirely.  Severus was fairly sure Hermione would agree with his reasoning…and 
this invitation for Potter…for Harry to help him in the matter would surely prove to the woman 
he loved how far he was willing to go to integrate himself into her life. 
 
Green eyes widened as Severus spoke, then widened further still.  Shoulders shook with 
suppressed laughter, cheeks flushed red under the disgruntled glare of the Potions Master, and the 
Boy—the Man Who Triumphed somehow managed to suppress an outburst of laughter.  Eyes 
glittering and mouth grinning with humor, he nodded agreement that it was something Hermione 
had indeed stated, time and again, and enthusiastically added his own suggestions to the idea.  
Most were quickly shot down, of course, but the odd little war-council of the two black-haired 
men, once enemies, now friends, proceeded at an increasingly lively pace as they plotted and 
planned together. 
 
It wouldn’t be easy, humbling himself so publically for his beloved, in the effort to convince all 
of her friends and loved ones just how sincere his feelings were for her, but yes, he’d definitely 
do it in a heartbeat. 
 
CLIV. 
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“—But, why can’t I see him?”  Hermione protested, staring at the Boy Who Lived as if he’d 
suddenly become the Boy With Two Heads.  “If he really was under a curse from Dumbledore all 
that time—the bastard—why can’t he come and tell me about it directly now?  Why wait until 
your birthday party?” 
 
“Because…because he’s under another curse, still,”  Harry told her placatingly. 
 
Hermione wasn’t sure if that sounded like the truth, or a dodge.  “…What sort of curse?” 
 
“It’s the last one he’s got to break down and dissolve before the two of you can live happily-ever-
after,”  Harry told her.  “He’s got to…he’s got to spread the cure around; we’re both working on 
it, cooperating with each other for your sake, and that’s all you need to know about it.  Look, he’s 
given me two letters to give to you to tide you over, in the meantime.  This stack here was written 
the night we left Hogwarts.  And this stack is the one he wrote yesterday, for me to give to you 
along with the first one, to be read afterwards.  Oh, and he wanted to give you this…” 
 
Fishing in his pockets, Harry brought out a kerchief.  It was the softest, finest cotton Hermione 
had ever touched, when she took it into her hands.  She’d never seen fabric so fine, not even in 
the fancy bedding shops with the 600-thread-count Egyptian cotton sheets that her mother would 
never in a lifetime buy for their home here in Exeter, but which she sighed over whenever they 
went shopping for housewares and such.  “…A handkerchief?  He wanted to give me a hankie?” 
 
“Well, actually, it was my idea for it to be a hankie, but he bought it himself, in Hogsmeade,” 
Harry admitted with a dismissive shrug.  “You’ll need it for when you read the first letter, trust 
me.  It’s very angsty, full of mush and sentiment and lots of anguish and heartbreak over the 
things he had to do, and how he was forced…to…treat…” 
 
His voice trailed off, his cheeks paling under the weight of Hermione’s glare.  “—Harry James 
Potter, did you read my letter?” 
 
A blush stained his cheeks.  “Erm…yes.  But I only opened it because I was trying to figure out 
what would make him do such a nutter thing as slash his own wrists and bleed himself into a 
cauldron.  And I, er…I only kept reading because the man’s got the soul of a poet.  Which only 
goes to show how much his love for you has utterly addled his brains,”  Harry added defensively.  
“And…here’s one more thing you should know about that night. He’d kill me if he knew I was 
giving it to you, but I really think you ought to know just how much you meant to him.  This one 
piece of paper pretty much says it all in a very powerful summary, though the details are spelled 
out in greater depth in the other two packets, there.” 
 
Puzzled, Hermione accepted the third fold of parchment from him.  It was but a single piece of 
paper, the seal of which had already been cracked.  She gave her best friend a dark look, but he 
shrugged unrepentantly.  Opening it, she glanced at the first line penned neatly on the page, then 
read the rest more slowly and thoroughly: 
 
‘I, Severus Sebastian Snape, being a wizard of sound mind, do hereby bequeathe all of my 
worldly goods unto Hermione Ursula Granger, naming her the uncontested heir to my fortune, 
personal research equipment, and book collection, along with the entirety of the funds raised by 
the sale of my Sangua Vitae to the mediwich community, to be undertaken by representatives of 
Gringott’s, and all other sundry possessions as I may own or have due to me at the time of my 
demise.  I further bequeathe unto Miss Granger the full and perpetual rights to my eternal soul.  
Magically Signed and Sealed this 25th day of June…’ 
 

Oh yes, she definitely needed the hankie. 
 
Blinking back the tears, snatching the other two packets from her bed friend’s hands, Hermione 
retreated to her bedroom, prepared for a day-long crying jag.  It was a good thing both of her 
parents were at their dentistry practice, at the moment.  She’d hate to have to explain to her 
mother that these tears weren’t ones of the same sort of moping depression she’d been in for the 
weeks that had passed since her graduation.  Explain, and reassure, and reassure some more… 
 
Halfway up the stairs, she remembered to call down to the Boy Who Delivered Mail,  “—Oy!  
You can let yourself out, can’t you, Harry?  I’ve got some serious reading to do!” 
 
“You and your obsession with reading!”  he teased her, his chuckle floating up after her as she 
leapt up the last of the carpeted steps, eager to get started.  “Yes, I’ll let myself out.  See you 
later!” 
 
CLV. 
 
He was going to be sick.  He was going to be sick to his stomach, and embarrass himself in front 
of everyone.  Well, he was going to do that lattermost bit no matter what, but Severus really 
didn’t want to add the uncomfortable end result of overwhelming, nervousness-based nausea on 
top of it all.  He’d done enough of that in the last six months to fill his quota for the next decade, 
or more. 
 
Severus ran his hands over himself one last time before opening the iron-bound door of his suite, 
nervously cataloguing the checklist of things he needed, making sure he was prepared.  Clean 
hair.  Check.  Her favourite crimson shirt from Valentine’s Day, transfigured once again for this 
occasion.  Check.  Black slacks, neatly pressed by an encouragement-beaming Dobby.  Check.  
Mouth-wash, so his straightened teeth would smell sweet.  Check.  Ring in pocket—that one, he 
double-checked visually.  Check.  Knocking at the door.  Che— 
 
No one knocked at his bloody door.  No one could find the bloody thing! That was precisely why 
he lived down here, after all; too many angry, retaliative students would have tried to hex their 
Potions Master’s quarters into a Muggle House of Horrors, long before now.  Though there were 
three people who knew where he lived and how to get past the magically sealed entrance.  Two of 
them were already at the party, being Kathleen—damn her snooping hide—and his beloved, 
Hermione, and the third… 
 
Striding to the iron door, Severus flung it open and gave the bearded old wizard in the stairwell 
his best and most icy glower.  “What do you want?” 
 
Watery blue eyes blinked at him, in a face lined with more signs of age and weariness than 
Severus could ever recall seeing in the Headmaster, not even at the height of the war.  Still, the 
man spoke with the courage of an ex-Gryffindor, if quietly.  “Your forgiveness, Severus.  Though 
I know I don’t deserve it.” 
 
Severus ran mentally through several nasty comebacks that he could’ve said.  Repeats of the 
things he had said, in that letter Harry had sent off for him.  But something stayed his retort, kept 
it caught behind his lips.  Something in the way Albus Dumbledore looked, standing there in 
quiet dejection.  He blamed Hermione’s influence on him, of course; the original Severus Snape 
of over half a year ago wouldn’t have moved out of the doorway, nor would he have gestured for 
the Bearded Bastard to enter his sitting room. 
 
Dumbledore entered, sighed, and faced him. 
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“I’ve been in China, this last month…taken there against my will by Kathleen, and dumped into 
the hands of those who know all too well what I never knew, let alone seriously believed in when 
I heard it from the three of you,”  the Headmaster murmured without much preamble.  “I’ve 
learnt that what you and Miss Granger were going through was something neither of you could 
have controlled…and that what I demanded that the two of you do put an incredible burden upon 
your souls.  The metaphysical pain for which, I am informed, I will be cursed with five-fold in 
return, in my next two incarnations.  Assuming their theology actually applies in the Western 
Hemisphere, of course,”  the weary old wizard finished, attempting a smile that wavered and died 
before it was even halfway born. 
 
The feeble attempt at humor didn’t mollify Severus.  His explanation did calm the younger 
wizard’s temper somewhat.  If their most recent Defence Mistress had indeed had a hand in the 
other man’s apparent disappearance, re-education, and concomitant punishment, that could and 
did mollify the Potions Master.  Severus was beginning to suspect Kathleen Frejne had tricks up 
her asian-tunic sleeves that he could only imagine.  Still, he saw no reason to let the older man off 
the hook.  “I was quite prepared to haunt you for eternity once I’d died, you bastard.  And I must 
point out that my death—and her death—would’ve been a crushing weight on your soul even in 
Western theology.  Damning you for Eternity.” 
 
“—I did what I thought was right!”  Albus asserted defensively, then winced, clapping  is hand to 
his forehead.  He repeated himself, carefully changing the emphasis.  “What I thought was 
right…how bloody arrogant that sounds, now.” 
 
He lowered his hand from his forehead, revealing a fading set of tangled pink lines.  It took 
Severus a moment to realize they were ideograms.  Chinese ideograms.  “What are those marks 
on your forehead for?” 
 
“They’re my punishment from Master Tsiu Tsing and his wife,”  Dumbledore informed him 
quietly, glumly.  “I was bound over to the two of them by the Tantric Temple Council of China, 
as the only other Soul-Bound couple currently in existence, for judgement and a suitable 
punishment for what I had done to the two of you.  I…I have agreed to submit to the curse they 
wished to lay upon me.  I also have to explain to the two of you why I did what I did, before I can 
begin the expiation of my sin, and the alleviation of my curse.” 
 
…Curse?  Severus arched a skeptical brow.  He wasn’t at all sure what those ideograms meant, 
nor if it actually meant the older wizard had suffered or was suffering suitably for the torture and 
torment he had inflicted upon the two of them.  But he allowed Dumbledore to speak.  “Go on.  
Explain yourself.  If you can.” 
 
“I felt that you were putting the reputation of not only yourself and Miss Granger in jeopardy, but 
that of the school itself.  You must understand that I am the Headmaster,”  Dumbledore reminded 
him soberly.  “Now that the war with Voldemort was over, I could finally concentrate on that 
aspect of my work in full…and I knew that your relationship with Miss Granger had already run 
the risk of being exposed several times before. 
 
“I of course could not risk it being…”  He winced and tried again.  “Tedious bloody curse…  I 
felt that I could not risk the exposure of your…relationship with Miss Granger.  I already…I felt I 
had enough troubles, keeping the press out of the school so that the children could live some 
semblance of a normal life immediately after the end of the war, trying to justify to the board of 
school governors and the Ministry of Magic how it came to be that the Final Battle was dragged 
by my own unauthorized Portkey onto the school grounds, and into the castle itself…and there 
were those three children we lost.  To add the scandal of a teacher-student affair poured on top of 

all of that would have been like pouring Muggle petrol on top of a blazing bonfire!  And—from 
my perspective—you were merely being blinded by your hormones. 
 
“There you were, young and merely in lust, not in love—at least to my eyes,”  the Headmaster 
amended with a wince and a touch of his fingers to his reddened forehead,  “thinking solely with 
your loins, rather than that brilliant, underappreciated brain of yours.  And there she was, a pretty 
young lady, lavishing her attention on you…and I thought that her affections and good sense were 
simply being overwhelmed by her respect for you as her teacher, and being bowled over by your 
overwhelming personality, and your undoubted position of authority over her—” 
 
Severus snorted at that.  The Headmaster paused, eyeing him warily.  The younger wizard folded 
his arms across his chest and admitted freely,  “It was rather the other way around, you brainless 
twit; I’m surprised you could even think otherwise, given how long you’ve known her!  
Hermione Granger is a very strong-willed woman, firmly opinionated, and more than capable of 
holding her own against me.” 
 
“As I was trying to explain to you, that was merely what I thought, at the time.  I’m not so old 
and withered that I cannot remember how heady the pleasures of the bed could be,”  Dumbledore 
muttered, making Severus wince internally at the mere thought.  “All I could think was that you 
were trapped in the delusions of your circumstances, Severus.  All I could see were two normally 
sensible people willfully refusing to do the proper thing, and I felt very strongly that I had to 
think for you.  You certainly weren’t thinking righ—ah!” 
 
His hand went to his forehead again, accompanied by a grimace visible through his silvery beard.  
The Headmaster rested a moment, then spoke again.  His voice wavered a little, and the hand he 
lowered trembled slightly, betraying the weight of the troubles that had come crashing down onto 
him, bringing with it the weight of his age. 
 
“I mean…I thought you weren’t thinking about what would happen when word got out,”  he 
carefully corrected,  “nor what the repercussions would be if the rest of the wizarding world 
learned that a teacher was having an affair with a student.  Nor concerned in the least that I’d be 
forced into the position of firing you, when I’d staunchly supported you all these years,”  
Dumbledore related, rubbing absently at the red characters that flared to life on his forehead 
before slowly fading again.  “I felt like you were betraying me—unwittingly, but a betrayal all the 
same. 
 
“Because, of all the things I could excuse your behaviour, I believed that carnal relations with 
someone placed under your care was absolutely beyond the pale.  And you condemned yourself 
with your own words, too!”  Albus went on, reminding him with an upraised finger that he shook 
slightly at Severus.  He hissed as the brand-like mark resurfaced, grimaced, then carefully 
amended,  “I mean, I believed you had condemned yourself with your own words…blasted 
pennance…  At the Ethics Review, under Truth-Glow, you said you found nothing more 
abhorrent than a teacher and a student having carnal relations, and yet there you were, willfully 
having carnal relations with one of your very own students, when you…when I thought you 
should’ve ended your association as soon as the Final Battle was over!” 
 
“I said it would be utterly abhorrent if a teacher took advantage of his student in that manner,”  
Severus countered.  Apparently Dumbledore was being punished every time he tried to lay blame 
at Severus’ feet, or asserted his opinion forcefully upon the younger wizard.  “Our situation was 
very different.  It was forced upon us by our circumstances, and we were virtual equals and 
partners from the very first hour.  That we enjoyed it, and grew to love each other because of it, 
does not make it a sin!” 
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“…I know that, now,”  the aged wizard admitted quietly, sighing heavily.  “But at the time, all I 
could see was what looked like you being a lust-besotted fool over the girl, and her having been 
brainwashed by her first taste of pleasure into thinking she loved you.” 
 
A muscle spasmed in Severus’ jaw.  His arms tightened across his chest.  “…You never fully 
believed in me, did you?” 
 
“—I did, too!”  Dumbledore snapped.  “Did I not argue all these years how valuable you were as 
an ally?  Did I not offer you my assistance without reservations, the very night you came to me 
while still bearing the mark and the taint of Lord Voldemort?  Did I not give you my friendship 
all these long years, and tell you the secrets of this place, and assist you in modernizing it, so that 
you could have a safe, secure place to live?  Have I not proven my faith in you that you would 
never turn traitor to our side, no matter what anyone else believed about you through all these 
long years?  Did I not believe you could be a successful spy for so long?” 
 
“That’s not what I meant,”  Severus corrected him tightly.  “You never believed that anyone 
could love me of their own volition!  You never truly believed I was worthy of another’s 
affections—yes, you believed that someone could be kind to me, that they might even actually 
come to like me…but love me?  If I was to be condemned by my own words at the Review, then 
you should be condemned by the thoughts I read in your head!”  he snapped, getting the 
accusation out into the open.  It had festered within him since before the day Severus had 
unwillingly slapped Hermione, since he’d read the truth of the matter in his employer’s mind.  
“You never believed that anyone else would see the value that lay within me.  You believed in the 
spy, in the teacher, in the Head of Slytherin—all of those things had value to you.  But not what 
lay within me.  That’s what I mean, when I say you never believed in me.  You believed in my 
value as a friend, as a spy, as an educator, as a wizard…but you never believed in my value as a 
man!” 
 
Tears glimmered in the older wizard’s eyes, seeping into his whiskers.  “I’m sorry, Severus.  If I 
could use a Time-Turner to go back and undo all the damage I’ve done…  I never wanted to hurt 
you so much by the things I was doing out of my foolish arrogance and prideful belief that I was 
right, and you were wrong, that you…that you felt death was better than living without…  I am so 
terribly sorry…” 
 
Severus considered that, as his once and future friend stood there and silently cried over his 
mistakes.  He shifted his hand to his forehead, massaging the bridge of his nose and the tension 
that had gathered there.  Would I undo her kidnapping, and the Veritamoria?  No.  It bound me to 
her, and that I will never regret.  Would I undo our presence at the second floor-show?  …No, not 
that one either, for it eventually helped end the Dark Lord’s reign of terror.  But would I undo the 
suffering we’ve endured, these last few months? 
 
…No,  he decided, honest with himself.  Along with everything else, the Veritamoria-bond 
between him and Hermione had taught Severus how to be completely honest with himself.  As 
much as he would rather deny it, as much as he would rather not have gone through such agony, 
their suffering had a purpose.  Now I know just how deeply I love her.  As will everyone else, once 
word of what I tried to do gets out.  No one could deny how much I love her, once they learn I 
was willing to end my life rather than live without her… 
 
He would consider forgiving Albus Dumbledore for his sins…but he wouldn’t let the older 
wizard off the hook. 
 
“How long is that mark on your forehead meant to last?”  Severus asked, making his interest 
sound idle at best. 

 
Grimacing, the aged wizard confessed,  “Until I have suffered an equal amount of accumulated 
agony to that which I inflicted upon the two of you through my meddling.  You may have noticed 
that it is triggered by my trying to force my will, my beliefs, opinions, and system of values upon 
others.  I’m told it could take up to ten years to expiate the mark.  I hope they were only joking.” 
 
“Considering your interference nearly cost both of us our lives, you’ll be lucky if it ends after a 
decade.  You truly are sorry, and now seek my forgiveness?”  Severus asked coolly, aware that 
time was ticking away, and that he was going to be arriving late at the party.  A party to which 
Albus hadn’t been invited.  Partly because he’d been incommunicado, being out of the country, 
but partly out of a show of remarkable tact on Harry Potter’s part. 
 
“Only if you can find it in your heart to forgive an old wizard his arrogant foolishness,”  Albus 
muttered, sniffing and fumbling in his robes for a kerchief. 
 
No, he definitely was not letting the Bearded Bastard off the hook, just yet… 
 
“Well, You’ll have to earn it.  And not just from me,”  Severus added,  “but also from Hermione.  
For my part…for a start, as this is by no means an inclusive list…no more candy.  For a year.”  It 
was a petty torture, but Severus felt like being petty.  And cruel.  He knew it would amuse his 
beloved, at the very least.  “No desserts, no candies, no biscuits or pastries or anything of that ilk.  
Not even soda…and especially not lemon-drops.” 
 
Albus blinked at him, caught mid-wipe with the rumpled cotton square pressed to his nose for a 
blow. 
 
The younger wizard smirked, folding his arms across his chest.  Confirming the cruelty of his 
demand.  “No more sweets of any kind for you for an entire year, until this time on Harry’s next 
birthday…except for a slice of our wedding cake, if you show proper penitence, and if Hermione 
chooses to forgive you.  And, you will come to the party today—staying in the background, so as 
not to upset my beloved—and you will tell everyone who asks you about our relationship that you 
were an absolute fool, an imbecile, an idiot of the highest degree, whichever appropriate 
adjectives you can think of using. 
 
“You will admit that you were a colossal, arrogant dunderhead for trying to pull asunder what the 
gods themselves put together, when the heavens paired the two of us together by the hand of 
providence.  You will explain to anyone who asks about what happened that you originally knew 
and approved of the way that I saved her life…and that you have always had absolute faith in me 
to be worthy of the love of a woman like her, once she was given a chance to know the real me.  
And that she is equally deserving of my love and my devotion to her.  Lie as much as you have to, 
but that is what you will tell everyone, as sincere-sounding as possible, however you may need to 
phrase it to be believed. 
 
“You will also complete whatever additional pennances my beloved sets you, once she is done 
eviscerating you verbally,”  Severus continued.  “And any others I may decide upon.  You will 
make arrangements to retire as Headmaster of Hogwarts within the next two years—if you can 
step down before the start of the new year, all the better—and you will go into some other line of 
work, somewhere that you’ll be far less tempted to meddle so disasterously in the immediate lives 
of others.”  Pausing a beat, Severus added deliberately,  “…I suggest you accept the grass-roots 
nomination to be the next Minister of Magic, in your quest for your next mode of employment.  It 
will be interesting to watch you integrate the effects of your little forehead-curse with the 
wonderful world of wizarding politics.” 
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Albus Dumbledore gave him a dirty look.  “I do believe you truly are worthy of having pulled 
Salazar Slytherin’s Staff from the Sorting Hat, Severus Snape.” 
 
Severus arched a brow at him again.  “Was that supposed to be a compliment?” 
 
“No.” 
 
He smirked slightly.  “When you plot and plan on a national scale, you do astoundingly well, 
Albus,”  Severus deigned to compliment his stunned employer, his once-and-maybe-again friend.  
“But when you plot and plan at the personal level, your machinations stink worse than decades-
old yak vomit.  Harry can certainly attest to that as a fellow victim, as well as Hermione and I. 
 
“Now, get out of my quarters, and make your way to the Weasley’s Burrow in about half an hour 
to an hour, and no sooner than that.  I don’t want your arrival and subsequent self-humbling to 
overshadow my own arrival,”  Severus warned him, carefully skirting around what would happen 
at that point in time. 
 
“You…you will forgive me?”  Albus asked him, traces of hope pricking at his otherwise morose, 
wrinkled, bearded features. 
 
“As soon as Hermione does.”  At the older wizard’s frown, Severus smirked.  “Get used to it, old 
man.  What I do, she does.  What she does, I do.  ‘Whither thou goest, there go I.’  We are one, a 
united entity when it comes to something like this, for all we still have yet to repair the bond 
between us.  Or did you not learn that fact about our particular circumstances, during your stay in 
the Orient?”  An arch of his brow, and he shrugged at the Headmaster.  “We’ll see how well you 
can placate Hermione.  How she acted around Moody is nothing compared to what she’ll want to 
do to you once she gets her hands on you, whose offense against her was far greater than his.” 
 
“Then I’d better pray you can get her in a better mood before my arrival…and figure out what I 
can do for you in return for the favour,”  Albus muttered under his breath, turning back to the 
door. 
 
“Try a pay rise,”  Severus suggested, a hint of a smirk tugging at his mouth as his employer 
glanced back at him inquisitively.  “A suitably inspiring one, since she’ll have an equally high 
level of anger waiting to be taken out of on you.  And not only do you have to arrange this pay 
rise before you retire, but you should make it a salary increase that’s something a lot closer to my 
true worth as an educator, now that Voldemort is dead…now that I’m free to be fair and kind to 
everyone—if suitably inspired to be.” 
 
It was so satisfying to see Albus Dumbledore flinch, fiscally.  It almost made his arrival and 
subsequent, long-winded apology worth the delay in Severus getting to hold Hermione in his 
arms once again.  Severus was going to be a husband soon, if everything went right.  He had to be 
able to provide for his wife and their children, after all. 
 
CLVI. 
 
Severus had only been to the Burrow once before, on Order business.  Since he wasn’t quite sure 
where everyone and everything would be on this trip,  he chose to arrive by Floo, and not by 
Apparation.  To protect himself from the inevitable soot, he chose to wrap a hooded cloak around 
his body.  It was a good thing, too; something was being roasted on a spit when he was disgorged 
from the whirling green flames, and it dripped and spattered fat on the material as he stumbled 
out into the Weasley livingroom. 
 

The highly crowded Weasley livingroom. 
 
Effort had been made by the redhaired, freckled clan to clean up the place and decorate it with 
streamers and such.  That made it look much more cheerful and fresh than his last impression of 
the homey, comfortable place, but all he could get of their efforts were glimpses of polished 
wood, gleaming metal, and pastel ribbons because of the tangle of laughing, chatting bodies in his 
way.  Everyone from Ministry officials to Hufflepuff friends were present, ranging in age from 
what sounded like Professor Marchbanks—he could hear the diminutive, aged, educational 
tester’s voice somewhere, but couldn’t quite see the short old witch—to an infant cradled and 
rocked gently in her—or maybe his, since the blanket was a gender-indistinct shade of green—
father’s loving arms. 
 
The sight of that infant made Severus’ chest twinge.  He’d never considered himself much of a 
family man, given how lousy his own childhood had been, but he knew that with Hermione’s love 
to help guide him, he’d do the best that he could with their own progeny.  That was a whole new 
level of nervousness to contemplate—fatherhood—but the prospect didn’t frighten him nearly as 
much as it gave him hope of earning her full forgiveness. 
 
She wasn’t in the Burrow itself, however; at least, not as far as he could see.  Through the 
windows—pushed wide to let in whatever breeze there might be from outside—he could make 
out even more bodies occupying the garden, which had also apparently been decorated with 
brilliantly hued streamers and bunches of colourful wizarding balloons, which changed shape and 
bobbed along at just the right height to fascinate the children without annoying the adults, yet not 
need any equally annoying tethers to keep them in place.  Occasionally one of the balloons would 
burst, showering confetti and candy on the squealing, happy youth, keeping them safely occupied 
so their elders could converse. 
 
“—Oy!  Don’t stand so close to the fire, mate!  You might get soot on the fatted calf—or end up 
roasting like one, yourself!”  Freckled hands tugged the cloaked and hooded Potions Master 
forward.  Charlie Weasley tugged on the lightweight wool.  “Give that over, and I’ll put it 
somewhere safe; it’s too hot a day to wear something…so…” 
 
Severus, releasing the clasp and removing the cloak, met the second-eldest Weasley’s stunned 
hazel eyes.  It was almost amusing to see the impact his identity had on the younger man.  Even 
more amusing would be the general reaction to his determination to be absolutely polite at this 
party.  Starting with a pleasantry that was utterly unlike his usual self, at least in the past—and 
shared more for the shock-factor than for any civilized sake—he politely stated,  “Good 
afternoon, Charlie.  It’s good to see you looking healthy and happy.” 
 
Gobsmacked.  Deliciously, jaw-droppingly gobsmacked.  Severus smirked slightly as the dragon-
tamer’s eyes slipped down over his crimson silk shirt, the sleeves already rolled back to his 
elbows to help combat the heat of the day.  Not only were his sleeves rolled halfway up, but the 
top three buttons of his shirt had been left undone, baring a narrow vee of lightly hair-dusted 
flesh.  His black hung softly around his face and down over his shoulders, now lacking the greasy 
sheen that came from too many hours spent hovering over steaming cauldrons, and due in part to 
the better care he was taking with his person; clad in a colour that lent warmth to his otherwise 
sallow complexion, Severus’ altered appearance utterly and completely gobsmacked the second 
eldest Weasley male. 
 
“—Snape?” 
 
His exclamation didn’t fall into one of those inexplicable silences that occasionally comes along 
in any group of socializing people…but it did cause a hush to fall over the crowd in the 
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Weasley’s livingroom.  Charlie flushed as everyone turned to face them.  Severus, stomach 
churning with nerves, kept his expression impassively polite.  Most of these people knew him, or 
knew of him.  He wondered how many of the players in this afternoon’s little drama had been 
enlightened as to what had really happened over the last half-year; that had been Harry’s, Ginny’s 
and Ron Weasley’s job, with apparently a touch of help from the Ravenclaw girl, Luna 
Lovegood.  From the puzzlement on so many faces, he guessed not very many had been 
enlightened.  Charlie was one of them, though; the entire Weasley clan had been written on the 
list he and Harry had concocted for those who needed to know, and who might object the most, 
save only for that ambitious prat, Percy. 
 
It still amazed Severus that he’d joined forces with the Man Who Annoyed Him in plotting 
today’s little spectacle.  It also disconcerted him that today’s little demonstration of just how 
serious his feelings were for the former Head Girl was apparently going to be a lot bigger than 
anticipated.  His eyes swept the faces around him, looking for the only one that mattered, and 
returned to Charlie Weasley’s when his search again turned up empty.  Charlie had been put on 
Harry’s list of people to be informed of his and Hermione’s relationship in advance, so Severus 
didn’t bother to explain what he meant when he asked,  “Where is she?” 
 
“Uh…the garden, I think…”  The younger man was still a little taken aback by his appearance, 
still trying to gather his wits.  Severus didn’t want to get into a drawn-out discussion of what this 
particular Weasley thought of his love-life, and took advantage of the other man’s distraction to 
move away.  He did remember to add politely over his shoulder, 
 
“…Thank you.  I’m sure we’ll talk later.” 
 
A turn, a firm look, an arched brow, and bodies shifted out of his way.  The students and former 
students were the first ones to move, remembering his temper all too well.  That moved  the 
others, too, the ones he hadn’t taught over the last seventeen years.  Striding to the door through 
the aisle they had made, he emerged into the bright, warm sunshine, where things were less 
visually crowded. 
 
Less being a relative term, of course.  There was room for about three or four hundred people in 
the grassy lawn flanking the Burrow, without having to trample Molly Weasley’s vegetable-
patch…and there were indeed at least three hundred people crowding the lawn.  The pale hair of 
his godson gleamed in the sunlight, as did the brilliant pink hair of Nymphadora Tonks, with 
whom Draco was conversing animatedly.  He also spotted a pair of identical redheads, the 
Weasley twins, who were chatting with a couple of girls that had graduated in the same year 
they’d lit out of the school so spectacularly, during Umbridge’s hideous reign as Headmistress.  
Minerva was holding court from a seat in the shade of an oak tree…and the Man Who Lived was 
at the center of a group of…reporters? 
 
A scowl creased his face.  For a moment, Severus forgot who he was looking for, folding his 
arms intimidatingly, defensively across his crimson-clad chest.  All he could think about was 
what he was here to do…and that the Man Who Betrayed Him had set him up for a far greater 
level of humiliation than he’d originally authorized. 
 
Some preservative instinct in the younger man made him glance at the house.  His eyes widened 
visibly behind his round-framed glasses, as soon as he spotted and recognized the Potions Master.  
Severus watched as he babbled something to the reporters and slipped away…trailing them 
behind him like lavatory paper caught on a shoe, intent on following him for more of an 
interview, or perhaps scenting a possible story in the brewing. 
 

“There you are!”  Stopping right next to him, Harry leaned in close and whispered frantically in 
Severus’ ear,  “—I swear to you, I have no idea how the press got wind of this party!  It was only 
supposed to be about fifty people, tops…and then all of these people just crawled out of the 
woodwork, Apparating and flying and Flooing into the place!  You don’t have to go through with 
it—this definitely wasn’t a part of our bargain.  Believe me, I do realize it’s far too much to ask of 
any man, even for something as important…” 
 
His babble faded into meaningless noise, the moment Severus spotted her.  She was standing not 
far from Minerva, close to a table mounded with gaily wrapped presents, laughing with some of 
her former schoolmates.  Her back was mostly turned to him, her chestnut hair bound up in a 
curly knot at the back of her head, wisps of ringlets falling free.  Dressed in stonewashed jeans 
and a pink halter top, she looked like a modern Aphrodite on vacation to him.  His very own 
goddess, waiting unknowingly for him to fall at her feet and worship her forever. 
 
Viktor Krum was with her.  The Bulgarian Seeker was chatting with her…and standing far too 
close for Severus’ sanity.  Ron, he could dismiss; the Weasley was a puppy.  Harry wasn’t in love 
with Hermione that way…but he was well aware that Krum had tried to date a younger, fourth-
year Hermione, during the Tri-Wizard Tournament fiasco.  As he watched, growing furious, he 
saw Viktor touch her shoulder, then her face.  Intimacies the Potions Master would not allow. 
 
Severus wasn’t conscious of leaving Harry behind.  He wasn’t aware of his presence being 
noticed by those who either knew him, or those who had followed the hasty progress of the 
birthday-boy over to his side.  He wasn’t even really aware of another corridor opening between 
him and her, a little more raggedly this time as people first tried to guess where he was headed, 
and then realized how dark his scowl had grown. 
 
Viktor tried to kiss Hermione, and Severus shook his wand out of his ring.  She shoved him away, 
said something sharply, and conjured a burst of fire in her palm, startling the dunderheaded man 
with the visible threat.  That was when Severus noticed Kathleen, grabbing the beetle-browed 
man by the ear and yanking him away from Hermione, dragging him off with what looked like a 
scowling lecture of her own.  Good.  It wouldn’t do to be thrown into Azkaban for casting one of 
the Unforgivables on someone idiotic enough to touch his woman. 
 
Severus relaxed a little, returning his wand to its ring, and let his scowl fade.  Not only was 
Hermione thankfully not interested in the duck-footed idiot, Kathleen was on hand, as promised, 
to help smooth things over.  The others still around Hermione noticed his approach when he was 
half a dozen yards away.  At the faltering of their conversations, his goddess glanced over her 
shoulder. 
 
Colour bloomed in her cheeks, her soft mouth parting slightly in surprise—god, how he wanted to 
kiss her!  Checking himself a bodylength away—well out of arm-reach, because he knew better 
than to trust himself if he should touch her before completing his public quest for forgiveness—
Severus turned his head slightly and snapped an order to the young man who had followed in his 
wake.  “Potter!  The box!” 
 
“Right, right—great, it’s buried under everything else—accio package!”  Harry asserted, flicking 
his wand. 
 
A rectangular box shot out of the stacks of presents, wrapped in plain brown mailing paper.  
Harry stripped away the outer wrapping, revealing the distinctive red-and-gold packaging of 
Weasley’s Wizard Wheezes.  Hermione drew in a breath to speak, taking a step towards him, 
cinnamon eyes shining with hope and love.  Severus quickly held up a finger, forestalling her.  In 
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the confused hush of the crowd, he spoke to her, not bothering to lower his voice.  Face to face 
with her at last, nothing mattered but her. 
 
“I know Harry has told you all of the problems I was enduring, earlier,”  Severus hedged 
carefully around the full facts.  With the wizarding press hanging on his every word, he didn’t 
want the details of what had really happened over the last half year to escape before he was safely 
married to her.  For a year or two, at least.  “I know that he told you my apparent behaviour was 
through no fault or inclination of my own…but I still owe you an apology for everything that 
happened, for it wasn’t meant to happen like that.  So I am here to apologize, before all of these 
people as my witness, and to beg for your forgiveness and your mercy.  And…I am here to prove 
just how strong my feelings are for you, so that no one will have grounds to doubt their sincerity.” 
 
Someone, one of the reporters, dared to snap a photograph of him.  Hermione blinked at the 
bright flash of light.  Severus ignored it.  Someone thumped the photographer in the ribs with an 
elbow; vaguely, he realized it was Remus, who had apparently accompanied Kathleen to the 
party.  A tiny corner of his mind reminded him to ask the two how their own bout of Veritamoria 
was going, though it was clear it was going fairly well, given a full moon had come and gone 
since he’d left them back in Norway, and they were still together.  The rest of him knew he had 
more important things to think about, right now, and prompted him to continue. 
 
“There is nothing in this universe, nothing created by the hand of Man, nor even the hand of God, 
that is more important to me than you, Hermione,”  he told her as the others drifted closer around 
them, curious to know why the dreaded, gitty Potions Master was at Harry Potter’s birthday bash, 
clad in unfamiliar clothes and saying such unfamiliar things to one of his recently former 
students.  Severus didn’t care; the emotions visible in those light brown eyes were all the goading 
and source of strength he needed to pour out his heart in public.  “I would do anything for you.  
Lay down old hatreds, give up all my worldly goods, give up my life…and abandon the very last 
shreds of my dignity, all of it for you.” 
 
He reached out and plucked a cake from the box Harry was holding at his side.  Opening his 
mouth, he ate the custard-filled round, chewing and swallowing it down.  A lick of his thumb to 
remove a smear of filling that had escaped made her lick her own lips in unconscious imitation. 
 
“To that end, I will stand here and gladly eat these damned things…” 
 
Poof! 
 
Yellow feathers exploded over his body, as the Canary Cream took effect.  Laughter burst out of 
the mouths of most of the celebrants at the shocking, amusing sight of the feared Potions Master 
willingly humiliating himself in broad daylight.  Flashbulbs splattered them from all angles, as 
the reporters and several of the guests quickly found and raised their cameras to capture the 
moment. 
 
There was only one reaction Severus’ canary eyes wanted to see, though.  Hermione covered her 
mouth, muffling her gasp; tears glittered in her eyes.  The feathers molted away and she shifted 
forward again, arms reaching to embrace him, but Severus held her off again with his left hand, 
his right hand reaching into the box. 
 
“…And I will continue to eat them—”  he shovered another one into his mouth, quickly chewed 
and swallowed,  “—until you choose to forgive me, and accept me back into your life and your 
heart agai—cheeeep!” 
 

More laughter exploded along with the feathers, and the loss of his vocal control.  Laughter that 
was quickly silenced in shock as she threw herself at him, wrapping her arms around his 
feathered body.  Pressing fervent kisses to his feathered face, to his beak.  {Severus—Severus—
Severus!} 
 
[Hermione—I love you so much, I could’ve died from it, when I thought I’d lost your love!]  
Frustration tore at him; giant yellow budgie wings weren’t meant to embrace a human body, and 
he didn’t dare return any of her kisses for fear of literally pecking her half to death. 
 
{You almost did, you ruddy idiot!}  she scolded him—thank god, the feathers vanished!  The box 
of quick-acting Canary Creams Harry had special-ordered from the twins reduced not only the 
agony of the humiliation, but the time it took for him to regain proper human arms.  Grabbing her 
close, Severus kissed his beloved, as hungry for her touch as she was for his.  Teeth clashed, lips 
mashed, hands impatiently groped and clutched, as a thousand sub-thoughts and emotions swirled 
up inside of them. 
 
It wasn’t enough.  They needed skin, bare skin.  Hermione tugged his shirt-tails out of his 
trousers, while he shoved up the knit fabric of her halter.  Instinct drove both of them; it placed 
one palm on the dip of the back, the other between sternum and navel.  Their bodies swayed 
together, groins touching, mouths devouring.  It had been too long—there was just enough 
conscious thought left between them to know to not go any further, physically, but the contact of 
hands on flesh was absolutely necessary, as needful as the air they breathed. 
 
What they could not do with their bodies in public, they did with their minds in private, stripped 
naked to each other’s thoughts in an instant.  Mental limbs entwined, unhindered by the demands 
of gravity upon the physical limitations of the flesh.  Emotional hands caressed, bringing their 
spirits to a quickly fevered pitch.  Magics entwined and meshed, swirling around them in a golden 
nimbus of light— 
 
Severus opened his eyes as he felt the kriyas shuddering down his spine.  Hermione opened hers, 
too, staring into his midnight depths with her honeyed clarity.  Their thoughts were so tightly 
entwined, they spilled and swirled in tandem, discussing the matter in rapidfire search for a 
solution. 
 
{I didn’t know—}  [—that it could happen fully clothed?  Join the queue!]  {What are we going to 
do with it?}  [Well, I don’t want to be any younger than I am…]  {And we don’t have an 
adimeresphere in need of charging…} 
 
Movement at the corner of his vision as the swirling, sparkling energy subsided a little caught 
Severus’ eye.  It was Kathleen, who had rejoined Remus and was staring at them with wide blue 
eyes, a mixture of shock and…and longing in her gaze?  The kind of longing that eloquently said 
this was a magic to be envied.  Behind her, Remus had cupped her shoulders in his gentle hands, 
less aware of the significance, but instinctively comforting his mate.  The awareness of the pair, 
the ex-Auror and the werewolf, seeped from his mind to hers. 
 
Hermione, sharing Severus’ thoughts, consulted and agreed, all in a bare, wordless heartbeat.  
Closing their eyes, they poured their pent-up passion into each other.  Resuming the kriyas, the 
serpentine shudderings of the power they were raising, they rocked it back and forth with 
increasing strength and speed.  Wizard and witch shuddered in each other’s grip, loins pressed 
together, rooting their base chakras together; foreheads resting together as they breathed in 
alternated tandem, stabilizing the topmost of the seven Tantic mystical channels; hands clasped to 
each other’s torsos, anchoring the central fourth.  The power between them raised higher and 
higher, spinning faster and faster as they resumed their spiritual coupling.  As he thrust his 
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intellect into the warmth of her mind, as she sheathed his love deep in her welcoming heart, the 
ouroboros broke, flaring in brilliant gold as they climaxed. 
 
Thought and act being one, they rolled their touching foreheads and looked at the couple next to 
them—and the burning rings leapt from their orbits.  The silently sizzling magic speared through 
the exchange-teacher, and poured into the werewolf behind her.  Hermione shuddered as the last 
of the glow left her and drained through Kathleen into Remus, clutching Severus to her trembling 
curves as he bucked reflexively under the pressure of his physical orgasm.  Their arms slid fully 
around each other, each sighing into the other’s ear as they embraced fully, properly, trembling in 
the aftermath. 
 
In the stunned silence following the spell, somebody—it sounded vaguely like Neville 
Longbottom—asked  somewhat weakly,  “…What the ruddy  hell was that?” 
 
CLVII. 
 
{…Time to face the rest of the world, unfortunately,}  Hermione told her lover, shifting to move 
back out of his arms. 
 
Severus tightened his grip on her.  [Not until I’ve taken care of the wet spot on my trousers, love.] 
 
{Oh.  Right.}  She’d forgotten that he’d climaxed physically, as well as metaphysically.  She had, 
too, but hers was less publically blatant in its results.  Around them, unsettled, amazed 
conversations were breaking out, as the wizards and witches—and even a few Muggles—started 
chatting with each other, trying to make sense of what they had just seen.  The one kindness in 
the whole event was the wary distancing of the members of the press from the two of them.  No 
doubt the swirling, sparkling, sizzling balls of energy had spooked the lot of them, but someone 
was bound to notice an embarrassingly positioned damp spot on his trouser placket sooner or 
later.  Kissing him briefly, sweetly, she muttered,  “Virilis mundic…” 
 
Magic sparkled over his body.  Severus kissed her back, and returned the favour, though the 
aftermath of her own climax was far less visible.  “Muliebris mundic.” 
 
Cleansed, they kissed one last time, then reluctantly pulled back.  Neither wanted to let go of the 
other; both were afraid to lose the touch of each other’s mind after so many weeks of being alone.  
Severus slid his left arm around her waist, fingers gliding over the skin bared by the rumpling of 
her shirt, turning her to face the couple they had enspelled. 
 
Kathleen recovered her gaping composure literally in the blink of an eye.  Well, it actually took 
her two rapid blinks, but she threw her arms around Hermione, who shifted forward to return the 
embrace.  In the thousand-fold swirl of thoughts shared with that initial touch of her lover’s 
Cream-hexed feathers, the last of Hermione’s doubts about her lover’s true feelings towards the 
older witch had vanished completely.  Accompanied by a lot of information that both of them—
especially Kathleen—had kept from her. 
 
“—Why didn’t you tell me we were bloody Soul-Bound?”  she hissed in her former Defence 
teacher’s ear, squeezing the other woman tightly as much in punishment as in happiness.  That 
had been a shock, learning the truth from her beloved’s mind in that initial re-mating of their 
minds.  It was so obvious, too, now that she knew to look for all the bloody signs!  The wands, 
the hard-to-kill bond, the excruciating pain… 
 
“Because I didn’t know for sure, until the big-nosed idiot tried to kill himself, and nearly took out 
you!”  Kathleen hissed back, hugging her fiercely as Severus kept his fingers on the small of her 

back, sharing Hermione’s thoughts.  “The only absolute, incontrovertible proof of the six main 
warning signs of someone who is eternally-bound—but not yet Oath-Bound in marriage—is the 
inability for the Veritamoria amulet to refill itself at the touch of a Soul-Bound’s hand…after the 
month of requisite agony has passed.  Just remember that you had to go through all of that torture 
to know what the two of you are.  Without experiencing agony, there can be no knowledge of 
ecstasy, after all.” 
 
“Lovely,”  Hermione muttered, rolling her eyes.  “Well, I’ve had enough agony for a full lifetime, 
I can tell you that much!” 
 
“I don’t blame you,”  Kathleen whispered, hugging her a little tighter.  “Now, why didn’t you tell 
me the two of you could pull off a mahatantra?” 
 
“—Mahatantra?” Hermione challenged her.  “That was a layayoga!” 
 
“Fully clothed, without direct coital contact?”  Kathleen pointed out dryly, arching a blond brow.  
“Did you really think that was all it was?” 
 
“…Oh.” 
 
Standing beside the two women as they chatted under their breath, Remus silently held out his 
hand to Severus. 
 
The last time they’d seen each other, Remus had been trying to knock Severus cold in that 
Norwegian cottage.  Kathleen had staggered out at some point in the early evening on the day 
they’d trapped the man, taking only just enough time to hand Severus the respelled Portkey to 
send him home again, before rejoining her lover in the cabin.  Now, the expression on the ex-
Gryffindor’s face as he regarded the Head of Slytherin was a lot calmer.  Even friendly.  No one 
who knew their antagonistic history had noticed it yet, but then everyone else was still nattering 
about the sparkling lights, and the passionate embrace of the Potions Master and the former Head 
Girl, and trying to figure out what it all meant. 
 
Clasping Lupin’s forearm, Severus tugged him close enough to murmur in his ear.  “Now that 
you know what it feels like to have a woman nagging at you inside your mind every time you 
touch, I trust you will also finally change into a much better man?” 
 
The chuckle that met his snarky, teasing quip made Severus smile.  The way Remus pulled him 
into an embrace did not, however.  In fact, it alarmed  Severus a little, as the last of the Mauraders 
pounded him on the back before releasing him.  And then the man had the gall—the unmitigated 
gall!—to laugh in his face at his shocked expression.  Grinning, Remus released his hand, then 
pulled Hermione into an equally rough embrace as the two women parted.  Leaving Kathleen to 
pull him into a hug as well, taking uncomfortable advantage of his shock. 
 
[Good god, what is it with these two?  Do I look like a blasted “hugger”?] 
 
Hermione gasped and jerked out of Remus’ arms, craning her head to look at her disconcerted 
love.  His eyes met hers over the braid-coroneted head of the woman releasing him.  
{You…Severus, can you hear my thoughts, right now?} 
 
[God, yes!]  He blinked at Hermione, stunned, and as Kathleen released him with a puzzled, 
curious look, he reached for her again.  A hand on his chest stopped him.  It belonged to the Man 
Who Lived Dangerously. 
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“Knock it off, you two,”  Harry muttered.  “It’s my birthday, and I’d rather not be nauseated by 
all this lovey-dovey stuff.  And tuck in your shirt, for godsake!  You look like a runny-nosed 
schoolboy!” 
 
Hermione choked on a laugh.  Severus narrowed his eyes, but flicked out his wand and muttered,  
“Sartorlagen.”  Both of their shirts snapped back into place, her halter tucked into her jeans, and 
his shirt tucked into his trousers.  He arched a brow at her.  [Can you match that, o pupil of mine?  
Simultaneously dressing two people at once?] 
 
{Piffle!}  Hermione dismissed, flicking her hand dismissively.  {Two garments only!  Let’s see 
you dress both of us in the morning, while I’m nibbling on your neck, and trying to give you the 
first of a dozen erections—hey, did you realize we did wandless magic, cleaning up each other?}  
she observed suddenly, brows lifting.  {That was brilliant!} 
 
[I suspect it was because we were touching,]  he smiled back.  [If the spell is familiar enough, 
and/or the wizard or witch powerful enough, lots of things can be done wandlessly.  And, being 
Soul-Bound as we are, our powers will always be exponentially higher when we touch—]  
 
Fingers snapped between them, dragging their attention back to Harry.  “What did I say about the 
two of you doing that?  It’s my very first ruddy birthday party, and I’d like to do it up proper!  
Which means right now I need to thank you, Severus, for the wonderful present you gave me…if 
you’d be so kind as to pay attention to me.  I know she’s distracting, but you can save that sort of 
stuff for when you’re in private.” 
 
“…Present?”  Hermione asked her best friend, confused.  “What did you give him?” 
 
“A full-colour wizarding photograph of me eating a Canary Cream, preserved in perpetuity for 
his mockery and amusement,”  Severus admitted ruefully under his breath, giving the younger 
man at his side a mock dark look.  “He took it last week, and developed it in the school’s 
photography lab…with my blackmailed assistance.” 
 
Harry flashed Hermione a grin, ignoring her beloved’s disgruntled look.  “I never joined the 
photo club, so I never learned how to turn Muggle photos into wizarding ones.  Then again, it was 
his present to me, so it was only fair he did the rest of the work.  Of course, it would’ve been 
easier if you’d taught the potion technique in class, Professor.” 
 
“I don’t teach photographic potions in my classroom for very good reason,”  Severus added under 
his breath, as Ginny squeezed in between him and Harry.  “The overly hormonal little buggers 
would then try to privately develop all sorts of forbidden photographs in their dorm-rooms.  I 
won’t be responsible for teaching them how; I’ll leave the responsibility for that up to the 
professor who runs the photography club.”  Their positions now left him on the far side of the 
circle from Hermione, who had Remus and Kathleen on her other side.  Severus frowned, feeling 
a prickle of jealousy at being separated from her.  “…Are the lot of you trying to keep us apart?” 
 
“Wouldn’t dream of it, old man,”  Remus promised him, and crossing his arms, took the hands of 
the women to either side of him, switching them around with a little dance-like twist, making the 
two witches smile at the silly but effective maneuver. 
 
It ended up with the DADA teacher tucked firmly at the werewolf’s side, and Hermione looping 
her arm around Severus’ waist, his own moving to cup her shoulders; thankfully, the jealousy 
eased, enough so that Severus could pay attention to Remus’s next words. 
 

“The reporters are beginning to circle like sharks, no doubt wondering what we’re all muttering 
about.”  He waggled his brows at his former students, and winked cheekily at Severus.  “Want to 
come up with something spurious and salacious for them to gossip about, or do you think they 
could actually handle the truth?” 
 
{Do you want to tell him, or should I?}  Hermione asked her lover, looking up at him.  Ron and 
Luna approached, and squeezed in between Ginny and Remus, so that they were paired around 
the circle, alternating male and female. 
 
Severus debated a moment, then took the task for himself.  “…We have something more 
noteworthy to tell you.  It’s not a cure, per se, because we couldn’t come up with enough power 
to overcome the problem directly…but Kathleen should now be immune to your lycanthropy, and 
you should now be in control of yourself, whenever there’s a full moon.” 
 
“We enchanted an antigen, a sort of magical antibody to the disease,”  Hermione explained as the 
others glanced at each other in disbelief.  She shrugged as Kathleen and Remus, foremost of all, 
gaped at the two of them.  “It’s transferred via bodily fluids—lick a claw and scratch someone, 
share a snog, exchange saliva, or blood or, erm, other forms of bodily fluid…  Anyway, coming 
from Kathleen, it’ll confer immunity on anyone who hasn’t been infected, and coming from 
Remus, it’ll give self-control to those that already are.  Of course, you’ll have to wait twelve days 
to test it at the next full of the moon, to be absolutely sure,”  she added in warning,  “but that’s 
what we aimed for, with all that magic.” 
 
Remus’ expression struggled between disbelief and relief, overlaid with growing hope and 
happiness.  Kathleen, however, glared at the two of them.  “—You just ruined my adrenaline 
high!” 
 
“He’ll still transform involuntarily, and still have a hunter’s urges,”  Severus corrected her dryly, 
as she shared a quick, sharp look with Remus.  Severus paused, realizing the older wizard’s hand 
rested on the nape of her neck, communicating with her.  Whatever they discussed as they looked 
into each other’s eyes had Kathleen relaxing with a sigh, and Remus kissing her temple.  Severus 
continued, clearing his throat for her attention.  “…It’s just that Remus should be able to control 
himself and not attack anyone he doesn’t want to harm.  Unfortunately, the cure for terminating 
the cursed disease in an infected victim is beyond the abilities of even a mahatantra.” 
 
“…We were going to knock off half a decade or so for you,”  Hermione added to the dazed 
werewolf as Ginny clamped a hand over her mouth and Harry and Ron stared with eyes almost as 
wide as Luna’s were naturally,  “but Severus thought you’d appreciate something like this a lot 
more than a few extra years on your life.” 
 
“If it’s true—if I can retain control, and give that control to others…”  The werewolf blinked at 
them, dazed, almost overcome by the possibilities.  His gaze sharpened on Severus.  “For this gift 
to come from someone I nearly killed back when I was unable to control myself, and to have it 
come from someone who once hated me above almost any other being…thank you.  Words are 
inadequate, but…thank you!” 
 
“Don’t thank me until it’s passed the proper tests,”  Severus muttered, uncomfortable with the 
praise in the other man’s eyes. 
 
“Of course, if it doesn’t work, come back to us for an exchange, and we’ll see if we can knock a 
few years off of you in compensation,”  Hermione interjected with a quick wink, easing the 
emotional burden of the moment with a little humor for her beloved’s sake. 
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“Only if you can keep it to the publically acceptable stuff,”  Kathleen joked back.  “The last thing 
I want to see is either of you butt-naked.” 
 
“—Urgh!  Do you mind?”  Harry protested wincing dramatically.  “The last thing I want to even 
think about on my birthday is that!  What are you trying to do, ruin my party?” 
 
Even Severus found his disgusted protest humorous, for it was somehow twice as funny for him, 
given what had happened between him and Kathleen…and then his ruddy hand went numb again, 
as the guilt of what he had done resurged within him.  Hermione felt the presence of his hand 
vanish from his consciousness and looked up at him sharply.  He looked down at her, meeting her 
gaze with an honest, regret-filled, sub-thoughted memory.  Her eyes glittered with tears as she 
learned in his mind just how serious he had been at the time, in wanting to literally cast off the 
offending flesh.  Turning her head, she kissed the hand draped limply over her shoulder. 
 
Forgiveness flowed out of her with the act, pouring feeling back into his hand.  Lifting it from her 
shoulder in her fingers, curling his arm around her in a tighter embrace, she kissed his flesh again 
as she looked into his eyes, forming coherent thoughs.  {I know you felt you had to do it at the 
time…and though it was hell between us when it happened, you’re in my life now, and I will never 
let you go.} 
 
Something in the possessiveness of her sub-thoughts made him chase down one of them.  Fingers 
tightening in hers, Severus fixed a glare on the Man Who Didn’t Obey Orders.  “—Potter!”  he 
snapped, startling the younger man into jumping slightly.  “Did I, or did I not, tell you to not 
deliver that particular letter?” 
 
The resurgence of the sour, greasy-git voice that had terrorized nearly seventeen years’ worth of 
students fazed Harry for a moment.  He blinked and stammered,  “Uh…which letter?” 
 
“My bloody Last Will and Testament, boy!”  Severus growled.  Forget calling the little prat a 
‘man’! 
 
“Too late, my love,”  Hermione interjected out loud, daring to smile where the others quailed 
warily.  “I have it in writing that your soul is mine for all of Eternity…and I have plans for that 
soul.” 
 
He shifted his gaze to her, looking down at her.  […Dammit, you know I cannot glare at you for 
long, Hermione.  You’re ruining a perfectly good snit!] 
 
Her smile was as old as Eve’s, post-apple.  {Suffer.  If you refrain from whinging, I’ll make it up 
to you later…} 
 
[Promise?]  he asked her, as Ron asked Remus something and the werewolf responded.  Then 
winced from another memory, triggered by that word.  […Why was I so bloody stupid to think I 
had to fulfil that promise, too?] 
 
Popping up on her sneakered toes, Hermione kissed him on the tip of his nose.  {Because you’re 
a man of your word, to me.  Of course, if you ever make such a rash and stupid promise again, 
I’ll beat you senseless with a cast-iron cauldron!} 
 
Severus arched a black brow at her.  [I thought the wife’s role was to beat her husband with a 
rolling pin.] 
 
{So I’m kinky.} 

 
[Mm, quite.  Thank god.]  Dropping a kiss on her forehead, Severus glanced out across the 
gathering.  The reporters were still trying to hover discreetly close to the little group, but not 
obnoxiously close, thankfully.  Others were still eyeing the knot of four couples in curiosity, but 
the party had resumed its previous tenor for the most part. 
 
A tall, curly-haired figure caught his eye.  Jeffrey Granger.  Severus narrowed his eyes slightly, 
seeking out…there she was, standing not far from her husband.  Rachel Granger, talking with a 
witch in purple robes, her face animated with what looked like a very similar level of enthusiasm 
for whatever subject it was they were currently discussing.  Someone had brought the Muggles; 
probably the witch snuggled close at his side. 
 
[I see where you get some of your enthusiasm for discourse, love; your mother looks like she’s in 
her element.]  He squeezed her light with his arm, regretting the need to be parted from her 
physical presence so soon, but knowing the second stage of his presence at this party had to be 
completed, too.  [I must go face your parents, confess my identity, and beg them for their 
permission to become their son-in-law.] 
 
{I’ve told them what Harry told me…explained why I’ve been such a moody watering-pot these 
last few weeks,}  Hermione stated.  She squeezed him, then released him to do what he had to do.  
{They’re over the worst of the shock of it, I think…I hope.} 
 
[I hope so, too.  Wish me luck.] 
 
{Tell ‘em I’d take you even if you still had crooked teeth!} 
 
CLVIII. 
 
Despite the sharing of her sense of humor, Severus approached her parents with sweating palms, 
induced by increasing trepidation.  He was about to ask them permission to become a member of 
their family, after having conducted—despite the extenuating, explanatory circumstances—an 
illicit affair with one of his own students.  Their precious, beloved daughter.  Their only child.  
And he had to speak with them after having lied to them multiple times in the matter of his 
identity.  [Love, do they know I’m “Herman” as well as “Kathy”?] 
 
{Yep.} 
 
He wasn’t sure if that was a good thing, or a bad thing.  Fifteen yards, fourteen, twelve…  A body 
interposed itself between Severus and Rachel Granger. 
 
“Professor Snape, my, my—whatever is the world coming to, when a teacher at Hogwarts 
publically kisses and fondles one of his very own students?”  the dark-haired, toothy man 
between him and his quarry all but purred.  He looked familiar, and Severus searched his memory 
for the man’s name as the git—bearing a press card in his robe pocket—continued.  “Of course, 
that Canary Cream incident will definitely be front-page humiliation for you but this story will fill 
the inside cover, too!” 
 
“…Kendry.  Martin Kendry,”  Severus murmured, finally fixing a name to that face.  Crossing his 
arms, he tapped his fingers against his chin, studying the reporter.  “I remember you.  Is this all 
the drive and ambition of a Sorted Slytherin could get you?  Forced to leech off the doings of 
others for your wages?  Sucking up gossip like a pathetic shadow of a vampire?  A member of the 
press?”  The younger man sneered silently in reply.  Severus continued his sarcastic reminisces.  
“Clearly, your ineptitude when it came to doing your homework is still clinging to you like the 
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miasma of Professor Sprout’s manure bins…which is where I believe the Weasley twins dumped 
you, when you were in second-year together? 
 
“For your elucidation, Mr. Kendry—that means ‘education’ and ‘enlightenment’,”  he mocked 
lightly; Kendry had been the Slytherin equivalent of a Pettigrew, only too pathetic for Voldemort 
to accept him as a Death Eater, since Pettigrew had at least been valuable as a spy in the enemy 
camp,  “—allow me to remind you that Miss Granger ceased being one of my students back in 
June.  It is now July.  As far as I have always understood it, time does not naturally flow 
backward, and July has always followed June, not preceded it.  And lastly, if you write or say one 
inappropriate thing about me, a certain confiscated journal will come back to the light of day, and 
be published in an astonishingly wide variety of periodicals.  Good day, Mr. Kendry,”  Severus 
informed the bristling, flush-faced, silenced reporter, smirking tightly.  “Don’t linger too long, or 
I’ll have to ask Fred and George where the garden compost heap is located.” 
 
Kendry’s eyes flicked past his shoulder, and widened.  Paired voices floated sharply over 
Severus’ shoulder, as the Weasley twins flanked him.  “—Don’t bother yourself, Professor.”  
“Yeah, we’ll take out the trash—right now!” 
 
George Weasley stepped forward and caught Martin Kendry by one arm even as his twin Fred 
caught the other.  Severus had always been able to tell them apart by their subtle differences, 
though he had never bothered to differentiate between the two when handing out punishments for 
their antics.  What one of them did, the other one inevitably helped with, already knew or would 
tacitly approve of after the fact.  George glanced over his shoulder at his former Potions 
professor, an odd look in his eyes before he returned his attention to the reporter in his and his 
brother’s grip.  It was a look, if Severus didn’t misjudge…of support?  A very odd thing to see on 
a Weasley’s face, when aimed his way. 
 
“—You’re disturbing our guest, you smelly little stoat,”  Fred asserted firmly, confirming the 
impression. 
 
“He was invited.  You were not,”  George added, and the two men hoisted the reporter off of his 
feet and marched him off to the side of the house somewhere.  Severus watched them depart, no 
doubt headed for the compost bin he’d suggested, then looked back again for his quarry.  He 
would have to find some way to reward the twins for their show of support.  Perhaps a 
collaboration on those horrid practical-joke potions of theirs…? 
 
Jeffrey had joined Rachel, and both were now looking at him.  His palms started sweating again.  
Taking a steadying breath, he closed the last few yards between them. 
 
“Mr. and Mrs. Granger.  Good afternoon,”  he managed without stammering like a ruddy 
schoolboy. 
 
“Professor…Snape.  You look different from our last face-to-face meeting,”  Jeffrey dared to 
remind him, pricking at Severus’ pride. 
 
“Or even the previous encounter, ‘Herman’,”  Rachel added dryly. 
 
Was that a tiny gleam of humor in her eyes?  Severus hoped so.  He inclined his head slightly, 
trying not to sound too stiff or defensive as he acknowledged the verbal hits.  “Now you know 
why things were so ‘complicated’.  Thankfully, they are no longer that way.”  And then the 
words, the right words, finally came pouring out of his mouth.  “…I love your daughter more than 
my very life, and wish to treasure and exhalt her for eternity as my bride.  May I have your 
permission to marry her, and join your family?” 

 
“Are you going to continue to potion yourself into a woman and walk around in drag?”  Jeffrey 
challenged him.  Thankfully not loud enough for anyone else to have heard, but then Severus 
suspected Mr. Granger wouldn’t have liked that to be front page news alongside the Canary 
Cream photos. 
 
Severus endured the flush staining his cheeks, and carefully kept back the comment that, if he 
were Transfigured into the body of a woman, he wouldn’t be ‘in drag’, technically speaking.  
Instead, he answered smoothly, levelly,  “I will do whatever it takes to make her happy…because 
I cannot live with myself any other way.” 
 
Hermione’s father opened his mouth to comment.  His wife elbowed him in the ribs.  “Give the 
man a break, Jeffrey!  He’s obviously quite willing to humiliate himself in public for our little 
girl.  If that’s not true love, what is?  And before you argue any further, need I remind you exactly 
who dressed up in a dog costume and sang ‘Puppy Love’ ouside my college dorm window one 
night?  Hm?” 
 
Severus lifted his eyes to Jeffrey’s face, and watched the other man flush.  Their gazes met, and 
rueful, wincing little smiles of masculine understanding were exchanged.  “I see the Granger 
women have both of us wrapped around their wands.” 
 
“It’s ‘wrapped around their little fingers’, in Muggle-speak,”  Jeffrey dared to correct him.  
“But…yeah.  It’s not so bad, once you get used to it.” 
 
Rachel mock-gaped at her husband.  He extended his hand, ignoring her, and Severus clasped it.  
“No, it’s not bad at all.” 
 
“Well, at least you’re not as old as we’d feared,”  Jeffrey muttered under his breath.  “Hermione 
always made out like you were twice her age.” 
 
“I’m forty-two.  I believe I already told you that?”  Severus gently reminded them.  The Muggle’s 
hand froze in his for a moment.  Jeffrey eyed him sharply, as did his wife. 
 
“That’s…impossible.  You don’t even look thirty!”  Jeffrey protested. 
 
Severus shrugged slightly.  “Your daughter makes me quite literally feel young at heart.” 
 
Rachel was the first to break.  She snorted, choked, and finally laughed behind her hand.  Severus 
grinned at her.  Jeffrey, on the other hand, tightened his grip.  “—Your teeth, man!  What 
happened to them?  Last I saw them, they were in serious need of orthodontia!” 
 
“I, ah…had a fight with Hermione,”  Severus confessed, flushing with the embarrassment of the 
memory.  “She zapped me with a Rodentia Jinx, and the school nurse overcompensated when she 
fixed them—you aren’t going to expect me see a Muggle dentist, are you?”  Severus asked 
warily, nervously. 
 
“And deny ourselves the pleasure of torturing our future son-in-law ourselves?”  Rachel enquired, 
arching a brow.  “Consider it a punishment reserved for whenever we think you’re not treating 
our little girl properly.” 
 
Oddly enough, that reassured Severus.  “Then I shall never need fear either of you.  If you’ll 
excuse me, I have a proposal to give.”  Turning, he spotted a familiar blond head nearby, and 
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decided to take advantage of his godson’s proximity.  Blending their two sets of friends and 
family would take some effort, but he might as well start the process now.  “Draco!” 
 
His godson broke off his conversation with Miss Chang and came over.  “Yes, Professor?” 
 
“You’re not in school anymore, Draco; call me Severus,”  he reminded the younger man.  
“Rachel, Jeffrey, this is my godson, Draco Malfoy.  Draco, these are Jeffrey and Rachel Granger.  
Hermione’s parents.” 
 
It was a bit of an impromptu test for the young pureblood…and to his gratitude, Draco passed it.  
He extended his arm without hesitation, and shook hands with the two Muggles.  “We’ve already 
met, though not formally.  It’s good to see you again, Mr. & Mrs. Granger.  You’ve raised an 
exceptional daughter.  I, er…I wish to apologize to you for the way I treated her, back when I was 
young and stupid.  Your daughter has been instrumental in helping me turn my life around, and I 
am deeply indebted to her for her kindness, which I’m certain she must’ve learned from you.” 
 
That was Slytherin-smooth of him, Severus noted with a touch of pleasure; Draco had just 
managed to not only flatter Hermione’s Muggle parents, but influence them to prove him right in 
being kind to him now.  He passed with flying colours, Severus was quietly proud to observe, as 
Rachel and Jeffrey immediately did their best to live up to Draco’s voiced expectatons.  Clapping 
him on the back, Severus left him to converse further with her parents, and sought out his love.  
And spotted her just as he felt a surge of irate sub-thoughts.  Striding over to her side, he saw her 
gesture with an empty hand, and watched as a glob of iced pumpkin juice leapt up out of the 
reporter’s cup, splashing the man in the face.  Yes, she was definitely channeling his Aquamancy 
tendencies, as he was channeling her Pyromantic ones. 
 
“…And if you ever ask such impertinent questions about my love-life in the future, I will 
personally see to it that you never again have one!” 
 
[Whatever did the idiot ask you?]  Severus enquired, arching a brow as the reporter spluttered, 
wiping at his nose and cheeks with a hand. 
 
{He wanted to know if you were circumcised—“for the record”.  Really!  When did the press 
degenerate into a bunch of porno-hounds, anyway?}  she snorted indignantly in his mind. 
 
Slipping his arm around her waist Severus kissed her gently on the temple, then fixed a glare on 
the reporter in question.  The kind of furious, cold stare he usually reserved for his most 
obnoxious students.  Whatever the idiot had intended to say froze satisfactorily before it escaped 
his throat.  Severus filled the void with a glacial tone of voice to match the frosty glare. 
 
“Interviews are over.  Get lost.”  As the affronted man huffed and moved off, Severus added in 
her mind,  [Where would you like me to propose to you?  Here in front of all these witnesses?  Or 
somewhere more private?] 
 
Her sub-thoughts swirled for a moment.  {Here, in public.  So that no other little bimbo dares 
think she can lay lipstick prints on your cheek and get away with it—god, that infuriated me!  And 
sickened me with fear, that I’d suddenly become so forgettable.} 
 
[How could I forget to breathe?]  he promised her, and kissed her forehead again before stepping 
away from her.  [I’m glad you chose “public”.  I want to make sure every single male here knows 
exactly whom they would be facing, if they dared to take their lives into their idiotic hands by 
attempting to pursue you.] 
 

Drawing the ring from his trouser pocket, Severus dropped to his knee.  He’d done a bit of 
research on Muggle customs for this sort of thing—which had consisted mainly of grilling Harry 
ruthlessly, until the younger wizard had complained that it was like being in a verbal Potions 
exam all over again—and had been pleased to learn they weren’t that much different.  His action 
caused a stir in their immediate environs, however, because of that similarity.  It quickly changed 
to a murmur and a shuffle as everyone nudged their neighbor and and turned to stare at the sight 
of the dreaded Potions Master on bended knee. 
 
In the dazed, expectant hush that followed, Severus’ voice quietly filled the sun-drenched garden 
as he took her hand in his, holding the ring poised before her engagement finger.  “Hermione 
Granger, will you consent to marry me, and make me the happiest black-hearted bastard in the 
universe?” 
 
“Only if you promise to not always be such a black-hearted bastard,”  she dared to tease him, 
grinning. 
 
Severus pretended to ponder the question.  He arched a brow up at her, playing along  “…Only if 
you promise to not be such a shrewish, bossy termigant all the time.” 
 
“Deal.” 
 
“Agreed.”  He slid the ring onto her finger, a band of gold intertwined with silver, set with two 
heart-shape stones, one emerald, one ruby, turned so that one pointed one way and one the other 
way, their sides flush to each other.  He watched her admire it for a moment, then tugged her 
down to sit onto his knee.  [Mind you, neither of us agreed to completely quit being bastardish or 
shrewish…] 
 
Hermione kissed him.  {We wouldn’t have it any other way.} 
 
CLIX. 
 
Severus was surprised he lasted an hour, after that, suffering under the intense stares of the 
gawkers and well-wishers around them.  He was surprised that he kept his temper so evenly in 
check as witch after wizard expressed their astonishment, skepticism, and belated, bewildered 
congratulations.  And he was grateful that the reunion of Hermione with Albus Dumbledore—
quickly dragged into the orchard for a modicum of privacy—went fairly well.  The Potions 
Master was still mentally smirking over the cruellest of the punishments his love had assigned the 
Bearded Bastard.  It was one that wouldn’t take place at even the earliest for nearly a year…and it 
was one both of them were looking forward to the penitent old wizard suffering. 
 
He was equally surprised, and Hermione gratified, to find that all of the Weasleys—excepting the 
absent Percy, who had permanently severed all ties to his family a couple years before, and hadn’t 
abandoned his boorish, obnoxious ambitions—were actually supporting his relationship, and his 
right to have a relationship with Hermione.  It surprised him even more to learn that it was Ron 
who had argued with them so vehemently on his behalf, and changed their minds.  Ginny, he 
could understand; she’d always been the smartest of the lot, once she’d gotten over the stupidity 
of her first year.  But Ronald Weasley, supporting and cheering for him? 
 
When he took the youngest male Weasley aside and asked him—awkwardly—why the show of 
support for his ‘greasy, gitty Professor’, Ron had shrugged and mumbled,  “…Because you make 
her the happiest, and I just want her to be happy.” 
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Molly and Arthur, who had ‘known’ Severus the longest, were awkward about it at first.  But 
Arthur had finally clasped his hand without a word, and Molly had dithered a moment, then 
pulled him into a hug.  Severus wasn’t a hugger with anyone but Hermione, but he endured it for 
Molly’s sake.  And maybe for his own.  There were too many open, loving, huggy people around 
his fiance, and he knew he’d have to not only get used to receiving, but condition himself to 
giving.  Hermione, sensing the discomfort and trend of his sub-thoughts, had giggled mentally 
and told him to treat it like building up an immunity to a poison, enduring one embrace at a time.  
They argued good-naturedly about whether or not he could limit himself to one non-Hermione 
hug per day, and more than one person eyed them askance as they tried to smother the physical 
signs of their mental laughter. 
 
But after about an hour or so past his proposal, he nudged her mentally, his endurance for 
tolerating such a social situation finally at an end.  He sought out Kathleen and Remus for a brief 
moment to make sure there would be no interruptions in the coming hours—they would be 
retiring to Kathleen’s quarters at the school, he ascertained—then joined Hermione.  Together, 
they took their leave of the Weasleys, and of Harry, and Apparated away from the Burrow.  To 
the Shrieking Shack, where their relationship had really started. 
 
To his way of thinking, the ritual in the meadow hadn’t been the start of all of this, though it had 
been the necessary prologue, the catalyst that had started the chain-reaction of their relationship; 
the Shack was the place where they’d first started being honest with each other.  Where she’d 
forgiven him for his trespass against her; that was where their relationship had started.  He was 
pleased to see, as they banged into the bedroom, that Remus had continued to fix up the old place.  
Now it was actually pleasant and somewhat like being in a bed-and-breakfast inn, for it was quite 
clean and tidy in the bedroom…though a peek through the doorway proved the rest of the house 
to still be a dust-scattered, furniture-crammed wreck. 
 
“Sartorlagen.” 
 
The sneaky, feminine hiss stripped him of his clothes in an instant.  Turning around, Severus 
found Hermione leaning back against one of the posts of the bed in a sultry pose.  Also 
completely naked.  She’d taken advantage of his distraction with studying the changes to the 
place—perhaps some of his more Slytherin-esque habits were rubbing off on her, just as he was 
picking up some of her Gryffindor-ish ones? 
 
Their earlier, fully-clothed interlude hadn’t really taken off the edge of his desire for her.  Three 
strides brought him to her, and a heft of his hands on her buttocks hoisted her partway up the 
rounded post.  Willingly, Hermione hooked her arms over his shoulders and her legs over his 
hips.  With an accuracy undiminished by their length of time apart, Severus impaled her without 
any further preliminaries. 
 
{Ah, god—tight!}  Hermione arched back and clutched at the pole above and behind her head, 
trusting in him to support her weight. 
 
[Wet…home…]  His breath hissed out through clenched teeth.  All that moisture, slicking her 
depths, it was enough to drive him deliciously mad.  Just as he intended to drive her. 
 
{So hard!}  Her own breath escaped as a grunt as he bounced her a little, shoving himself that 
much deeper via the weight of her own frame.  She’d tightened up, inside; he’d always been a 
little thick in girth, and there had always been that initial shock of entry—together, his thickness 
and her narrowness made a ‘high union’ in Tantric terms—but this was almost painful, it had 
been that long. 
 

And yet it was a deep, abiding pleasure at the same time; she couldn’t hide that from him.  
[Yesssss…  Must…adjust… There!] 
 
A lift of her weight and he pinned her between himself and the bedframe, and flexed his hips with 
a jerk.  Four things happened:  he hit that sensitive spot deep inside her body; she clamped up 
around him reflexively; he hitched deeper with an instinctive reaction…and mashed his pubic 
bone into her clitoris.  Hermione’s head thumped back into the round wood of the post behind her 
as she climaxed with a startled gasp.  She didn’t feel the impact; she could only feel the lightning-
like twists of her own pleasure shivering through her nerves, the secondhand tightening of his 
scrotum, the tingling, rushing warning of impending climax that swept in from his arms and his 
legs.  And then she felt it, the shuddering, twitching pulses of warm wetness spurting inside as he 
groaned and clutched her tighter to him, rooting her in place as she squirmed in the helpless 
throes of their mutual pleasure. 
 
Strangely enough, while his legs felt uncomfortably weak, his loins were still quite strong.  Or 
perhaps not so strangely; Severus hadn’t had much in the way of release since their last night of 
lovemaking back in April.  True, he was in a body that had been randy enough for at least one 
masturbation session a night, but self-ministrated pleasure paled in comparison to what they had 
shared. 
 
[I am addicted to you, Hermione Granger,]  he confessed as he firmed his trembling muscles and 
managed to get them safely over to the bed.  He collaped both of them onto the clean, soft, 
patchwork quilt Remus must have found somewhere, and rolled them over so that her lethargic 
body was half sprawled over his, both sets of limbs firmly on the bed.  No dangling over the edge 
for either of them, this time around.  [Absolutely addicted…] 
 
{Ditto.  And I never want to be cured,}  she murmured, curling into him as he cradled her close.  
Snuggling with him, for that was more important at the moment, despite the lust still thrumming 
in their veins. 
 
[Never,]  he agreed.  He kissed her curl-covered head and held her a little while longer, then 
enquired idly,  […Ready for another round?] 
 
{Only if you start off by kissing it and making it better,}  Hermione told him dryly.  {That was a 
bit of a rough re-introduction to lovemaking, you know.} 
 
Smirking, Severus complied, rolling her onto her back and kissing his way down her body as she 
squirmed up to the head of the mattress to make room for his frame down by the foot.  [You found 
it pleasurable, all the same.] 
 
{Oh, that reminds me—you had a conversation with Draco, the day I went totally berk.  
Something about letting some woman “do it again in a heartbeat” to you?} 
 
[We were talking about Kathleen severing my awareness of my hand.  I never want to have to do 
that again.  I wanted her to cut off my real hand…and I would have let her, for it offending my 
devotion to you—I am yours, no other’s, body and soul.] 
 
An aftershock shuddered through her, primed by his mouth and triggered by his words.  His name 
hissed between her teeth as he dove without preamble between her thighs, burying his lips, and 
tongue, and that beloved, pointed nose.  “Severusss!” 
 
A muffled chuckle drove her even higher, coupled as it was with the devouring actions of his 
teeth and tongue.  As did the increasingly hungry noises he made, relishing their combined 
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flavour.  He was getting seriously hard, listening to her rising whimpers, feeling how each and 
every caress he gave lifted her towards the peak of her impending pleasure.  [Can you taste this 
secondhand on my tongue?]  he whispered in her mind, swallowing the mixture of tastes and 
flavours with a throaty hum of pleasure.  [Do you know how much it arouses me to taste the 
flavours of you and me together?  To know I have been thrusting inside of you only a short while 
ago, and that only now am I beginning to seep free?] 
 
His hands clenched on her thighs, not quite hard enough to leave bruises, but hard enough to 
anchor his desire.  He knew his words were arousing her even further, turning her nipples into 
painfully hard peaks.  Severus pursued both of their pleasure with single-minded intensity. 
 
[Just to know that I have finally spilled my seed deep inside your body, after all these weeks 
apart—] 
 
“—Ah, god, I want your child!”  Pleasure arched her spine, wracked her body. 
 
Her shout and the sharp spike of her pleasure caught Severus by surprise; his loins tightened, 
burned, and he found himself jerking into the bedding, knees instinctively sprawling as wide as 
possible so that he could enjoy the friction of the patchwork duvet under his driving shaft.  
Groaning, he lapped greedily at the moisture expelled in her pleasure, making her shiver as 
aftershock blended into aftershock.  Finally, he let her calm down again.  Aware of the cooling 
puddle under his loins, Severus kissed each of her thighs, enjoying the soft tender skin of their 
inner sides.  […You realize, of course, that making me cum all over the bedding instead of at the 
mouth of your womb isn’t going to get you pregnant?] 
 
She answered him with a mock mental pout, and a contented sigh for the pleasure he’d given her.  
{What a waste…} 
 
[Not to mention the fact that I’ve still been taking the Nihou Dze potion,]  he added, pushing up 
into a sitting position, licking the last of her dew from his lips.. 
 
Hermione opened her eyes and lifted her head, looking at him in confusion.  {Whatever have you 
been doing that for?  We haven’t touched each other for three and a half months!} 
 
[Because I didn’t want to ruin the efficacy of the potion, if I ever had the chance to make love to 
you again.]  Crawling over her, Severus braced himself on his arms, his chest brushing her 
breasts with a slight tickle of those sparsely scattered black hairs, the dark strands of his hair 
curtaining his face to either side.  [I hoped my self-control was adequate to the task during our 
separation—and it was, physically—but I knew if it broke, I’d fall as far and as fast as I could 
fly…and I didn’t want there to be any untimely Consequences.] 
 
She knew what he meant by the mental capitalization of that word.  Sliding her fingers up the 
length of his arms, Hermione licked her lips.  Capturing his gaze with the act, and his attention 
with her thoughts.  {I’m not your student anymore, Professor.  I’m your fiance, soon to be your 
wife…and I want not only you, but your children, too.} 
 
Shifting to the side, Severus stretched out beside her.  His hand slid over her stomach, cupping 
the soft, feminine skin below her navel.  Dark eyes piercing brown, he enquired in puzzlement,  
[You’re still very young, you know.  And I’m not as old as I was; I can wait a few years—laugh if 
you like, it’s the best way to phrase the matter.  You should be established in your own career 
first, anyway.] 
 

{I don’t know; Mum told me she had a hard time, being a dentist and trying to raise me at the 
same time.  She took the first year off, of course, but didn’t like sending me to daycare centres 
afterwards.  It might be easier to have the children first, then take up a career,}  she shrugged, 
her near hand idly stroking his hip and thigh, the other one tucked behind her head. 
 
Severus pushed up onto his elbow so he could scowl down at her.  [Hermione, I did not go 
through all of that hell for you to throw your education and brilliant mind away!  Not that 
motherhood isn’t a definite challenge, but I thought you were going to apply to the Department of 
Mysteries as an Unspeakable research apprentice!  Or as an Auror, or whatever else the bloody 
hell that you want!] 
 
{Don’t fret, Severus!  I’m not giving up anything.  I’ve my whole life ahead of me, so long as I 
can spend it with you.}  She stretched sinuously, enjoying the pleasant, sated ache in her limbs.  
The Shrieking Shack itself was warm from the heat of the afternoon, but she didn’t mind the 
warmth of his hand.  {I already turned in an application to their hiring department.  But as much 
as I’d love to spend my time as a researcher, delving into the deepest mysteries of the wizarding 
world, I don’t want to spend any of my time away from you, either.  I’ve already had an 
unpleasant taste of that, thank you very much. 
 
{And there is a slight chance that they won’t want me…  I mean, I’ve done a little research into 
who gets picked—not for what, since that’s classified, but I’ve learned who’s an Unspeakable and 
what their scholastic record was like—and their selection criteria seems to be all over the place.  
They might not want me.  Or might not need me, at the moment.  If they don’t, it’s not the end of 
the world; there are other things I suppose I could do.} 
 
Her hand touched his jaw, caressing it. Severus caught her fingers, pressing them to his cheek, 
then twisting his face so that he could kiss them.  [Alright, let’s consider all of your options, then.  
Option one:  you get a job as an Unspeakable.  You’ll Floo to and from the school, of course—
you wouldn’t want to give up the spectacular view from my quarters, now would you?] 
 
Hermione smirked, tickling his lips with her fingers. 
 
He nipped at their tips, catching them lightly in his teeth.  [Option two:  you stay here with me, 
and we get to work immediately on a family.  Of course, the thought of becoming a father terrifies 
me, save for my faith in you…for I know you’ll never let me turn into an echo of my cold, selfish 
father.] 
 
She twisted onto her side and kissed him on the cheek, praising him as she did so.  {No, you’re 
not an echo of him, nor even a shadow.  Inexperienced in the warm, expressive ways of a loving 
family, but you’re never too old to learn how to change your behaviour.  I do have faith in you.} 
 
He kissed her back.  [Option three: you apprentice to Minerva, and take over the 
Transfigurations position when Albus retires and she steps up as Headmistress.] 
 
{A tempting offer—I’d get to spend even more time with you, since we’d be at staff meetings 
together…do you really think Dumbledore might accept a nomination to the Minister’s office?}  
she asked idly, nuzzling his throat.  {Because if he does, that’ll make it hard for him to fulfil his 
pennance for putting us through hell.} 
 
[Ah, now I understand,]  Severus dared to tease her, lifting his chin so she could suckle more 
comfortably on that spot just below his adam’s apple.  His skin shivered, developing goose-spots 
from the stimulation caused by her sweet lips.  [You want to have children right away so you can 
torment him right away.] 
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{Yes, that was particularly brilliant of me, wasn’t it?  Ordering him to babysit our future children 
upon demand, as a means of penance.  He’ll either make a wonderful babysitter, or be driven 
mad when little Sevvy Junior is in his terrible twos and threes.  Hopefully both.} 
 
[I thought the first one was going to be a girl,]  Severus pointed out as she pushed him onto his 
back and sucked on more than just the lump marking his larynx. 
 
{Girl, boy, so long as they’re healthy…} 
 
Her tongue reached his right nipple, laving it to attention.  A slow exhale of hot air was followed 
by a fast stream of breath that was a lot cooler.  Severus trembled and bit his lower lip.  [Oh, yes, 
like that…mm, another idea…  Option four:  go into independent research as an Eromancer.  
Live off my salary, abuse my poor, youthened body in experiment after perverted experiment, 
until your research gets published as an…oh, Merlin, do that again…as an instant, erotic 
bestseller…] 
 
{I think I’ll do that one on the side, whatever job I take,}  Hermione smirked, and worked her 
way further south.  {But that does beget the question, do you want to remain Potions Master of 
Hogwarts?  Is there anything else you’d rather do, career-wise?} 
 
His hands, which had shifted to her head to play with her soft, springy, chestnut curls, stilled both 
themselves and her ministrations.  Giving him the room to think clearly for a moment.  […No.  
For a little while, I was free to teach my classes as they ought to be taught, not as I’d been forced 
to teach them, due to my position, my circumstances…my bitterness.  Test scores improved, in 
that little window of opportunity between the Final Battle and Albus’s assinine mistakes.  By an 
average of almost thirty percent, across all of my classes, and for most of my students.  That’s a 
significant statistic. 
 
[Kathleen is doing a marvelous job as the Defence Mistress, and as far as I know will be back for 
next year—you can resume licking my navel, if you like,]  he urged her as she glanced up at him.  
[Though I might like to visit Pago Pago some day, I’d be no happier as an apothecarist.  Not to 
mention, I’d have to give up my…my friends and colleagues, and the quarters I’ve called home 
for nearly my entire teaching career.  I…oh, god…I…I can’t ruddy well think, when you use your 
teeth like that!] 
 
Her giggle was suitably muffled, as she suckled and nibbled at his prick.  {So…when are we 
going to get married?} 
 
A groan tore out of his throat.  [Oh god—oh dear goddess!]  It was ruddy well not easy, 
concentrating on the answer to her question through her expert domination of his desire.  
[Sp…special license…in two weeks’ time—oh, sweet succubus!] 
 
He swore softly as she pulled back from his throbbing flesh before he could reach the point of no 
return.  Trembled, as she lapped like a kitten at the seeping tip.  Shuddered, as she played the 
same hot-and-cold breath trick on his manhood that she’d played up on his chest. 
 
[Mercy—!]  The thought escaped him with the accompaniment of an undignified whimper.  His 
predicament was further compounded when she squirmed into a slightly different position, and 
clasped her breasts together with her hands, surrounding him with her plump mounds.  Covering 
her hands with his own, taking over the necessary pressure so that she could brace herself on the 
bed with her forearms, Severus rocked his hips with an increasingly frantic hunger. 
 

When she dipped her head and took his glans into her warm, wet mouth at the peak of each 
stroke, he lost control.  Growling, he came, jerking from the waist down, tense from the waist up, 
his eyes glittering slits as he watched the milky jets  paint her face, her nose and her cheeks and 
her lips.  Of all the things they had done, this was one of the most conventional kinks out there—
but, Merlin!  Hermione looked so beautiful, streaked with the viscous white of his seed… 
 
Licking her lips, Hermione opened her eyes and smirked at him.  {Slytherins have no mercy…so 
they should expect none.} 
 
A duck of her head, a muttered magical word, and she swallowed his semi-softened shaft all the 
way to the root.  With a shout, Severus almost arched his whole body off the bed.  He clawed at 
the quilt with his hands, clutched handfuls of it as she swallowed him literally into her throat, 
thanks to Oscitrudim.  Ah, god—heaven!  He was so deliriously glad they hadn’t waited until 
reaching his quarters all the way up at the school…and so very, very glad he’d fulfilled his 
promise to teach her that bloody marvelous trick… 
 
CLX. 
 
{‘Dear Miss Granger; 
 
{We regret to inform you that, due to your telepathically linked circumstances with Severus 
Snape, Professor of Potions, Hogwarts School for Witchcraft and Wizardry, we cannot accept 
your application to become an Unspeakable Research Apprentice.  Though Mr. Snape qualifies 
for the rigorous screening standards, we feel the security breach inherent in your paired 
condition is insurmountable.  Should the link be terminated in the near future, please do not 
hesitate to reapply. 
 
{Sincerely, 
{Barbarella Reine 
{Wizard Relations, Department of Mysteries 
{Ministry of Magic.’ 
 
{—What a bloody pile of rubbish!}  Hermione snapped, scowling at the offensive letter.  
Kathleen pushed her head forward, magic tingling over the younger witch’s scalp.  {Of all the 
disappointing nonsense to receive on my wedding day!  Don’t they realize they’d be getting two 
brains for the salary of one?  Two of the brightest brains in existence, and they’re just throwing it 
away!  Not to mention we cannot break the ruddy link?!} 
 
[Just because we’re both overwhelmingly brilliant doesn’t necessarily mean that they are,}  
Severus soothed her. 
 
His own hair had grown out over the year, as it always did.  He’d wanted to cut it back to 
shoulderlength, since it now hung almost a fingerlength past his collarbone, but she’d asked for 
him to refrain until after their wedding.  She’d given him a silver-and-malachite hairclip, 
tastefully masculine, as a pre-wedding gift to clasp it back with, and though a few hairs kept 
escaping annoyingly, they did frame his face just enough to soften the still somewhat hard lines 
of his youthened features.  Now he was being helped into a Muggle tuxedo by Harry, of all 
people—Albus and Remus wouldn’t have a clue what went where, or how to knot the tie. 
 
[Though I do wonder why I agreed to a Muggle wedding in the morning and a Wizarding 
wedding in the evening.  Madness…]  he muttered in her mind. 
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{Because you love my mother and she wouldn’t have it any other way,}  Hermione reminded him 
dryly. 
 
[I do not love your mother!]  Severus scowled, looking at his image in the mirror.  [I love you!] 
 
{Different kind of love, Sev—remember filios?  The love you have for a family member?} 
 
[…Oh.  Right.  I’d forgotten about that…and I will admit that I do like her, the more I get to 
know her.  Damn, there still aren’t enough buttons for a suitable number of protection charms.  
I’ve had to treble them per button on my shirt, and now I’ll have to put eight apiece on three 
paltry buttons!] 
 
Hermione smiled ruefully.  {Even on our wedding-day, you’re still worried about being attacked 
by someone…} 
 
[I’ll never let down my guard that far, my dear.  Would you have me any other way?] 
 
She smiled, free to lift her head once more, now that Kathleen was done.  Luna gasped, and 
Ginny applauded.  Apparently, her hairstyle really put the finishing touches on her appearance, as 
had the careful application of cosmetics charms to her face.  {No, I wouldn’t.  I like you just the 
way you are.} 
 
[Excellent…now may I look at you through your eyes?]  Severus asked her with a touch of 
irritation. 
 
{Nope.} 
 
[Silly Muggle custom.] 
 
{It’s not a silly custom.  You’re not allowed to see the bride on the morning of your wedding until 
you meet her at the altar, so that all the guests can watch your jaw hit the metaphorical floor, and 
they can see how stunned and utterly in love you are with your wife-to-be.} 
 
[I will be utterly in love with you every day of my life,]  Severus promised her. 
 
Tears prickled in her eyes, and Hermione quickly blinked and focused her mind on something 
other than the strong undercurrents of emotion he sent to her.  {Damn, you’re going to make my 
mascara run.  I don’t care if it’s charmed to be waterproof; you’ll make it run, making me feel so 
ruddy happy!} 
 
[No tears, love,]  he chided softly.  [Not on our wedding day…  There.  We’re ready on this side.  
I’ll see you at the altar then, Hermione.] 
 
{At the altar, Severus.} 
 
CLXI. 
 
It was so hard to walk up the aisle.  Sedately, that was.  The moment she entered the sanctuary of 
the church hastily reserved for them in Exeter, Hermione wanted to abandon dignity, hitch up the 
voluminous silken folds of her wedding gown, race up the aisle, and launch herself into Severus’ 
arms.  She supposed this was the real reason why brides were often escorted by their fathers up 
the aisle in some ceremonies; not in some archaic need to ensure the poor woman was dragged, 
chattel-like, to her new lord and master, but to ensure that some dignity remained in the event.  

She had discussed the matter with her father, though, and now walked alone up the aisle in as 
slow and dignified a manner as she could force herself to assume. 
 
As much as Hermione loved her father, she wanted no one to think she was being dragged, or 
coerced, or forced in any way.  This was what she wanted; this last journey as a single young 
woman was being taken entirely of her own free will.  And, impatient as she was, Hermione’s 
steps were perhaps a bit more hurried than tradition usually demanded.  She couldn’t help it, 
though—one look into those dark eyes, searching out hers, and she could think of nothing else but 
to take his hands and be by his side. 
 
Severus was equally impatient with the customs that had been explained to him by some nattering 
Muggle woman at last night’s rehearsal.  His patience broke when she was only five yards away; 
descending the steps of the dais, he grasped her hands, locked in her gaze.  This was where he 
wanted to be; not waiting for her to come to him, nor her waiting for him, but the two of them 
coming together.  Meshing minds. 
 
Something hit him in the shoulderblade.  The back of a hand.  The back of Harry’s hand, as 
Severus finally broke eye-contact with his bride to scowl over his shoulder.  Green, spectacled 
eyes gave him a pointed look, then expressively flicked over to the waiting vicar, accompanied by 
an equally assertive tip of his young, dark head. 
 
The lightning-scarred bastard was smiling, too.  Worse, Draco Malfoy, Remus Lupin, and Albus 
Dumbledore, all whom had peremptorily claimed the right to be his ‘best men’ along with the 
former Boy Who Lived—without consulting the groom—were also grinning cheekily at him.  A 
pity he couldn’t take off fifty House-points per ruddy Gryffindor, anymore… 
 
Turning, Severus obediently escorted his bride to the waiting Reverend. 
 
[You look like an angel,]  he acknowledged, finally glance lower than her eyes, taking in the 
embroidered white gown with its fitted collar and bodice, key-hole sweetheart neckline, and 
flared skirts.  Behind her, Ginny, Luna, Kathleen and Minerva—who had also pre-empted the 
roles of ‘bridesmaids’, equally without a by-your-leave from Hermione…not that she’d objected, 
either—filed into their place on the left flank.  The only reason why Severus even noticed them 
was because they, too, were showing their merriment at the two lovers’ absorption with each 
other. 
 
{And you’re just as handsome as the devil,}  Hermione agreed, surveying his own neatly dressed 
body.  She grinned.  {I see you couldn’t help Transfiguring the tuxedo shirt to black.  Too much 
white for you, was it?} 
 
[Would you have me dressed any other way?]  he asked her, arching a brow, caressing the back of 
her hand with his thumb. 
 
{I’d take you any way I could get you—} 
 
“—A-hem.  If the two of you would finally pay attention…?”  the vicar asked, giving them a 
pointed look. 
 
Hermione blushed, and Severus smirked.  A titter passed through the crowd of mostly Muggles.  
This wedding was for the benefit of Hermione’s non-wizarding relatives.  No public displays of 
magic, no references to the wizarding world or its ways, just a nice, normal, Anglican marriage 
ceremony, followed by a private signing of two sets of wedding documents—Muggle and 
wizarding—and a luncheon reception.  The wizarding ceremony—a repeat of the religious one, 
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plus the addition of the Oath of Marriage—would take place in the late afternoon elsewhere, for 
the benefit of their wizarding world friends.  It wasn’t easy to concentrate, but they turned and 
gave the man as much of their attention as they could. 
 
When they got to the point in the vows where Hermione was to pledge to love, honor and obey 
him, she skipped blithely over the lattermost oath.  Severus frowned at her.  […Aren’t you going 
to promise to obey me?] 
 
{If you don’t have to, I don’t have to.} 
 
[But what about when you’re wrapped in leather, kneeling at my feet and worshipping me as your 
Master?] 
 
{What about when you’re bound in the frame, begging me to do anything to you that I damned 
well please, as your Mistress?} 
 
[…Good point.] 
 
The vicar cleared his throat, recapturing their interest.  It wasn’t the second, or even the third time 
he had to do so.  Draco held out the ring Severus would place on Hermione’s finger, and Ginny 
held out the ring she had picked to place on his.  This was the only piece of magic in the whole 
Muggle ceremony; the rings were wand-wallets themselves, enchanted to link directly to her 
wand-wallet charm bracelet, and his wand-wallet signet ring.  Hermione had quipped at the time 
of the special order with a wizarding jeweler in Diagon Alley that they were liable to start a new 
trend in wand-management, doing this. 
 
Severus had picked them out as eminently practical, having had too much exerience with the loss 
of the usefulness in his guilt-riddled right hand.  And, sensibly, he had decided and she had 
agreed that they would also start learning how to wield their wands left-handed, and to practice 
and refine their wandless-magic abilities, just in case.  There were still Death Eaters out there 
waiting to be hunted down and caught, and other scions of Darkness that would inevitably 
someday rise up and attempt to ruin the wizarding world once again.  Neither of them wanted to 
be caught off their guard again. 
 
The vicar had to clear his throat twice more.  And then those six magical words—magical even to 
Muggles—were spoken.  Severus heeded them willingly, as the vicar intoned,  “You may now 
kiss the bride.” 
 
Something whapped into Hermione’s back about a minute later.  It was Kathleen’s bridesmaid’s 
bouquet.  Her smile was tight and toothy with warning, as Severus glanced past Hermione’s ear.  
“—Ix-nay on the agical-may owing-glay!” 
 
It was a good thing Hermione knew what Pig-Latin was; Severus’ confusion made her break off 
the kiss with a giggle and a silent explanation 
 
“…Ladies and gentlemen, by the power invested in me by the Anglican Diocese and Her 
Majesty’s Government, I give you Mr. and Mrs. Severus Snape!” 
 
[I thought you were going to go with Mrs. Hermione Granger-Snape,]  Severus observed silently, 
eyeing the Muggle crowd warily as everyone applauded, as if they’d sung some sort of ruddy 
opera. 
 

She squeezed the fingers interlaced with her own, and kissed him when he glanced down at her.  
{I know very well that I’m not a shadow of you, nor some lesser thing fashioned merely out of one 
of your ribs.  I’m still very much a feminist at heart…but I know how much your name means to 
you, and I am quite happy to share it with you.} 
 
There was more to her declaration than that.  Pulling back from her lips, delectably distracting as 
they were, Severus stared into her eyes, hunting down the sub-thought in question.  It wasn’t the 
primary reason, which she had already stated, but he took the time to tease her as if it actually 
was.  […I see.  What you really want to do is terrorize next year’s students with two Professors 
Snape.] 
 
Smirking, she kissed him again, this time on her favourite part of his anatomy.  {—Right on the 
nose, love!  If I’ve been turned down for the Department of Mysteries, I might as well take over 
Minerva’s job, leaving her free to become the Headmistress, thus bumping Albus over into the 
Minister’s office where he’ll do far less harm with his machinations spread safely out over a 
whole country of wizards and witches, rather than focused on one or two luckless souls.  And yet, 
being only eighteen, the only way I’ll hold down the job of Transfigurations Mistress and be taken 
seriously is if I channel some of your Snape-ness, by snarling and snarking at my students until 
they toe the line.  Plus it’s about time they had more than one class where discipline will be 
expected as the norm, not the exception.} 
 
[…And you expect me to help you become a classroom termigant?]  he asked as they walked 
down the aisle together, reading her sub-thoughts easily. 
 
{Of course.  Why should Minerva be the only one to show me the professorial ropes?  Besides, 
this way I can try to make you laugh in your own class at something that’s not even there.  I’m 
sure the students would enjoy seeing you acting like a raving lunatic every once in a while…} 
 
[You wouldn’t dare,]  he mock-threatened her, narrowing his eyes as they exited the chapel and 
detoured towards the vicar’s study, groomsmen and bridesmaids following along behind them in 
neatly matched pairs.  
 
His wife—his wife—lifted their joined hands to her lips for a kiss, tawny brown eyes shining with 
promise.  {Try me.} 
 
A groan escaped him, low and rough, rich with desire.  [Blasted wedding schedule!  I told you we 
should’ve eloped.  I cannot believe you convinced me to get married and host two receptions in 
the same day…and not plan out any moment to ourselves for lovemaking until we Port off to the 
tropics!  If we’d eloped, we’d be making love by now!] 
 
{I told you, I didn’t want to see you wearing a lavilavi on our wedding day,}  she countered 
calmly.  {Not that they’re bad garments; it’s just that they’re not you.} 
 
[Thank god for small favours,]  Severus muttered.  [Besides, we’re Portkeying to the Bahamas for 
our honeymoon, not the South Pacific.] 
 
{Mmm, Severus Snape in a speedo.  Now there’s something you won’t see every day.} 
 
[I’m bringing perfectly respectable swim trunks, thank you!  And if you don’t cut it out, I’ll shock 
everyone in this church by turning you over my knee and spanking you soundly.] 
 
Hermione bit her lower lip, trying not to whimper.  She could see the image in both their minds, 
in glorious detail; him seated on one of the straight-backed chairs in the foyer, her sprawled over 
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his lap, her skirts yanked up so high not only could the suspenders on her belt be seen, but the 
damp stretch of white silk between her trembling thighs, the resounding smack of his lean, strong 
hand striking her buttocks, then the shoving of that strip of fabric off to one side as his fingertips 
quested for direct contact with her most intimate flesh…   {…Lust-puddle!} 
 
[Quit it!  You’re deliberately giving me a ruddy hard-on!]  Severus hissed mentally at her, 
uncomfortable at the thought of having to face a vicar in that particular condition. 
 
Hermione smirked. 
 
CLXII. 
 
Sealed by my powers unto the end of my life… 
 
Hermione laughed and kicked her feet, as Severus carried her into their beachside cabana.  The 
smallish island, with just enough hills to keep it from being a mere atoll, was in a part of the 
Bahamas the wizarding world liked to call the ‘Spanish Necklace’.  It was also a part of the world 
that the Muggles simply didn’t notice, thanks to some carefully crafted and maintained spells laid 
a few centuries ago. 
 
Its pristine coral-white beaches gleamed golden in the fading sunlight, behind them.  She giggled 
again when Severus kicked the door shut with a bang, and did not set her down, carrying her 
straight through the darkened living area to the opulent, tropical-themed bedroom.  It was 
amazing what two Orders of Merlin, First Class, and a bit of name-dropping on the part of the 
Boy Who Triumphed could do, in securing the perfect honeymoon location on such short notice.  
That alone had told Hermione how far Harry was willing to go to support her marriage to their 
once-dreaded Potions Master.  It also made a lovely wedding-present. 
 
{You can stop carrying me now, my love.  Tradition is satisfied…until we get home and you have 
to carry me over the threshold to the Chamber of Reflection, which is the threshold of our future 
home.} 
 
Severus didn’t even grunt, just hefted her higher in his arms.  [I believe I once said I longed to 
never set you down.  I think I shall promise to refrain from letting your feet touch the ground until 
we return to—] 
 
Her fingers on his lips stopped that thought.  Her face glowed with love, as candles sprang to life 
around them, heeding the wandless touch of her fire-based magic.  {Do not make that a promise, 
my love.  No more promises between us.  They aren’t necessary anymore.} 
 
He stared down into her eyes as she caressed the nape of his neck with the fingers she had looped 
around his shoulders.  She was still clad in her wedding gown, though he had changed out of the 
tuxedo into more proper formal wizarding robes.  Still black, but then he knew she wouldn’t have 
him any other way.  [No more promises, save for one:  I promise you a night to remember…] 
 
Under the Eyes of Heaven and all of these Witnesses… 
 
[…And if you ever tease me like that all ruddy day long again,]  Severus asserted, dropping to sit 
on the edge of the bed and twisting her upside-down in his arms, listening to his wife shriek and 
giggle, bracing her hands and feet against the floor as he tossed her skirt up over her head,  [I will 
never discipline you again!] 
 

His hand smacked into her rear.  She yelped, then craned her head to look up at him, her neatly 
arranged curls beginning to fall into disarray.  {You won’t?  Not ever…?} 
 
[Minx…you’re not supposed to pout like that.]  He caressed the backs of her thighs, rubbed at the 
strip of satin between, then spanked her three more times and rubbed again, making her moan and 
squirm deliciously.  [Alright, I’ll still discipline you, my wife…but I’ll still promise you a night to 
remember.] 
 
{Ooh, goody.  Spank me again!}  Hermione ordered him imperiously, her demand incongruous 
when compared to the ignomy of her current position.  {I promise to enjoy it thoroughly…} 
 
The cabana rang with his laughter, followed by the smack of his hand, her squeal at the stinging 
pain…and her moan of delight under the following caress of his hand. 
 
In taking you as my lawfully wedded Spouse… 
 
“Time to remove the rest of our clothes, my love—Sartorlagen!”  Hermione whispered a little 
while later, still panting from the force of her first few orgasms.  {God, my breasts ache for the 
touch of your lips…} 
 
[I’m getting there, woman!  Your impatience is as boundless as your courage, sometimes.]  
Severus sucked a little longer on the inside of her thigh, marking her flesh with a passion 
purpura, then licked one last time at the slick flesh mere inches away, flesh with which he had 
sated some of his hunger.  No more silky knickers to get in his way, impatiently hooked aside in 
his need to taste her without even pausing to enchant them away.  Hauling her onto the bed, he 
nipped at her belly, the soft line of her ribs, then licked the undersides of her breasts as she 
moaned and squirmed.  [How am I to properly drive you insane with desire, if you keep trying to 
rush the matter?  Draughts like these must be brewed delicately…] 
 
Hermione moaned and squirmed underneath him.  Then laughed as memory struck her.  {Oh, 
god, tell me you didn’t say that!} 
 
[Say what?]  Severus enquired, lifting his head from one nipple in bemusement. 
 
{“These things must be done delicately!”}  his wife quipped, giggling out loud.  {It’s from the 
movie, The Wizard of Oz!} 
 
He quirked a brow.  [Never heard of him.] 
 
{Oh, come on!  A self-professed movie lover, and you’ve never seen The Wizard of Oz?}  She 
sighed rudely, almost a raspberry-sound, and rolled him over.  {We’ll have to go into Nassau 
sometime soon, get a hotel room with a t.v. and a VCR or DVD player for a couple hours, and 
rent it.} 
 
[Later.  After the honeymoon.  At your parent’s house, since electronic devices won’t work at 
Hogwarts.  We’re not going any further than that magically-guaranteed-private stretch of beach 
right outside our door, for the next two weeks,]  her husband asserted.  At her quirked brow, 
interrupting the way she was mouthing his nipples, Severus smiled softly.  Almost wickedly.  [I 
have an urge to get a tan…an all-over tan.] 
 
The idea turned her on, and Hermione worked her way down to what would’ve been his bikini 
line…if he’d wanted to wear one while exposing himself to the sun.  {Then it’s a damned good 
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thing I studied anti-sunburn charms!  Incubus, teasing me with the illicit thought of sunbathing 
nude.} 
 
[Succubus, for making me think that the idea of making love on a beach is a wonderful idea—I 
can only imagine the horrible places all that sand will try to chafe…] 
 
Laughter rang out again in the cabana; this time, hers. 
 
I Bind myself to you in this Oath of Marriage… 
 
{Merlin, you taste so good!}  A year ago, Hermione wouldn’t have known what to do with a 
mouthful of manhood.  Half a year ago, she would’ve still been blushing.  Certainly she wouldn’t 
have been making the greedy, piggy, hungry noises escaping her in breathy, gulping moans.  
Mainly because she now knew it drove her lover wild.  Just as his own broad, hungrer-groaning 
licks and growling, greedy nips between her own thighs were doing to her. 
 
She felt his climax coming, and quickly pulled her mouth away, ignoring his whimper of need.  
“Ngdze!” 
 
A cold puff of air, a hot swallow of his shaft, and he groaned and bucked in dry spasms.  [—
Sweet goddess of life!  Uhnn…yes, yes, keep sucking like that!…] 
 
And solemnly swear by all that is within my power… 
 
[If you don’t stop squirming, woman—!] 
 
{Oh god, I can’t…I can’t…} 
 
[Dammit, Hermione, you almost gave me a black eye!  Hold still!] 
 
{Oh god, oh god, oh god oh god ohgod ohgod ohgodohgodohgod—!} 
 
[Do I have to tie you helpless to my bed?] 
 
{—SEVERUS! OHHHH!!—Ohhhhh…ohhhh…oh, sweet Merlin, yessss…} 
 
[…About bloody time you did that, wife.  My jaw was about to drop off my skull.] 
 
All of my children shall be yours… 
 
[…Please let me cum, please let me cum, oh please goddess let me cum!] 
 
{No.} 
 
[Dammit—!  Please!  I’m begging you!  Please please please please, let me cum!] 
 
{Not yet…} 
 
[I’m going to fuck you bloody raw, if you don’t let me cum soon!] 
 
{Threats will not sway me; I’m a woman on a mission—} 
 
[—To drive me bloody insane?!] 

 
[Maybe…ooh, look, I found your prostate again!] 
 
[AH!!  You husband-buggering succubus!] 
 
{…Yes, my love?  You wanted something?  Other than a quick sexual release, of course…} 
 
[When I finally get untied from this bloody bed—oh, GOD!] 
 
{…Look, there it is again!} 
 
All of my wealth shall be yours… 
 
[When we get back to England, my dear, there’s this little shop in Diagon Alley I’ve been 
meaning to visit—lift your leg a little higher, love…yes, that’s it…] 
 
{What’s in the shop—oh, I have to pee!} 
 
[That’s just your grafenberg spot.  It’s a lingerie shop.  I plan on spending some of the money I 
earned from the Sangua Vitae on covering your delectable body in the finest imports from 
Paris…spider silk, hand-tatted lace…] 
 
{You ever do something so goddamned stupid as slit your wrists over me, and I’ll—I’ll—!  I 
DON’T WANT TO LOSE YOU!} 
 
[Ow!  No need to shout!  I was a fucking idiot at the time, suicidally depressed and drunk out of 
my wits from something potently greenish.  There, are you happy?  I am nothing without you, 
Hermione…] 
 
{And I am nothing without you…you idiot.  I still have to pee.} 
 
[I love you, too.  How about this position?] 
 
{…No, I’m pretty sure I really have to pee.} 
 
[You just want me to untie you.] 
 
{You’re not the one with the penis knocking into her bladder with each stroke.  We’ve been at this 
for hours and hours!} 
 
[We have not!  It’s only been two and a half hours!  If it had been over five hours, I’d be courting 
a serious case of priapitis by now—at least you’d better hope I’m not!] 
 
{Well, I didn’t get the chance to visit the lavatory before we left London on the Portkey!} 
 
[Fine.  But as a penalty, you can’t touch the floor with your feet.  Unless you’re willing to finally 
lift the Perineum Charm, perchance?] 
 
{You just want to carry me around all weekend.} 
 
[I never want to let you go.] 
 
{If I were strong enough to carry you…} 
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[You’re a bloody witch, Hermione!  Here…the last bond…] 
 
“—Wingardium Leviosa!” 
 
[What the—?!  Put me down, woman!] 
 
{Nope!  I want to carry you around for a while, and never let you down again.] 
 
[This is highly undignified!] 
 
{Yes, and you’re so cute when you’re so grumpy.} 
 
[Grown, grumpy men are not cute.] 
 
{I’m your bloody wife!  If I say you’re cute, then you’re cute!  …What are you sub-thinking 
now?} 
 
[The punishment I’m going to give you, if you don’t put me down!] 
 
{That’s hardly an inducement to get me to comply.} 
 
[…Alright, the punishment I won’t give you, if you don’t put me d—thank you.] 
 
{You’re welcome.  Stay here; I’m going to go pee—don’t you point that wand at me, young man!  
Point the other one, or at least keep it nice and hard.  I’ll be right back.} 
 
[How can I bloody not keep it from pointing?  You won’t release the bloody Perineum Charm!] 
 
All of my life shall be yours… 
 
[—See?  I can keep perfect control of myself, even without the Charm!] 
 
{I’m…I’m going to break your self control, Severus…Sebastian Snape.} 
 
[Ha.  How could you possibly do that?  I’m in control, this time.] 
 
{…I want your seed.] 
 
[What?] 
 
{I want your child…planted inside me!] 
 
[Dear god…mustn’t…control—] 
 
{Severus!—Give me your child!} 
 
[Ah god—‘MIONE!!] 
 
Bound in Flesh… 
 
[Mmm…levitate that water bottle over here, will you?] 
 

{There you go.  Hand it to me when you’re done.  You’ve sucked me drier than a vampire let lose 
from a vegetarian diet, you know.} 
 
[Oh, really?  And you haven’t wrested my life’s fluids from me, you insatiable woman?] 
 
{You had the Perineum Charm holding most of it in!} 
 
[Yes, but I expended a lot of saliva in sucking the dew out of you.] 
 
{…Good point.  Thank you, by the way.} 
 
[No, thank you.] 
 
{You’re very welcome…} 
 
  
 
Bound in Heart… 
 
{So…so cold!} 
 
[Well, it is a bloody ice-cube.] 
 
{Yeow!—Don’t leave it there!  It’s too bloody cold for there!} 
 
[You cannot lie to me, my dear; I can hear your sub-thoughts quite clearly.] 
 
{…Smug, satisfied git.} 
 
[Smug, yes.  Satisfied?  That’s your task…there, it’s tucked all the way inside.  Are you cold, 
now?] 
 
{…No.  Strange, I can’t even really feel it.} 
 
[Hm.  Give it a few moments…  Now?] 
 
{No, I—oh!  What was that?  Ooh, it’s cold!} 
 
[Holy…you look like you’ve turned yourself into my bloody birthday-ewer!  Hold it in, until I’m 
in position—okay, release it now…mm, god!  It tastes just like you; watered-down, but just like 
you!] 
 
{Oh, no…you are not going to be stuffing ice-cubes up there every single night!  Get that sub-
thought right out of your head, husband!} 
 
[Please?  With on-my-knees begging, replete with licking and suckling my beloved wife every 
single night?] 
 
{No.  Only on weekends, and only when you’re really, really good—and I’ll be the judge of that.} 
 
[I married a bloody tyrant…] 
 
{So did I.} 

 209



 
[True.] 
 
{Shut up and kiss me—down there, still.} 
 
[Your command is my most fervent wish…] 
 
Bound in Mind… 
 
No words were left, between them.  No thoughts.  Not even very many sounds.  Just the 
whispering brushes of flesh against flesh, the soft, succulent sounds of a prolonged kiss, the 
rhythmic, faint squeaks of the bed, with every move choreographed in a single, shared purpose. 
 
Bound in Soul… 
 
Pleasure… 
 
For all of Eternity… 
 
…Ecstasy… 
 
I swear this Oath most solemnly… 
 
…Bliss! 
 
I am yours. 
 
[{—I love you!—]} 
 
EPILOGUE 
 
“…Then Ravenclaw and Slytherin 
Did cast their spells and do them in, 
While Gryffindor, 
He mopped the floor, 
And Hufflepuff, she caved it in! 
 
And thus the founders Four did fight 
With staff and sword, with all their might, 
With book and bell 
They sent to hell 
The demons that attacked that night! 
 
But Salazar mistook his thought, 
And sneered at those pureblooded not 
He took his staff 
And with a laugh 
Cast off the castle and its lot! 
 
And thus the Founders Four were Three. 
And such my purpose came to be 
To sort you all 
Here in this Hall— 

Remember all the friends you see!” 
 
“Pay up, Minerva,”  Hermione muttered to the Headmistress, holding out her hand across her 
husband’s lap, under the cover of the high table.  The older witch grumbled, fished her velvet 
coin purse from a fold of her robes, and passed over the five Galleons she owed, all but slapping 
them into the younger witch’s palm. 
 
“…How in the blazing Founder’s Names did you convince the Sorting Hat to sing a song 
composed of limericks, this year?”  Minerva hissed back at her as Hermione slipped the coins 
into a pocket of her teaching robes. 
 
“Badly composed limericks, if you ask,”  Severus murmured as he watched Harry Potter, the new 
Defence Master, ordering the first of the students up to the Sorting stool. 
 
“Trade secret,”  Hermione demurred. 
 
“—SLYTHERIN!” 
 
Severus applauded.  Hermione pasted on a tight smile and mock-applauded with just the tips of 
her fingertips applied to her other palm.  {Sorry I can’t applaud with true enthusiasm this year, 
either.  It just wouldn’t be proper form, as the Head of the opposing House.} 
 
[You say that every year, my love.] 
 
{Yes, but you know I’m still quite happy for every overly-ambitious, dangerously expedient young 
student who comes into your tender care, as their Head of House.} 
 
“GRYFFINDOR!” 
 
[…And every year, I apologize for looking suitably disgruntled for every overly-enthusiastic 
bundle of energetic courage that comes into your care, as their Head of House,]  her husband 
acknowledged, with a tight, polite smile of his own, and a matching little golf-clap.  It was a 
game they had played for the last twenty years, ever since she had taken over the Transfigurations 
position from the Headmistress. 
 
“HUFFLEPUFF!” 
 
They both clapped politely for Professor Sprout’s sake.  Ermengarde beamed at them, her hair 
still steely grey for the most part, though she did now sport two attractive patches of white curls 
at her temples. 
 
{…Do you think I did the right thing, choosing to stay with the school this year, rather than 
finally going over to work for the Department of Mysteries?}  Hermione asked, nibbling on her 
lower lip. 
 
[—And miss out on the next seven years?  Are you insane, woman?]  Severus frowned at her. 
 
{I’m just so nervous about what’s going to happen next…} 
 
Severus slipped his warm, callused palm into her lap, his brow smoothing as he soothed her 
anxiety.  And soothed his own, to be honest.  Capturing her hand in his, he lifted their joined flesh 
to his lips.  Black eyes met brown.  Under the gentle, concealing pressure of his lips, he licked the 
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seam between two of her knuckles, feeling her shiver with desire.  [Later, my love.  We’ll 
celebrate or commiserate later; I promise.] 
 
Hermione smiled ruefully at him.  {I keep telling you, it’s not necessary to promise me anything.  
I do know you’ll carry it through, whatever it is you would do.} 
 
[Leave me the little promises, my love; I’m still trying to figure out a way to promise you the 
moon.] 
 
Ginny thumped Hermione in the arm with her elbow.  The redheaded Charms Mistress hissed at 
both of them as they glanced her way.  “—Oy!  Pay attention, you two!  You’re lucky no one was 
chosen for either of your Houses, just now!” 
 
Both of them chuckled and lowered their linked hands to the space between their chairs, out of 
sight of the students.  They had to break their grip for the next round of applause, but at the end of 
each Sorting, their hands would touch again under the drape of the tablecloth.  It wasn’t necessary 
to touch each other to maintain mental contact, but it did enhance the sensations and sub-thoughts 
being shared. 
 
“Potter, Sirius!”  Harry called out, and a cheeky-smiled youth with dark curls and a sprinkling of 
freckles hopped up onto the stool. 
 
“Hi, Dad!” 
 
“Hush, and be Sorted.”  Smiling indulgently, Harry dropped the hat on his son’s head. 
 
Hermione clenched Severus’ palm in her right hand, her left meeting Ginny’s as it crept 
nervously into her lap from the other side, clutching tightly at her fingers. 
 
“…GRYFFINDOR!” 
 
“—YES!!” 
 
A sharp, pointed clearing of Minerva McGonagall’s throat, and Ginny sat down again, blushing.  
It was a good thing, because she’d almost pulled Hermione’s arm out of her socket.  Laughter 
broke out around the hall as the boy hugged his father tightly around the waist and waved 
cheerfully at his mother before dashing off to sit with his older sister at the Gryffindor table. 
 
{I think I’m getting old,}  Hermione mock-complained, massaging her left shoulder.  {Now my 
shoulder hurts.} 
 
[You just want a mahatantra, tonight.  You like looking young on the first day of class, but not the 
very first day the students show up.  You like showing off,]  Severus mock-accused her.  It was cat 
calling the cauldron black, of course; he still enjoyed the expressions on everone’s faces 
whenever he strode into the Great Hall the morning after he’d been de-aged. 
 
{I’m physically thirty-four, my dear.  I could stand to lose a few years again.  So could you; 
you’re getting positively decrepit at, what, thirty-six?} 
 
[I’ll show you decrepit—I’ll throw in an Aqua Vigo on top of the mahatantra, tonight…which I’ll 
agree to only if we don’t go about subtracting the years quite so far as the last time,]  Severus 
muttered mentally, applauding enthusiastically for another Slytherin Sorted into his House.  [At 
least for my de-aging part.  Twenty-five years old was too bloody young…or have you forgotten 

all those seventh-year girls trying to throw themselves at me, that year?]  he shuddered as she 
applauded twice in a row for Gryffindor.  [Not to mention convincing Poppy to fix my blasted 
teeth all over again…] 
 
{God, I could still tear their hair out.  You’d think after twenty years the Hogwarts rumor-mill 
would’ve spread the fact that to mess with my man is to mess with the most powerful witch in the 
world…  It’s a deal; nothing too youthful, tonight, just enough to take off the edge.}  Her hand 
sought out his, paused to clap for another Sorted soul, then crept back into his lap for a tight 
squeeze.  {Sweet Merlin, here it comes…just a few more students…} 
 
“Psst!”  The hiss came from Richard Vector, still the Arithmancy Master of the school, and now 
the Head of Ravenclaw.  He leaned past the back of Minerva’s chair and whispered,  “Hagrid 
says he’s upping the bet to thirty Galleons!” 
 
“…I predict his utter failure,”  Sibyll Trelawney murmured, startling everyone at the head table.  
She didn’t speak with that same dreamy nattering about nonsensical, spurious visions she had 
once adopted well over two decades ago.  These years, the weight of the things she Saw forced 
her to keep herself firmly grounded in reality, out of sheer self-preservation—it was hard to be a 
fake, when confronted so soundly with the Truth.  A sly smile curved the mouth of the woman 
who, with her beads and bangles and magnifying lenses, still looked something like a preying 
mantis even after all these years.  “Or should I say…Hermione predicted it?” 
 
Arching her brow, Hermione started to ask what the older witch meant.  Harry’s voice strongly 
cut through the excited chatter in the Great Hall.  “Snape, Angelica!” 
 
Severus’ hand squeezed his wife’s just as tightly, waiting for the outcome. 
 
The Sorting Hat dropped onto a curly black head, ringlets hanging in a silky, sable tangle that 
wasn’t quite as bushy as her mother’s.  Gamine brown eyes squeezed shut, then a big grin—with 
a gap where a final tooth was just starting to grow—spread across her young, beloved face.  The 
hat on her head opened the mouth-like tear in its brim and shouted, 
 
“—RAVENCLAW!” 
 
[{THANK GOD!]} 
 
The eleven-year-old hopped down off the stool, grinned at her parents, then raced off to join her 
older brother, Jeffrey, and their eldest sister, Rachel.  Both of her siblings were already sitting at 
the Ravenclaw table.  Rachel bore the same shiny Head Girl’s badge pinned to her robes that her 
very proud mother had once worn, while Jeffrey went back to sneaking a read of the book in his 
lap, after hugging his youngest sister. 
 
Semi-covertly, pouches of Galleons exchanged hands.  They assembled at Richard’s seat, where 
they divided themselves up with a touch of Arithmancy-influenced Charm-work, before being 
redistributed.  Which meant Hermione and Severus wound up with about seventy Galleons 
apiece.  Yet again, speculation had run rampant that at least one of their children would end up in 
either Gryffindor or Slytherin; third time was the charm, and all that.  And yet again, fate had 
thankfully heeded the fervent wishes of their parents. 
 
Hermione sighed as she took the heavy sack Severus handed to her, resting it on her lap.  {And 
there goes another child of ours, safely tucked into Ravenclaw…} 
 
[Rending our home down below finally child-free at night,]  her husband reminded her. 
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{Unless our little angel has nightmares, or a storm rolls in and she’s scared for that reason, and 
then it’s childus interruptus all over again.}  Hermione smirked at her husband’s accompanying, 
sotto voce groan and politely clapped for another Sorted Hufflepuff.  {Oh, don’t feel so bad.  You 
know Jeffrey was the same way for the first few months.  Now he looks forward to being out from 
under Mum and Dad’s direct supervision for most of the year.  Angelica will, too.} 
 
Severus eyed the heavy pouch of gold resting in his lap.  [Maybe we should pay Richard a 
babysitting fee, as their Head of House?] 
 
{They’ve got enough Gryffindor in them, it should probably be a hazardous-duty fee,}  his wife 
joked. 
 
[And enough Slytherin, we should be giving him a spying fee, to keep us apprised of their 
mischievous little plots…]  He caught her hand and tugged her close for a quick kiss, sharing his 
love for their children, and his relief that they’d been Sorted into the best possible House. 
 
Minerva shot them a mildly disapproving look for the display of affection, but tolerated it.  The 
Snapes were known throughout the adult wizarding world as premiere Eromancers, after all.  
Their side-profession did engender quite a bit of snickering among the older students…but wisely 
only where neither Professor Snape could hear it.  Severus Snape might have mellowed into a 
much fairer teacher, favoring none and encouraging all in his still somewhat stern way, but 
Hermione Snape had proven herself to be just as strict as her husband when it came to 
maintaining discipline—she’d been the truant student wandering the corridors late at night, 
getting herself into almost more trouble than she could handle.  The Snapes were a force to be 
reckoned with, in the school. 
 
“—Oy!  ‘Mione!”  Ginny hissed at her, nudging her friend from the other side.  “I just 
remembered what happened at girls’ night!  …Don’t you remember?”  she added at her friend’s 
blank look.  “You said you and Severus would have three kids, all of them in Ravenclaw, I’d be 
Charms, Harry’d be Defence, you’d be Transfigurations, Ron would be assisting the Chudley 
Cannons, Luna’d be helping her father, Kathleen and Remus would be off in China…!  You’ve 
got the bloody Sight!” 
 
Hermione and Severus stared at each other, alarmed.  Nestled in her chair at the end of the table, 
Sibyll Trelawney smiled.  From the look on her lens-magnified face, she was finally enjoying a 
taste of vengeance for the rude way they’d opened her Inner Eye, the day Severus had slapped 
Hermione and she had touched the two of them, over two decades ago.  Like a Muggle electrical 
cable, she’d been caught between the arc of their powers, and her gift jump-started by the surge 
of involuntary, Soul-Bound-strong energy. 
 
{It’s probably nothing…}  Hermione tried to reassure both of them, finally recalling the events of 
that night.  {I was speaking in such broad, general terms.} 
 
[Not that broad and general…but you are not turning into another Trelawney,}  Severus asserted 
reprovingly. 
 
{It was just the one time—just a fluke!} she protested. 
 
[I don’t care; you are never touching another deck of tarot cards again!] 
 
{I haven’t, honest!  Severus, when have I had the time, or the inclination?} 
 

[…True.  Just so long as we’re clear on that point.] 
 
This time, it was Minerva who thumped Severus with her elbow, as she sat back down.  She gave 
her deputy headmaster a stern, chiding look for having missed her welcoming speech.  “The feast 
has arrived, children.  Stop thinking at each other, and start enjoying the bloody thing!” 
 
“Yes, Headmistress.”  It was Severus who answered, but Minerva knew the subdued agreement 
would be abided by both.  It was just the way her two top professors were. 
 
After twenty years, the staff here at Hogwarts had grown used to it.  Along with their periodic 
bouts of de-aging themselves, publishing tomes on Eromancy every few years, laughing about 
jokes not even being told in their individual presence—though the jest was being told in the 
other’s hearing somewhere else in the castle—and having conversations seemingly with 
reflections of themselves in mirrors, and windows, and even with the very air itself, it was just 
another thing the Snapes did.  Annoying, but bearable. 
 
Severus fixed a stern look on a Hufflepuff who was attempting to balance a spoon on his nose.  
The boy dropped the utensil guiltily into his hand, settling down into slightly more decorous 
behaviour.  Two tables over, their youngest daughter was waving at them again.  Severus dipped 
his head, letting her know he saw her, but didn’t encourage the display by waving back; students 
had to learn some level of decorum, even his own offspring…though he admitted to himself that 
it was hard to resist indulging their youngest.  She was so like her mother, brimming with 
enthusiasm and energy, that he was a little surprised—if grateful—that she hadn’t been picked for 
Gryffindor.  He’d make it up to her with a hug, later… 
 
{I still want to perform a mahatantra, tonight.}  Hermione sent a wickedly erotic thought to her 
mate as she poured both of them goblets of spiced apple cider, while he served both of them 
deviled eggs from the platter Minerva was passing their way.  {You’re not getting out of my 
ravishing you senseless.} 
 
The Potions Master popped one of the decorative, paprika-spiced, white-and-yellow confections 
into his mouth, before handing the tray for her to pass along to the Professors Potter, seated on his 
wife’s far side.  As he did so, he gave the Transfigurations Mistress seated beside him an 
appraising look.  That look held far more affection than rancour, despite his mock-exasperated 
thought, 
 
[…How many times have I told you to not give me a ruddy hard-on while I’m in public, wife?] 
 
Hermione, enjoying the second-hand burst of paprika and mustard on his tongue, snickered into 
the brim of her goblet, giving him a taste of spicy-sweet cider on top of it.  {Somewhere in the 
thousands by now, husband…  Care to try for in the millions?} 
 
The End 
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