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Chapter 1 – A Witch's Promise 

 

The simmering midnight blue liquid turned pale as she stirred the cauldron. 

 

“Clockwise seventeen, eighteen, nineteen …” she recited to herself. 

 

The steam that evaporated from the potion rose in gentle clouds of 

effervescent mist, moistening her face. Alone in her own little world, she was 

… inventing. A studious girl by nature, this was where Hermione could be 

creative and excel. She smiled. 

 

“Something amusing, Miss Granger?” came the voice of her Professor. 

 

Hermione kept her head down, not wanting to look at him. “No, sir.” 

 

Once again there was silence. Adding a pinch of jasmine leaves to the 

mixture as fragrant indulgence, Hermione turned down the flame with a flick 

of her wand and sat, allowing her eyes to refocus on the room around her.  

 

“How long will it simmer?” The voice came again from the desk at the front 

of the classroom. Hermione looked toward the voice. Severus Snape sat at 

his desk, intently marking essays. He did not need to look up from his work 

to observe her. The raised plinth on which his desk stood afforded an 

excellent view of the entire classroom. Parchment fell haphazardly from his 

desk as he scratched his quill against it, correcting work with precision and 

an air of impatience, resigned to his task. 

 

“Five minutes, sir,” she replied matter-of-factly. 

 

Sighing to herself, Hermione sank into her chair. She had five minutes to 

wait and contemplate, might as well be comfortable. She took in the room 
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around her, empty, apart from herself and her professor. She was 

completing her extra credit project, something no other O.W.L. Potions 

student had volunteered to do. Hermione didn’t mind her solitude; she liked 

to work alone. Snape supervised, but spoke only occasionally, which allowed 

her to work virtually uninterrupted. The candle sconces on each wall lit the 

dungeon. It was dark outside. Quill scratching, potion simmering, candles 

flickering; it was quite relaxing. 

 

She had spent these extra credit tutorials observing Professor Snape. He was 

an intriguing blend of perpetual bad boy, intense academic and sardonic wit. 

He was also a beak-nosed, grumpy schoolmaster with problematic sebaceous 

glands. One could argue that a distinctive profile bestowed character and his 

demeanour was manufactured. Excessive sebum could be remedied with a 

clary sage-based potion, brewed and administered by a caring young witch... 

like Hermione herself, who had a liking for intense, mature wizards. Clary 

sage would be finding its way into her Potion kit next September. 

 

Hermione leant down to her book bag, retrieving her silver dagger. She 

placed it on the desk in front of her, watching the way it caught the light. 

Picking it up between her index fingers, one on the blade tip, one on the end 

of the handle, she held it at eye level. The light from the sconces danced on 

the blade, golden reflections from numerous wax-seeping candles. Luminous 

beading traversed the pitted stone ceiling of the dungeon classroom. It was 

hypnotic. Snape had stopped writing. Distracted by the light show, he looked 

curiously at Hermione. 

 

“Contemplating murder, Miss Granger?” he asked, eyeing the knife. “Or 

perhaps your project is so far from redemption that you are considering 

suicide in preference to failure?” 

 

Hermione snorted. Good grief, he had an unusual sense of humour. Still, she 

could rise to his challenge.  

 

“Murder requires meticulous planning, sir, so as not to be apprehended.” She 

narrowed her eyes as if considering her options, a smile playing on her lips, 

“Suicide, I have always considered a little messy, and it would ruin your 

evening as there would be considerable paperwork for you to complete.” Her 

smile broadened as her mind hatched a little plan. “No, sir,” she answered 

coyly. “I prefer mutilation.” 

 

Quickly, she seized a handful of her unruly hair with her left hand, drawing 

the dagger to the roots with her right. Slicing the hair off with one swift 
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action, she placed the severed locks on the desk in front of her. Snape leapt 

from his chair and ran to her desk. His left hand grabbed the wrist holding 

the dagger; with his right hand he gently took the blade from her, placing it 

safely out of her grasp. 

 

“What is the meaning of this?” Snape scolded, anger rising in his voice. 

“Have you taken leave of your senses, girl?” 

 

He towered over her, holding both her wrists in a vice-grip hold. He had 

never been this close to her. Her professor’s dark eyes burned with intensity 

as he stared straight at her, his face inches from her own. “The attempt and 

not the deed confounds us,” he whispered mysteriously.  

 

Hermione never wavered from their eye contact. She kept her voice steady 

as she spoke. “A very suitable Shakespearian quote, sir, but the attempt was 

simply to provide a subject for my project, which requires testing. I needed a 

lock of my hair for this purpose. I would prefer it not to be attached to my 

head while I complete my experiment.” 

 

She looked down, drawing his eyes down with hers, to the desk beside them. 

Long, unruly, chestnut brown curls lay across the table. Snape released his 

grip, pushing her away as he did so. He stepped back, crossing his arms 

against his chest and drawing his cloak about him. 

 

“Proceed,” was all he said, watching her with interest. 

 

Hermione took up her wand and extinguished the fire beneath her cauldron. 

Faint hints of jasmine filled her airways, restoring her confidence under her 

professor’s intense scrutiny. 

 

She stood quickly, before her nervousness could take hold. Ladling a small 

amount of the mixture from the cauldron, she drew it over her hair sample. 

Drop by drop she administered her potion, letting the pale blue liquid 

penetrate each follicle. Replacing the ladle, she stood over her desk and 

waited.  

 

Removing an elastic band from her wrist, she carefully lifted one end of the 

hair sample and bound it tightly. Lifting it up to her eyes, she shook it gently, 

squealing with delight as the hair smoothed and the curls receded. She held 

a glossy, tamed, and rather pleasing wavy little pony tail. 

 

“There,” she said triumphantly, forcing the locks into Snape’s line of sight. He 



 4 

drew back, wrinkling his nose. “I have created a hair strengthening and 

smoothing serum. Sleekeazy will be out of business in a month!”  

 

Snape looked at her in the strangest way, almost like he’d seen a ghost. “Am 

I to understand, Miss Granger, that you have taken my valuable time, and 

yours, this evening creating a whimsical vanity potion? And do you, in turn, 

expect to receive a grade for this, this...” he waved his hand over her work 

dismissively while he searched for the word, “abomination?” 

 

Hermione had expected a reaction along these lines and was prepared. 

Placing her hair sample on the desk, she drew herself up to her full height, 

crossing her arms in front of her, mimicking her professor’s stance. “Yes, sir, 

I expect a grade. I followed the project brief and have produced an original 

potion from storeroom ingredients. The fact that it’s practical as well is an 

added benefit and shows my thought process to be both logical and well 

reasoned. Professor Snape,” she added respectfully. 

 

He turned in a swirl of black robes and marched purposefully toward his 

office, returning with a jar containing a waxy white substance. The jar’s label 

seemed to have been torn away. “Sit,” he commanded. She obliged, ignoring 

the mysteriously missing label as he cupped her head and forced it over to 

one side. Professor Snape’s face came close to hers once more. His patchouli 

scent engulfed her on a tide of exotic musk; she could feel his warm breath 

against her cheek. Standing up, he unscrewed the jar and drew out the white 

substance onto three long fingers. 

 

“What is-” 

 

“Hair re-growth formula,” he informed her, as if lecturing a first year class. 

“It is an essential remedial measure for sudden bouts of hair loss.” He 

smoothed the paste onto Hermione’s scalp from where she had taken her 

sample. The feel of his fingers in her hair was unsettling, but she remained 

seated, head to the side, in quiet submission. While he worked the mixture 

into her hair, massaging the area, she closed her eyes. While part of her was 

trying to imagine herself somewhere, anywhere, other than here at this 

moment, another part of her was simply enjoying his touch.  

 

He withdrew. She straightened up and met his gaze.  

 

“May I enquire whether you will be testing your project on any other 

students?” he asked with a discernible smirk. 
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“Yes, Professor, I was going to ask Lavender and -” 

 

“Spare me the details,” he interrupted. “I do not wish to hear any more of 

your waffle.” He placed the jar of hair re-growth paste on the desk in front of 

her. “You’d better take this...” He indicated to the jar. “I have no wish to be 

held accountable for the shearing of the female population of Gryffindor 

Tower. Your esteemed Head of House would have me before the 

Headmaster, and I will not be ridiculed before my peers. Bottle your project, 

Miss Granger, and remove yourself from my sight.” He turned and walked 

back to his desk.  

 

Considering herself dismissed, she hastily bottled her potion and cleared her 

workspace. Swooping down and grabbing her book bag, phials and the jar of 

paste, she bolted for the door uttering an almost silent, “Goodnight, sir.” 

 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Hermione woke early on Saturday morning. The noise and activity in the 

common room would be at fever pitch by ten o’clock due the overspill of 

unfocused teenage exuberance. It was a fresh Scottish morning in June. The 

Gryffindor fifth year girls’ dorm felt as chilly as winter. Crookshanks obviously 

agreed. He had curled himself up on the duvet, his bottle-brush bushy tail 

wrapped around the underside of his body, the tip tickling his ear. 

 

“Crooks,” Hermione whispered quietly so not to waken her roommates, “is it 

time for the resident Swot to give everyone a bit of a shock, show them all 

she’s growing up?” She sat up and looked meaningfully at her cat. 

 

Crookshanks ignored her, but she continued to speak to him as she got up 

and started to dress. “The proverbial ugly duckling needs to change. I think 

it’s time to stretch my wings and see if I can fly.” 

 

After dressing in some jeans, a suede blouse and soft leather ankle boots, 

she sat in front of her dressing table and applied her hair-smoothing potion. 

The piece she had cut off had re-grown overnight. Memories of Snape’s 

fingers in her hair made her eyes lose focus and her hands become still. His 

presence, so close to her, had been awfully nice. He was all-wizard—tall, 

imposing, self assured and intelligent. She wished the boys her age were 

more like that. She’d be content if even one of them showed promise, but in 

the presence of such a man, the sixteen and seventeen-year-old boys she 

was surrounded by fell short on all counts.  



 6 

 

‘Crush’ was such a vulgar word and ‘infatuation’ seemed so temporary, but in 

the absence of any other graduated wizards under the age of sixty at 

Hogwarts, Snape stood out as a definite prospect. He was single, straight, 

clever, reasonably attractive and employed.  

 

At least she hoped he was straight. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Her entrance into breakfast couldn’t have gone better. With her head held 

high, boots transfigured to a small heel, she walked confidently between the 

house tables. Seven years of interminable ballet classes, imposed by a 

mother who suffered from the delusion that all little girls wished to be Prima 

Ballerinas, left her with a graceful gait. Her formerly bushy tangle of frizz, 

laughingly referred to as hair, now fell smoothly down her back with a soft 

wave. She had a swish in her hair that rivalled Ginny Weasley’s. As she 

strode down the length of the Great Hall, a wolf whistle elicited from 

someone at the Slytherin table. Wide of target, not quite the male she 

wanted to impress, but her image definitely evoked a response from the 

resident ‘bad boys’ in green and silver.  

 

She took her usual seat amongst her fellow fifth years.  

 

“Who’s the new girl?” asked Seamus, mischievously, between mouthfuls. 

 

Harry grinned before schooling his features into a mask of sobriety. “Is there 

a Yule Ball tonight that I’m unaware of?” 

 

“No, Harry, I’m merely adding some much needed glamour and class to our 

ranks,” replied Hermione with a look of equal insincerity. She let her friends 

laugh at her comment before looking down at her breakfast and taking a 

moment to compose herself. Cautiously, she glanced up at the High Table, 

aiming for the chair two to the right of Dumbledore. Her Potions professor 

had sat in this same seat for as long as she had known him. Today he would 

look up. Today he would hold her gaze and notice her. Today he would … 

ignore the students and read the bloody paper! 

 

~o0o~ 



 7 

 

 

“For once in his life he was ignoring us,” she muttered to herself as she 

strode out of the hall. “Dagaz be my guide!” she cursed, as she sulked up the 

stairs from the Entrance Hall. “Hex it all to hell!” she all but shouted as she 

walked down the first floor corridor. She stopped outside the History of Magic 

classroom when she realised she had no idea where she was going. She 

kicked the classroom's heavy oak door in frustration. Snape’s close proximity 

to her last night had left her eager for more of his attention, but she held 

less interest to him than the Prophet’s classifieds!  

 

He was meant to notice her; she’d had a sort of makeover, hadn’t she? A 

throbbing pain in her big toe where she'd kicked the classroom door caused 

her eyes to glaze with tears. Turning around, she bent her head to hide her 

emotional state and started back toward the Gryffindor common room. 

Unaware of her surroundings, she walked straight into a solid mass of black 

cloth, rebounding as her bum hit the cold, flagstoned floor. 

 

“Watch where you’re going!” said a deep voice. 

 

Hermione raised her head to see who had collided with her. 

 

“Sorry, Goyle.”  

 

Getting to her feet, she gave the Slytherin a look of apology and a wide berth 

before continuing her trek. She needed to regain her composure. 

 

“You’re looking tasty, Granger.” Gregory Goyle leered, licking his lips 

suggestively. 

 

Hermione ignored his comment. She all but ran until she got to the seventh 

floor and the Fat Lady’s portrait. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Back in her dormitory, Hermione slumped on the bed and wrapped her arms 

about her knees. This morning had been an unmitigated disaster. Clearly she 

needed a different approach. Lifting Crookshanks onto her lap, she stroked 

his mangy fur for comfort. How could she get Snape to notice her? Landing a 

date with Viktor in fourth year had seemed so very easy.  
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“That’s it, Crooks!” she shouted as she jumped off the bed, scaring her cat 

half to death. She picked up the phial of potion she had made the night 

before, swirling the contents, watching it shimmer in the sunlight. With her 

other hand, she rummaged frantically though her dressing table drawer until 

she found the bottle of Sleekeazy she had used the night she had danced 

with Krum. Holding both the bottle and the phial to the light, she compared 

the two. “I don’t think my experiment was an entire waste of time, Professor 

Snape.” 

 

Time—time was the key. Driven by her enthusiasm, she raced out of her 

dormitory, through the common room, and headed for Professor 

McGonagall’s office. It was time to add a few extra N.E.W.T. subjects to her 

curriculum for the next academic year.  

 

She was going to need a Time-Turner. 

 

 

 

Chapter 2 – Slipstream 

 

Hermione was feeling guilty. The only time they’d spent together all summer 

was a weekend in a caravan in Cornwall. The trip, whilst being a welcome 

change from school, had been a tourist hell. Hermione vowed it would be the 

last holiday she spent with her Mum and Dad. Well, she was almost 

seventeen. 

 

She had spent most of her holiday at the Burrow with Harry and Ron. Whilst 

there, she had received her excellent O.W.L. results, and then returned to 

her parents' house with just a few days remaining, to finish preparing for the 

new academic year.  

 

Hermione had re-prioritised. Until recently she hadn’t thought there was 

anything more important than the acquisition of knowledge. A bounty of 

beautiful books and perfectly punctuated parchment stirred her soul. 

Following a close encounter with her Potions professor in a Hogwarts 

dungeon classroom at the end of last term, the bookish know-it-all now 

fancied getting acquainted with said professor. Her dreams had been usurped 

by sweet memories of his nimble fingers caressing her scalp and his strength 

as he held her wrists. Now, learning had taken second place to thoughts of a 

tall, dark wizard with smouldering eyes, a sensual voice and the gait of a 
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deity.  

 

Strong arms, exotic scent, intense and masculine—Snape was Apollo 

wrapped in a robe.  

 

Hermione had a passion for her teacher. She planned to get him to 

reciprocate her feelings. This would involve using a Time-Turner to travel 

back to the year 1977. Snape would be seventeen, a Hogwarts student and 

her peer. She would entice him into spending time together; with luck he 

would be attracted to her. Then she would return to 1996 at the same point 

in time from which she had left. Snape would have a memory of a sweet, 

intelligent witch from his schooldays. Present-day Hermione would remind 

him of his lost inamorata and he would dissolve into a puddle of love at her 

feet. In theory, it seemed a good plan. 

 

She would travel back in time on the first of September, during the seven 

hour journey on the Hogwarts Express. She had no idea how long it would 

take to traverse such a huge time portal, but calculated it could be anything 

up to an hour. The train would be a consistent environment in both time 

zones as it adhered to a strict timetable. She would hide on the train, both 

before and after using the Time-Turner. Once disembarked at Hogsmeade, 

she would contact the school requesting enrolment, citing her special 

circumstances. She would then blend in with the other students, assuming an 

alias.  

 

Methodically, she’d packed her trunk. Aside from her usual chattel she’d also 

set aside some Muggle clothes which could have been worn in the late 

1970’s. She had taken the bus to Salisbury on her way home from the 

Weasleys' and popped into Marks and Spencer. She purchased a pink 

gingham blouse and cotton slacks knowing they would not look out of place 

in either time period. A quick raid of the bottom of her mother’s wardrobe 

had produced a pair of velvet pumps—a keepsake from her parents' dating 

days. All those soppy stories about seeing Grease in the cinema together and 

falling in love as Olivia Newton-John sang her Hopelessly Devoted heart out 

had not been wasted on Hermione. She was planning a little Summer Loving 

of her own.  

 

She had, however, left her mother’s kaftan where it was, in the furthest 

recess of the wardrobe. It smelt like a dead camel.  

 

Money withdrawn from her Post Office account had been converted to 

Galleons and lay at the bottom of her trunk. Her wand would be in her 
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pocket, just in case her attempt at long distance time travel went horribly 

wrong. She could end up in the Middle Ages tied to a Ducking Stool.  

 

Her hair smoothing potion had been bottled and lovingly labelled Vanity. Six 

bottles, wrapped in her underwear, were secreted away amongst her 

belongings.  

 

Acquiring the Time-Turner had been easy. Professor McGonagall was ecstatic 

her prize pupil wanted to bring glory to Gryffindor by passing more N.E.W.T.s 

than anyone before her. Carlotta Pinkstone’s record of ten N.E.W.T.s had 

stood since 1939. Pinkstone had been, predictably, a Ravenclaw. The vision 

of long, twitching, red and gold silk ribbons adorning another trinket in the 

Trophy Room was almost too much for Minerva. She handed the Time-Turner 

box to Hermione and wished her pupil a pleasant summer while ushering her 

out into the first floor corridor. The Deputy Headmistress allowed herself a 

rare smile, securely warded her office door and spent the rest of the 

afternoon rolling in catnip. 

 

The hardest part of the mission was not acquiring the Time-Turner, it was 

the winding of it. One rotation equalled going back in time one hour. There 

were twenty- four hours in a day, seven days in a week, fifty two weeks in a 

year, nineteen years, allow for five leap years. The total was absurd.  

 

One hundred and sixty-six thousand, one hundred and four turns. 

 

Hermione wasn’t quite old enough to be allowed to do magic outside of 

school and had to manipulate the device manually. It had taken three weeks 

to accomplish. Three weeks of turning and counting, three weeks of looking 

like a devout Nun with a Rosary or an Imam with worry beads. One 

afternoon, she had a revelation that saved her tired, cramped fingers from 

seizing up completely: Dentist’s tools had more uses than just oral hygiene. 

A jaw clamp secured the Time-Turner nicely, preventing any movement and 

allowed the mammoth turning task to be accomplished in stages. 

 

Money, wand, Time-Turner primed to go. She was ready. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

 

King’s Cross had to be the draughtiest place on earth. The wind whistled 

through the station. Dressed in gingham with thin velvet shoes and cotton 

trousers, her silky soft hair flowing down her back, Hermione thought she 
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looked quite attractive for a change. She purchased a scalding hot coffee in a 

corrugated paper cup and a copy of Le Monde from the refreshment stand. 

This was becoming a bit of a tradition every year. Her last taste of 

Muggledom was a skinny decaf latte and a French broadsheet. 

 

The chill September wind ripped through to her bones, making her shiver. 

The train tracks snaked their way out of the station terminus in adjacent 

lines, all heading north. No other London station was as dirty, smelly or bleak 

as King's Cross. Victoria’s trains went south, and it was situated in the heart 

of the bohemian theatre district. Waterloo, close to the Thames, graced by 

close proximity to the Houses of Parliament and the National Theatre, sent 

trains southwest, the station a mix of turn of the century architecture and 

modern shopping complex. Paddington went west into the affluent commuter 

belt. Saville Row suits and designer luggage adorned its concourse. Today, 

Hermione was headed north to Scotland, and King’s Cross it had to be. It 

was a grim old place.  

 

Kissing her parents goodbye, she slipped between platforms nine and ten and 

through the magical barrier onto platform nine and three quarters. A whoosh 

of steam greeted her, accompanied by the calling of caged owls, the 

meowing of cats and the voices of two hundred and fifty excited children all 

speaking at once. Such was the chaos of the first of September and the 

boarding of the Hogwarts Express. Lovely—just what a nervous witch needs 

before she attempts long distance time travel—pandemonium with pets. 

 

Pets. She groaned inwardly as she realised she’d forgotten to plan for the 

welfare of her cat.  

 

“CROOKSHANKS!” she cried above the din. “Merlin's mercy, cat, you can’t 

come with me!”  

 

Searching frantically through the crowd she looked for a familiar face. A 

Gryffindor, a Gryffindor, why can you never find a Gryffindor when you need 

one? A familiar figure with mousey-brown hair caught her eye. 

 

“Colin!” she shouted. 

 

Colin Creevey spun round and jostled his way through the crowd to 

Hermione. 

 

“Hi Hermione, did you have a good summer did you go anywhere nice we 

went to Spain Dennis got a girlfriend well she says she’ll write anyway but I 
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don’t think she will I’m a prefect can we have hall duty together wow you 

look nice by the way where’s Harry and Ron are they not with you?” Colin 

asked without drawing breath.  

 

“Listen,” Hermione cut him off abruptly. “I need you to take Crooks for me, 

okay? It’s really important, your first job as a prefect.”  

 

Colin sobered the instant he saw the stricken look on Hermione’s face. He 

nodded.  

 

“If for any reason you don’t see me on the train or at Hogsmeade station, I 

want you to give him to Hagrid. Okay, Colin? Hagrid, understand?”  

 

“Yes, I understand.”  

 

“Thank you, Colin. Look, there's something really important I have to do. I’ll 

be back as soon as I can. Look after him for me?” she pleaded, a little 

desperately.  

 

Colin opened his mouth to speak, but Hermione turned away quickly, pushing 

her luggage trolley through the crowd before he could ask her any awkward 

questions.  

 

The front compartment of the train was, thankfully, empty of people. It was 

a baggage hold where the students would place their broomsticks and excess 

luggage. School trunks were stacked row upon row with only enough room 

for a small person to squeeze between them. Hauling her trunk behind her, 

Hermione hid amongst the luggage and waited for the train to depart. 

 

The station clock chimed eleven. The train lurched forward and then 

shuddered back before easing itself away from the platform. Hermione’s 

stomach fluttered with more butterflies than Kew Gardens' greenhouses. 

Stoically, she rose from her hiding place and pulled out the Time-Turner from 

under her blouse where it hung about her neck. Reverently, she encircled her 

trunk with the Time-Turner’s chain and held the dental clamp’s release pin 

between her thumb and forefinger. This was it. Do or die. Act now, or forever 

have regrets. She closed her eyes tightly, praying that she wouldn’t end up 

in ten million pieces, and released the pin. 

 

Her world turned upside down. Hermione stayed completely still, but the 

train seemed to spin. She cautiously opened her eyes. Like a voyeur, she 

glimpsed rows of trunks being loaded, then unloaded, bicycles and brooms 
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stacked and un-stacked. Blurry uniformed station staff zipped intermittently 

around her like gnats at eventide. Forever the images seemed to swirl and 

circle like a sickening vortex. She swayed, felt light-headed and shut her 

eyes as tightly as she could. Then, all of a sudden, it stopped.  

 

Bracing herself on her upturned trunk, and swallowing hard to stop herself 

from retching, she opened one eye. Luggage was all around her—rows and 

rows of Hogwarts trunks. Exactly as it had been before she had unleashed 

the Time-Turner. Not sure of where she was, no, when she was, she stood up 

and pulled her trunk toward the interconnecting door. She needed to rest 

and to find out if her time travel experiment had worked.  

 

Hearing no voices in this deserted part of the train she walked backwards, 

dragging her heavy trunk into the first seating compartment she came to. 

She closed and locked the door, pulled down the blinds both on the door and 

the windows on either side, and slumped down into a seat, burrowing her 

face into her hands. The world had stopped spinning but she felt exhausted. 

The chill of her fingers cooled her brow and she released a tirade of 

expletives. She cursed Merlin, Circe, both their wands, and made some 

choice suggestions where Thor could stick his hammer.  

 

“Such expressive language from a young lady,” said a deep male voice.  

 

Realisation that she was not alone in the train compartment chilled 

Hermione’s blood. Feeling embarrassed and confused, she raised her flushed 

face toward the voice.  

 

Seated opposite, next to the window, was a young man looking up from a 

book. He had pallid skin and slimy black shoulder length hair. His prominent 

nose was accentuated by his youthful face, and looked like it did not belong. 

Dark eyes surveyed her from between the half-drawn curtains of greasy hair. 

A very teenage Severus Snape looked her up and down from his vantage 

point in the corner. After some time for thought his top lip rose into an 

arrogant little smile.  

 

“Hiding from someone?” he asked, inclining his head toward the drawn 

blinds.  

 

For once in her life, Hermione was completely and utterly speechless.  

 

As a response was not forthcoming, Snape returned to his book. Hermione 

couldn’t take her eyes off of him. She knew she was staring, but no amount 
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of planning had prepared her for the reality of the lanky, pale youth sitting 

just an arm's length from her. He was dressed in school uniform; that was a 

shock. She’d never seen him wearing anything but teaching garb. The 

realisation dawned on her that she wasn’t mentally prepared for this 

mission—past getting through the time portal.  

 

Her scrutiny was interrupted by a banging on the compartment door, making 

her jump.  

 

"Oi, Snape!" shouted an adolescent male voice from outside of the door. “You 

in there? What are you doing?”  

 

Snape looked up at Hermione, cocking one eyebrow in question. Keeping eye 

contact with him, she withdrew her wand from her sleeve with a swish, 

pictured the door opening in her mind and thought 'Alohomora'. The door 

unlocked and flew open.  

 

In burst a burly-looking schoolboy carrying an avian cage containing a rather 

sleepy Barn Owl. Short brown hair framed his podgy, round face. A two-inch 

scar slashed across his right eye. The boy looked at Snape, drew breath to 

speak, then closed his mouth again as he caught sight of Hermione.  

 

“Err, Sev, who’ s the girl, and why were you two locked in here with the 

blinds drawn?” he asked, taking in her flushed face and Severus’s unblinking 

gaze. “Bloody hell, Snape, you’ve got yourself a girlfriend!” He sat down in 

shock. “Look, mate, the rules say you can bring an owl, cat or toad to school. 

Not your Muggle sweetheart!” He chuckled to himself and slid over to the 

seat opposite Hermione.  

 

“Look, Gudgeon.” said Snape in an exasperated tone. “She’s... Not... My... 

Girlfriend. Neither is she a Muggle if her demonstration of non-verbal magic 

is anything to go by. She’s an uncommunicative witch who swears like a 

Jarvey. She has, I suspect, either agoraphobia or a heightened persecution 

complex which drives her to lock herself into confined spaces with complete 

strangers. I care not which.”  

 

Gudgeon laughed heartily. His gaze had not left Hermione’s face. “What’s 

your name, gorgeous?”  

 

“Hermione,” she replied, her voice a shaky whisper.  

 

“Hermione,” Gudgeon repeated, crossing his palms onto his breast and 
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slumping in his seat. He let out a long, loud sigh in an overt attempt to 

imitate a stage actor in love. He recovered and sat upright on the edge of his 

seat and leant across the carriage toward her.  

 

“This is Severus,” he said, turning his head to look at Snape. “Transylvania’s 

very own poster boy. Fellow prefect, oracle for all things academic, and 

general book-a-holic. He looks especially grouchy today.” He turned back to 

face her, “I’m Davy Gudgeon. Hufflepuff seventh-year, and all round 

gentleman.” He proffered his hand to Hermione who shook it briefly. “This,” 

he continued, bringing his owl cage onto his lap and gesturing toward its 

inhabitant, “is Pegs, my new owl. It’s short for Pegasus, but he’s also known 

as He-who-must-not-be-tamed.” Gudgeon laughed at his own joke. No one 

else did.  

 

Hermione looked at Snape. “Severus,” she acknowledged hesitantly.  

 

He returned her greeting with a stiff nod of his head.  

 

“I was sent to get you for the Prefects’ meeting, Snape,” said Gudgeon. “The 

new Head Boy wants you present for his first address. He said something 

about using you as a footstool.”  

 

Snape snapped his book shut and narrowed his eyes at Gudgeon. “And who 

the hell made Head Boy?” he asked in a deathly whisper.  

 

“James Potter.”  

 

Snape clenched his teeth and let out a long hissing breath. Hermione felt the 

atmosphere in the compartment turn to ice. Gudgeon stood up and retreated 

to the door.  

 

Severus rose and yanked his school robe down from the overhead rack. 

Hermione noticed he was just as tall as her Potions master, but he seemed 

thinner, stringy and adolescent. He fastened the clasp on his robe and 

tightened his green and silver tie. He looked every bit the Slytherin. His face 

was tight with anger as he removed his Prefect badge from its place on his 

cloak. He palmed it, made a short bow to Hermione and said in an overly 

polite tone, “I shan’t be long, mademoiselle. It appears I have a prior 

engagement inserting a small metal shield down a Philistine's throat.”  

 

He strode out of the door and disappeared down the corridor. Davy Gudgeon 

poked his head back into the compartment and asked Hermione to look after 



 16 

his owl. Not waiting for a reply, he scurried off after Snape, eager not to miss 

the main event.  

 

It was becoming dark outside, signalling that their journey was almost at an 

end. Hermione changed into her school uniform and robes. All Gryffindor 

colours and crests were removed with a quick wave of her wand. She took 

the letter from her trunk for the Headmaster. All she needed to do was send 

it by owl, more specifically by Pegs, once they arrived at Hogsmeade.  

 

Albus Dumbledore, Headmaster.  

Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry.  

 

Sir,  

 

There has been a terrible accident.  

 

I am a sixth-year Hogwarts student from the future.  

 

While innocently cleaning my Time-Turner this morning, I was 

catapulted exactly nineteen years into the past. I am now on the 

train, trapped in the year 1977.  

 

It is imperative that I still attend classes while I try to find a way 

back to the future. I know that sounds strange, but I am a 

compulsive academic. Any sudden withdrawal from classes would 

wreak havoc on my condition and cause great distress.  

 

I believe my Time-Turner may have been manipulated in some way. I 

would suggest, Headmaster, that we allow these strange events to 

unfold. I will keep you informed if I uncover any information in this 

regard. 

 

I will assume the identity of Hermione Gregorovitch, a home-taught 

witch enrolling at Hogwarts in order to take her N.E.W.T.s.  

 

I am the consummate Slytherin and ask to be allowed to continue as 

a member of this house.  

 

Faithfully,  

 

Hermione Granger.  
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~o0o~ 

   

 

Just as the train drew into the station and jolted to a halt, Severus returned. 

He looked furious. He grabbed his book and stalked onto the platform 

without comment. Hermione thought it best to leave him well alone. She 

gave Dumbledore’s letter to Pegs and released him through the open door 

before alighting herself.  

 

The platform at Hogsmeade station had the familiar flurry of activity. Hagrid, 

his appearance nearly untouched by time, held a lamp aloft while he herded 

the newest flock of first-years. Older students jostled for places with their 

friends in the Hogwarts carriages in a display of peer rivalries and alliances. 

Hermione stood back, letting the chase run its course. Behind her, the door 

of the last carriage was kicked open with a loud BANG! All she could see 

when she turned toward the noise was a leg that belonged to one of the 

seated occupants, and the soft, black leather boot that held the door open.  

 

“Mademoiselle?” the owner of the boot called out, his hand extended to 

Hermione in invitation.  

 

Severus Snape accepted her outstretched hand, gently guiding her inside and 

neatly tucking her in next to him. As she gained her seat she gazed around 

at her fellow occupants. In addition to Severus there were four other 

Slytherin seventh-years sitting in the carriage, all leering at her as if she 

were dessert. 

 

~o0o~ 

  

 

Davy Gudgeon had his uses. Owl lending was one of them, but he was also a 

terrible gossip. By the time the students disembarked from the train, the 

prefects and their friends had heard a shocking rumour from Mr Gudgeon. 

Before the Thestral-drawn carriages journeyed to the castle, the 

upperclassmen had passed the rumour to the fourth and fifth-years who in 

turn whispered to the second and third-years as they ascended the castle 

steps. As they entered the Great Hall everyone was talking about the most 

delicious bit of gossip to hit Hogwarts in years.  

 

On the Hogwarts Express, Severus Snape had been caught in a locked 

compartment, blinds drawn, with some new girl called Hermione. 
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Chapter 3 - Living in the Past 

 

Happy and I'm smiling, walk a mile to drink your water. 

You know I'd love to love you, and above you there's no other. 

We'll go walking out while others shout of war's disaster. 

Oh, we won't give in, let's go living in the past. 

 

- Jethro Tull 

 

~o0o~ 
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Snivellus by Ac1d6urn 

 

 

 

It was a common misconception that all the beds at Hogwarts were curtain-

swathed four posters because the school’s founders were closet romantics. 

The reality was that Hogwarts was located at fifty-eight degrees latitude 

north and was bloody cold. Between Halloween and Easter the only time the 

chill air outside rose above the ambient temperature of a domestic 

refrigerator was just before it snowed. Sleeping in a heavily curtained four-

poster bed wasn’t about aesthetics; it was about survival.  

 

Hermione gazed from her pillow onto dark green, crushed velvet drapes. It 

was her first night in a Slytherin dormitory. She had been given her own 

room, the sixth-year girls' dorm being full. The room she occupied was 

meant for the Head Girl should she come from Slytherin House, and so, this 

year, was vacant. She had the obligatory four-poster and a long desk which 

could double as a Potions brewing station. She was enjoying her new coif of 

silky locks and would be brewing and bottling Vanity as and when she 

required it.  

 

Her new common room was a large dungeon under the lake. The walls 

glistened with perpetually dripping lake water. The furnishings were formal; 

what you might expect to see in a Consultant Surgeon's office, dominated by 

leather upholstery and polished mahogany. The arched windows looked out 

under the lake. Glazing would give one the feel of being in an aquarium so 

instead, the twelve windows had been crafted in stained glass. Each depicted 

a Knight of the Round Table decked out in full suit of armour in a suitably 

valiant pose. A large fireplace was the only feature this room had in common 

with Gryffindor Tower.  

 

The Headmaster had been very accommodating on receiving her letter. He’d 

had a quiet word with the Sorting Hat prior to her arrival about placing 

Hermione automatically in Slytherin. As she sat on the stool for the second 

time in her life the aged hat had argued this point as it spoke directly into 

her thoughts.  

 

'Clever, hmm, intelligence I see. Ravenclaw would suit you well. Aha! Loyalty 

is here, determination too. Gryffindor is the house for you. Are you sure you 

wouldn’t rather...?'  
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'Put me in Slytherin, you stupid hat, or you’ll end up Silencio’d in a Doxy nest 

somewhere that no one will ever think to look for you.'  

 

“SLYTHERIN!”  

 

Snape’s cohorts from the school carriage had gesticulated wildly for her to 

join them at their House table once she was sorted. The welcoming feast was 

its usual resplendent fare, marred only by the unwelcome gossip of Hermione 

and Severus’s suspected illicit liaison on the train. She noticed that Snape, 

who was seated to her left, looked a little smug. She reasoned he fancied the 

idea of being seen as the unbridled seducer of the schools newest totty. For 

her part she neither encouraged nor denied the rumour. If it fed Snape’s ego, 

let him enjoy it. If the school at large saw them as an item, it would keep 

unwanted advances from other boys at bay, and assist toward her goal of 

garnering Snape’s affection. Just because the rumour didn’t hurt their 

reputations didn’t mean either Hermione or Severus approved of being talked 

or speculated about. A certain gobby prefect was going to get what was 

coming to him.  

 

~o0o~ 

  

  

Davy Gudgeon, muck spreader of defamation most foul, had not attended 

many classes during the first week of term. A mysterious rash had appeared 

on his forehead on the first day back at school. The school nurse couldn’t 

remove the curse and opted for using copious quantities of Muggle makeup 

to relieve the boy’s distress. Gudgeon now looked like he had a sunburnt 

head with the word 'Gossip' imprinted in relief upon it.  

 

On being released from the Hospital Wing, the Hapless Hufflepuff had then 

become the victim of a Levicorpus spell. The casting of this spell had 

occurred as the seventh-years were having their History of Magic class and it 

was impossible to pin down the culprit, so no further action was taken. 

Gudgeon spent three hours hanging upside down by his ankles in Binns’ 

classroom, while lectures continued for the third and then the sixth-years. 

The students were laughing too hard to cast the counter-curse and the 

spectral Professor had not noticed him.  

 

As Hermione entered the Great Hall for dinner that evening, Snape 

surreptitiously caught her eye from his seat at their House table. He budged 

up, making room for her to join him. Knowing not to look a gift Slytherin in 

the mouth, Hermione took up his unspoken invitation and slid in next to him.  
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“Good jinx,” he said quietly in greeting, discreetly saluting her with his 

pumpkin juice.  

 

“Nice charm,” she replied, helping herself to a bread roll.  

 

Nothing more was said on the subject. One didn’t mention the deed or laugh 

at the consequence at Salazar’s table. It was the Slytherin way. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

 

The reality of being a Slytherin in 1977 was a little scary. The sixth and 

seventh-year rosters read like a Death Eater’s reunion. Oh, they tried to hide 

it. They called themselves the 'Knights of Walpurgis Reading Group' but what 

would Evan Rosier, Severus Snape, Regulus Black, Rodolphus Lestrange, 

Wilkes and Avery be discussing every night if it wasn’t Dark Marks and 

Muggle-bashing?  

 

This nefarious band met at eight o’clock each evening, congregating in a far 

corner of the Slytherin common room. They sat in a circle of green leather 

high-backed armchairs under the stained glass window depicting Sir 

Meleagant, errant knight of Camelot. On each of their laps rested a leather 

bound copy of Shakespeare’s Macbeth. The young men sat, heads bowed as 

if reading from the text. A keen observer would notice their lips moving 

intermittently as they conversed in whispers.  

 

The reading group was surrounded by an unofficial exclusion zone. Should a 

curious first-year happen within ten feet of their circle Avery would whip his 

head round, glare at the trespasser and emit a low growl scaring them off. 

Should a fifth-year prefect or their Head of House wander over to engage the 

group, Rodolphus Lestrange would cry, “When the hurly-burly’s done, when 

the battle’s lost and won!” thus alerting the group to their eavesdropper and 

confirming their ruse to all assembled.  

 

One night, The Bloody Baron glided into the common room. Even in death 

the ghost remained austere and intimidating. He slowly circled the Slytherins 

sitting by the fireplace while taking in their activities and listening to their 

conversations as if seeking a miscreant. Satisfied, he drifted toward the 

window where Snape’s gang sat in their usual huddle. Regulus Black saw the 

Baron first. He stood up and shouted in warning, “Out, damned spot! Out I 

say!” in a girlish voice. This gave Hermione great entertainment. Regulus, 
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the youngest of the group, was obviously pretending to play the female lead.  

 

Between classes, the ‘reading group’ would walk the corridors five abreast in 

a V formation, Snape at the head. Their strides were lengthy and assured, 

their cloaks hanging from their shoulders like the Praetorian Guards on a 

triumphant return to Rome.  

 

Other students, and some of the professors, had no choice but to dive out of 

their way as they approached. They were dubbed the 'Gang of Slytherins'. 

 

~o0o~ 

  

 

In The Bluffer's Guide to Traversing the Time Portal it clearly states that the 

amateur time traveller must prevent distortions to the time line. Hermione 

interpreted this rule as: avoid James, Lily, Sirius, Remus and Peter at all 

costs. They were seventh-year Gryffindors. James and Lily were Head Boy 

and Girl respectively. Staying clear of anyone (with the exception of Snape) 

that she would meet at some point in the future seemed common sense. 

Corrupting the timeline in relation to Snape, and in particular his feelings 

toward herself, she considered allowable. If caught, she would make a plea 

of lovesick insanity to the Wizengamot.  

 

Whilst she had to avoid the Marauders, she was free to fraternise with other 

students, such as her fellow sixth-year, Regulus Black. Back in her future he 

was deceased, just a memory on a forgotten tapestry. Her new Head of 

House was also safe to associate with. There was absolutely no chance of 

running into him in the future. He was Professor Horace Slughorn, Potions 

master, a portly wizard with a demeanour of such pronounced joviality it was 

almost insane. He had a taste for tailored Victorian tailcoats and waistcoats 

so garish they bordered on the absurd. Aged somewhere between sixty and 

one hundred he sported an eccentric, greying, ginger-blond walrus 

moustache that gave him the air of Arch Duke Franz Ferdinand.  

 

Slughorn was delighted to have a Gregorovitch in his house. When Hermione 

confirmed she was a third cousin to the Bulgarian wand maker, as opposed 

to the Chudley Cannons’ bench warmer Gregorovitch, her Head of House 

almost hugged her. Thankfully, Hermione stepped away from his embrace 

just in time. Her penchant for Potions masters didn’t stretch that far.  

 

Hogwarts circa 1977 was very much like Hogwarts in 1996. The castle was 

timeless. Hermione fitted in and adapted. She spent her free time between 
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the Library and the Slytherin common room.  

 

So content was she in her familiar environment she nearly forgot her own 

birthday. It was almost curfew when she realised it was September the 

nineteenth. She was officially seventeen at last and considered of age. She 

stole out of the common room, along the corridor to the kitchens. The house-

elves sang her Happy Birthday, omitting her name in favour of the term 

‘Mistress’. They rustled up some fizzy pop and a sumptuous looking Victoria 

sponge topped with a candle. Hermione was delighted and decided to 

instigate an impromptu birthday performance of The Scottish Play back at 

Slytherin central.  

 

She kept to the shadows, creeping silently toward Sir Maleagant’s window. 

The reading group was in session. Hermione crawled across the stone floor, 

inching across an opulent Tientsin rug, until she was crouched behind Evan 

Rosier’s chair. Living in the past, a surreal environment; had given her a 

false sense of bravado. She could hear them whispering; only the words 

'Dark Lord' formed in the sibilant hiss. She waited for the whispers to still 

before she made her move.  

 

“FAIR IS FOUL AND FOUL IS FAIR! HOVER THROUGH FOG AND FILTHY AIR!” 

Hermione shouted, leaping up from behind the chair.  

 

Like lightning, six angry wizards propelled themselves upright turning their 

wands on her.  

 

“Macbeth: Act one, scene one?” she asked sheepishly.  

 

Snape recovered first. He relaxed, sheathing his wand in his sleeve. “We 

have met with foes that strike behind us,” he quoted in a voice of deep 

timber.  

 

“Banquo?” she enquired.  

 

“Malcolm, Macbeth’s assassin. Act five, Scene six,” he intoned. He quirked his 

eyebrow as he added, “You make a good third witch, Hermione.”  

 

The other lads, following Snape’s lead, had put away their wands and began 

to sit down. Only Severus and Hermione remained standing, their eyes 

locked, neither wanting to pull away from the other’s gaze.  

 

“I think I’m rather type-cast,” she offered quietly. “Perhaps tomorrow we 
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could try Othello. I’m sure I could be your Desdemona.”  

 

Severus inclined his head forward, letting his hair shroud his face to disguise 

a sly smile. “I’m sure you could.”  

 

~o0o~ 

  

 

Study time in the Library was a relaxed affair for Hermione. It wasn’t as if 

she would be hanging around in the past long enough to take any exams. 

She devoted her reading to self-help texts describing how best to acquire the 

attentions of a desired paramour. A footnote in 'Wizards are from Mars, 

Witches are from Venus' directed her to an ancient book of legal articles from 

the late Middle Ages. The seventeenth century had seen witch trials reach 

epidemic levels. In 1684 English Muggles killed their last witch. The reason 

was two-fold. First, there were very few witches left to execute, and second, 

the magical world finally retreated behind a shroud of secrecy in order to 

keep themselves alive. Outnumbering witches twenty-five to one, wizardkind 

took it upon themselves to ensure the survival of their race. Witches of 

Muggle parentage had escaped persecution mainly because of their ability to 

blend in. Pure-blood witches were all but extinct, hence two laws were 

passed in quick succession.  

 

The International Statute of Wizarding Secrecy, 1692.  

This statute effectively separated the Muggle world from the Wizarding world. 

It also laid the responsibility on the various Wizarding governments in each 

country for maintaining the secrecy of everything from Quidditch games to 

Dragons. Over the years, for Muggles, magic becomes the stuff of fairy tales 

and legend.  

 

The WIKTT Marriage Law, 1693.  

Under this law any pure-blood wizard or male head of a pure-blood family 

could petition for a betrothal contract giving him legal power over a Muggle-

born witch.  

 

Effectively, Muggle-born witches were married off in order to ensure the 

continuation of the wizarding world. Scotland had kept up the witch burnings 

until 1722 which only gave greater credence to the Marriage Law and 

severely crippled the tourist industry in Hogsmeade.  

 

Neither law had been repealed. 
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Chapter 4 – A Passion Play 

 

It is a truth, universally acknowledged, that a single wizard in possession of a 

good fortune must be in want of a wife. 

 

Whether Snape had a fortune or not, Hermione wanted him. The discovery of 

an ancient unrepealed Marriage Law had given her a sneaky idea. She had 

drafted a letter of petition to the Ministry of Magic’s legal department and 

was on her way to the Slytherin common room to try to get Snape to sign it. 

If her plan worked she would be engaged to him by the end of the week. 

 

The route from the Entrance Hall to her common room was a labyrinth of 

stone passageways lit intermittently by softly flickering, flaming torches. The 

flagstones beneath her feet had been worn, over many years, by the 

students' softly treading feet. Portraits of Slytherins past lined the wall in 

tarnished gilt frames, tributes to the famous and the infamous. Light and 

shadow played on their canvases like a sinister shroud, depicting a hand, a 

wig, a quill, an eye, eerie glimpses that combined to scare. The dank smell of 

mildew and eroding limestone filled her nostrils and she wrinkled her nose to 

limit her intake. Hermione’s step quickened as she navigated the interlacing 

corridors toward the common room door.  

 

She enounced the password, “Aconitum Napellus,” and the heavy dungeon 

door slowly opened on its ancient pintle hinges.  

 

Whereas the passageway had been as welcoming as a crypt, the common 

room was light and luxurious. Hermione greeted her sanctuary with a breezy 

smile. Her housemates flitted about the common room engaged in their usual 

pursuits. Some slumped in chairs reading or chatting with their friends. Some 

wrote letters or did their homework. Observing Slytherins had become her 

hobby, and after three weeks of study she could write a paper on them.  

 

Unlike Gryffindors, Slytherins were incredibly neat. Their common room was 

always pristine; the occupants impeccably turned out. Almost universally, 

they kept their spotless uniforms on until bedtime. At first this neatness had 

seemed a little strange after the anarchy and chaos of five years living with 

Gryffindors, but to understand her new housemates was to realise that likely 

they had been bought up in a strict, almost regimented way. 

 

When Slytherins received letters they would put them in their pockets to read 
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later in private; so different from the free-for-all that followed the post 

arriving at the Gryffindor table. No one here talked about themselves and no 

personal items were ever bought into the common room. It was almost as if 

allowing anyone personal information about yourself was viewed as a 

weakness—one that could be exploited.  

 

They were all extremely loyal to their house. Hermione had been amazed to 

find out that those she had previously thought of as self-serving were 

actually fierce custodians of house pride. She now understood the Slytherins 

back in her time, their cheating at Quidditch and their overwhelming 

disappointment at losing the House Cup. To these teenagers winning was 

everything, not because they wanted to best everyone, but because Slytherin 

House was the closest thing to a loving family they had ever known. Home 

life probably consisted of staying in one’s room until being required to appear 

for formal meals with father’s business associates. Caresses from mother 

would probably consist of a chaste kiss on the cheek at Christmas.  

 

She was shaken from her thoughts by a booming voice from the corner of 

the common room. A fourth year girl who was sweet on Regulus had been 

about to approach him as he sat in his usual spot with Snape’s gang. 

 

“To be - or not to be: That is the question!” Wilkes projected in stage voice, 

left hand to his breast, right held aloft as if pleading to a celestial divinity. 

Apparently the Walpurgis Knights had progressed to Hamlet. Hermione 

wondered which one of these skull-mask-loving graveyard stalkers would be 

playing Yoric. Perhaps they took turns? 

 

Hermione looked over at the circle of Death Eater wannabees, their private 

conversation having been interrupted; they were now in full thespian guise.  

 

Detouring her path to skim the back of Snape’s chair, Hermione extended her 

index finger and scraped her nail lightly across the nape of his neck, under 

his hairline as she walked past. 

 

“Severussss…” Hermione hissed suggestively under her breath, just loud 

enough for him to hear.  

 

He sat bolt upright in surprise but didn’t turn around. She slowly ran her 

fingers through the gathered length of his hair, caressing the lustrous raven-

black swath, bringing it to rest lightly on one shoulder.  

 



 27 

Her step never faltered. She continued on her way to her dorm, smiling like 

the proverbial cat that had got the cream. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Hermione needed to speak to Snape alone. In order to do this she had to 

wait until everyone else had left the common room and gone to bed. By 

eleven o’clock only a few stragglers remained, and she chose a spot on the 

vacant sofa in front of the blazing fire. She had with her only her quill, the 

marriage petition, and a vague idea about how she would get him to sign it. 

 

The common room candles dimmed, magically adjusting to the almost-

vacant room. Hermione’s gaze was drawn to the roaring fire. Her thoughts of 

home, friends, and her seemingly misplaced life intermingled with the 

lapping flames.  

 

“You’re biting your lip,” said a familiar voice. 

 

Hermione looked up. Snape was standing there, leaning on the mantle, 

staring down at her. She smiled at him in acknowledgement. 

 

“You frequently nibble at your lower lip. Why?” he rephrased. 

 

“Oh, do I still do that?” she asked nervously, looking into her lap and sighing. 

“It’s a bad habit I have, whenever I’m worried or nervous I tend to bite my 

lower lip.” She looked up at him and continued, “And when I’m in shock my 

lower jaw drops open and, invariably, someone tells me to close my mouth 

because I look like a fish.” 

 

“Any particular fish?” Severus asked, stifling a laugh. 

 

“Well, it’s never been specified, but I do favour guppy as opposed to, say, 

trout, which would be most uncomplimentary,” she replied thoughtfully. 

 

Snape sat down next to her, turning to face her. He bent his head to look 

into her eyes and asked softly, “Do you have any other peculiar little foibles 

you wish to tell me about?”  

 

“Well, there is…that is to say,” she faltered. Hermione looked into his eyes, 

his gaze seemed to draw her out, “When I’m relieved about something I…” 
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she paused, “I release a breath I didn’t know I’d been holding.” 

 

Snape laughed and tried again to sound sincere, “why wouldn’t you know you 

were holding your breath?” 

 

“I don’t know. It just happens. One minute I’m breathing normally and the 

next I’m virtually asphyxiating.” 

 

“And does this happen a lot?” 

 

“Quite regularly, yes.” 

 

“Then, my dear,” he said decisively, “we shall work on your transparencies. 

Regulus makes an atrocious Ophelia, and in order to tread the boards with 

the Walpurgis Knights one’s acting ability must be top-notch.” 

 

Hermione took his hand in hers. She appreciated that he was trying to make 

her feel better. “Can I be Yoric on Fridays?” she asked with a grin. 

 

Snape gave her a quizzical look. It was as if she had just spoken another 

language. “Yoric’s not a part, it’s a prop,” he informed her, mystified. 

 

He removed his hand from hers. He didn’t take kindly to being laughed at, 

especially when he didn’t know what was so funny. “You wished to see me 

this evening?” he asked in a formal tone. “I watched you position yourself as 

to attract my notice. Looking like a fish, it would seem, is not your only 

obvious trait.” 

 

Hermione felt their easy banter slipping away and tried to recover quickly. “I 

wondered if you wanted to have some fun at the expense of the Ministry?” 

 

“Continue,” he said, feigning boredom. 

 

Hermione told him about the Marriage Law, how it had never been repealed 

and how she wanted to challenge the Ministry of Magic by submitting a 

petition to inflame the officious bureaucrats and wrap their legal department 

in knots. They could also use the experiment and their research as extra 

credit on their respective History of Magic N.E.W.T.s. She handed Snape the 

drafted document.  

 

“Petition for betrothal to Hermione Jane Granger, Muggle-born witch,” he 

read aloud in disbelief. “Granger? Muggle-born?” Both voice and eyebrow 
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rose in enquiry. 

 

“Gregorovitch sounds so Slavic. I thought Granger was more, well, British 

really, and it’s a stipulation of the law that the witch must be Muggle-born, 

the wizard a pure-blood. I’m pretending,” she lied. 

 

Snape read to the end of the letter, and then let out a deep, baritone laugh. 

“Who, in the nine circles of Hell, is Severus Septimius Marcus Aurelius 

Neptune Ethelwulf Snape?” he asked, holding up the letter and quoting from 

it. 

 

“Well, I didn’t know your middle name so I had to guess. I thought you could 

delete those names that don’t apply,” Hermione offered in explanation, 

adding in her defence, “I chose names that were suitably noble.”  

 

“Ethelwulf?” Snape asked incredulously. “You get Granger, and I get 

Ethelwulf? Do you think my mother didn’t like me when she named me? Who 

was he anyway, this Ethelwulf?” 

 

“Saxon king—thought I should cover my bases.” 

 

Snape was amused. She was bold; he’d give her that. In a move slightly 

reminiscent of her future teacher marking essays, he took Hermione’s quill 

and scored two lines through the offending names, and said with a chuckle, 

“You made me sound like an extra from Life of Brian." He then wrote 

something above the crossing out. 

 

“What’s that?” Hermione asked, leaning over to see what he had written 

above the correction. 

 

Snape lifted the parchment higher to conceal his writing. “My middle name,” 

he teased, playfully. 

 

“What is it?” she asked, trying to grab at the parchment, “Socrates? 

Claudius?” 

 

“All in good time. First, you pay the price for receiving such personal 

information.” 

 

“Which is?” she enquired, crossing her arms indignantly. 

 

“A kiss.” 
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If blushing were a contest, Hermione and Severus had just made it an 

Olympic event. 

 

“I haven’t kissed a boy before,” she offered lamely. 

 

Snape chuckled, “Well that makes us even. I haven’t kissed any boys before 

either.” 

 

They both tittered with embarrassed laughter. Snape sank to his knees on 

the fireside rug holding his sides. Hermione shut her eyes to stem the flow of 

her tears, holding onto the back of the sofa for support. Suddenly, 

unbalanced by a sharp tug around her waist, she found herself pulled down 

onto his lap. He cradled her in his arms, her head resting on his chest. He 

hadn’t been falling about laughing. He’d been positioning himself to pull her 

down onto the floor with him, the sneaky son-of-a-witch! She opened her 

eyes and looked up to see his face inches from hers. His laughter had 

stopped, and his face was serious. 

 

“I haven’t kissed any girls before either, Hermione,” he said in a whisper. 

“They don’t find me very kissable.” 

 

She lifted a hand to cradle his face. His eyes, darker than ebony, reflected in 

the firelight, gave him an ethereal look. His countenance was sad, almost 

wistful. The heat from the fire made her face tingle. 

 

At that moment, as she gazed deeply into his eyes, she spoke her true desire 

to each incarnation of the man she yearned for. Snape the Potions master, 

Snape the schoolboy, just for this brief moment these men were one and the 

same. “I find you kissable,” she whispered in return, “very kissable.”  

 

Rather awkwardly he lowered his lips towards hers; she rose slightly to meet 

him. His encircling arms gathered her in, supporting her weight. He wet his 

lips unconsciously, as Hermione closed her eyes. He touched his partly-

opened mouth to hers, applying pressure and initiating a kiss. She 

responded, following his lead. Neither of them knew what to do with their 

tongues. Hermione kept hers tucked away tightly into the bottom of her 

mouth.  

 

Relaxing into the kiss, Severus moved his lips over hers, graduating their 

contact into a snog. Hermione started to feel tingly all over. She could hear 

her heart beating faster. This was better than reading books! She was pulled 
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closer to him as he tightened his hold on her. She felt her hands, which 

seemed to be operating of their own volition, entwine in his hair which 

encouraged him further.  

 

Reality invaded her deliciously occupied mind: she was kissing Snape, really 

kissing him, right there, right then. His kisses were nice; he smelt nice. She 

could trace the smooth line of his back where there were muscles. His wet 

tongue suddenly poked its way through to her mouth. She pulled away 

slightly, unsure of what to do. He released her mouth and ended the kiss, but 

held her, looking into her eyes. He wore a genuine smile.  

 

As Hermione extricated herself from his embrace she reached her arm 

toward the rug to steady herself. By mistake her hand touched his crotch 

where an unfamiliar bulge had formed. Her mind slowly registered that this 

swelling was his erection, and she hadn’t taken her hand away. She released 

a breath that she certainly did know she’d been holding and smiled.  

 

“Is that your wand in your pocket or are you just pleased to see me?” she 

asked with an innocent look, quirking a suggestive eyebrow. 

 

“You bad girl,” Snape drawled appreciatively. 

 

A few moments later, when they were both sat back on the sofa, her head 

resting on his shoulder, he picked up the betrothal parchment again and read 

it carefully.  

 

“So, what’s your middle name?” she asked sleepily. 

 

“Toby.” 

 

“Mmm, that’s cute.” 

 

“I am many things, mademoiselle, but I am certainly not cute,” he said, as 

he continued to read. He signed the bottom of the letter with a flourish. 

“There’s one important fact you seem to have overlooked with this petition.” 

He placed the parchment and quill on a side table, relaxed into the sofa, and 

put his arm around her. What he said next surprised Hermione more than 

anything else that had occurred so far that evening. 

 

“I’m not a pure-blood, Miss Granger.” 
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~o0o~ 

 

 

Sleekeazy had been in production since 1982. It had been eighteen months 

in development and had registered its patent on the third of March 1980. By 

a strange twist of fate, Hermione found herself in the unique position to 

usurp their monopoly of the magical world’s hair care product sector before it 

was put on the drawing board.  

 

Scruples were overrated. The beauty business was a cut-throat world where 

only the biggest shark in the tank would survive. As Hermione climbed the 

stairs to the Owlery, application to the Wizarding Patent Office in hand, she 

flexed her dorsal fin and prepared to rip out Sleekeazy’s jugular vein. 

 

Pegs recognised her. He ke-oowed loudly and glided down from his perch to 

greet her. 

 

“Two letters for the Ministry of Magic, Pegs. Vanity formulation and patent 

application,” she told the bird, holding up the first envelope and showing the 

address to him. “Clandestine petition for my hand in marriage by dour future 

Potions master,” she concluded, showing the owl the second envelope before 

tying them both to his leg. 

 

“My future's in your talons!” she called out as the owl flew from the window 

into the cold October sky. She waited until he was no longer visible; his 

mottled form blending against the light brown heather and dark green pine of 

a distant mountain. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

 

The following Monday afternoon found Hermione and Regulus taking their 

usual advanced Muggle Studies class. She had chosen to take this subject as 

a soft option, being able to ace the class with her quill hand tied behind her 

back. The Professor, an irritating little man, knew as much about Muggles as 

Arthur Weasley, but was not quite so personable. 

 

Pegs caught up with her just as she stepped into the corridor at the end of 

the class. He was looking very important. His days spent with the Ministry 

owls had filled him with airs and graces. Hermione untied the two bulky-
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looking letters that he carried and slipped them into her robes and offered 

the barn owl her forearm. He hopped on, and accepted Hermione’s soft 

caresses as she walked him to the kitchens. 

 

The house-elves had all kinds of owl treats on offer. Pegs tucked into a small 

plate of minced lamb, which by owl standards was a banquet. Satisfied her 

little friend was taken care of, Hermione settled down at the kitchen table 

with a hot cup of tea in a porcelain cup and nibbled a ginger newt. Opening 

the first letter, she was delighted to receive confirmation that her patent 

application had been accepted, subject to product testing, which would be 

carried out over the next two months. She breathed a sigh of relief. Now her 

patent application had been logged, Sleekeazy could not submit a similar 

application of their own.  

 

The second letter was from the Council of Magical Law: 

 

Dear Miss Granger, 

 

Thank you for your letter dated 5th October. 

 

I must say, we were delightfully amused with Mr. Snape’s petition for 

a marriage betrothal under the WIKTT Marriage Law of 1693. 

 

You are both essentially correct. This legislation was never repealed 

and so, is in fact, still standing in British Magical Law today. 

 

As requested, we have provided a suitable response as would have 

been sent to petition recipients in the late seventeenth and early 

eighteenth centuries. 

 

Mr. Snape’s non pure-blood status has been taken into consideration 

and the documentation amended accordingly. 

 

May we take this opportunity to wish you both the very best of luck 

with your History of Magic project. Please convey our very best 

wishes to Professor Binns, a fine teacher to have inspired two such 

tenacious budding historians. 

 

Sincerely, 

 

Dempster Wiggleworth, Council of Magical Law. 
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Hermione quickly unrolled the attached scroll. The parchment was either very 

old or an aging spell had been used for authenticity; similarly the ink used 

was pale brown and antique-looking. A thick red wax seal containing two thin 

red ribbons had been stamped onto the bottom left hand corner of the 

parchment, and the text of the letter was written in Middle English script. 

Upon this day, 7th October 1977  

 

Mistress Hermione Jane Granger 

 

Spinster and witch borne of Muggle-folk,  

doth be in receipt of the legal betrothal wishes of:  

 

Master Severus Tobias Snape 

 

Half-blooded warlock of good grace and honest nature.  

Borne of this land in the year 1960.  

 

To accept thy petition thou need maketh thy mark upon this 

parchment.  

Thy betrothal will henceforth be decreed and thy marriage bands 

declared. 

 

Ye Olde WIKTT Synod. 

 

 

~o0o~ 

 

 

All things considered, Hermione’s trip to the past was going rather well. A 

month into her trip she had kissed Severus Snape, tricked him into 

contractually asking for her hand in marriage via a Ministry Solicitor and 

taken the first step toward world-wide domination of the lucrative designer 

hair care business. Whoever said she wasn’t sneaky enough to be a 

Slytherin? 

 

There was only one little problem with her femme fatale plan of seduction. If 

she signed this betrothal parchment she would be engaged to Severus, but 

would he really want to be engaged to her? It was one thing to get extra 

credit for a bogus History of Magic project. It was another to find yourself 

waltzing down Diagon Alley looking for a diamond ring. What would Professor 

Snape say on the first day back at school, when she returned to her own 
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time, if his fiancée of nineteen years walked into his Advanced Potions 

classroom to start her N.E.W.T.?  

 

'Morning darling, take a cauldron, sit down next to Potter…?' 

 

Hermione was at a bit of a loss and retreated to her dorm room to throw 

herself into her Potions making. Vanity for greasy hair, dubbed Neptune, was 

coming on nicely. She’d had a good feel of Snape’s hair twice now and had 

made five prototype potions, all clary sage based and patchouli scented. 

They varied in strength and shade of purple. She’d chosen purple as it was 

suggestive of sophistication, wealth and luxury. Its cool tone denoting its 

ability to detoxify the hair and would appeal, she hoped, to the average, 

discerning, greasy-haired-wizard.  

 

Whichever way you looked at it, Neptune was a winner. Unlike witches who 

bought hair care products almost weekly, amassed them in a stockpile then 

discarded them two years later when the contents started to coagulate, 

wizards would buy one product and stick with it. Hermione’s internal Board 

Meeting had just announced record half-year profits. Thanks to Professor 

Snape’s personal hygiene problem, she was potentially a wealthy little witch.  

 

Prototype six was about to reach the simmering stage. Adding the final 

ingredient, five drops of patchouli essential oil, she stirred counter-clockwise. 

There was a soft knock at her door. 

 

“Enter,” she commanded in her best Potions mistress voice. 

 

Severus Snape let himself into her room, opening the door just enough for 

him to pass through before closing it swiftly and silently behind him. He 

stood with his back leaning on the door, still holding the handle, looking as if 

he might be contemplating a quick getaway. He watched her as she stirred 

the cauldron, face flushed from the confined heat of the fire. Glass vials were 

lined up strategically along the desk in racks like purple toy soldiers 

graduating in colour. Hermione gave him a quick nod and returned her 

attention to the potion she was stirring. 

 

“Seventeen, eighteen, nineteen…” she whispered under her breath.  

 

Snape did not interrupt. He understood the subtle science and exact art that 

she was engaged in. Hermione lowered the flame with her wand and placed 

her stirring rod on the desk. She turned to him and smiled, indicating he had 

her full attention. 
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“How long will it simmer?” he asked, giving Hermione a strange case of  déjà 

vu. 

 

“Five minutes, Sir,” she replied automatically. 

 

Snape sniggered. “I like respect in a woman, but whilst in the boudoir 

perhaps you could call me Severus?” He relaxed his pose and stepped toward 

her desk in order to view her notes. 

 

“There is a price to pay for being party to such personal information,” 

Hermione said cheekily, eyeing his observation to her research. 

 

“Which I am very happy to pay,” he replied as he turned and wrapped his 

arms around her.  

 

He kissed her. Their second kiss was much more accomplished than their 

first. Well, they were getting better at it. When Severus touched her tongue 

with the tip of his, more gently this time, she did not object. In fact, all she 

could think about was how erotic this whole tongue-touching thing could be. 

All too soon he pulled away from her lips and gave her another one of those 

real smiles. He continued to hold her, arms about her waist, his eyes gazing 

into hers.  

 

“What’s for dinner?” he asked, gesturing his head toward the simmering 

cauldron. 

 

“Neptune. It’s a shampoo for men. Other than that I don’t want to say right 

away. It requires testing.” 

 

“There are five samples here, and another almost ready,” he observed, 

releasing her and walking over to her make-shift lab.  

 

“Varying strengths of clary sage,” she replied to his unasked question, joining 

him at the desk, and extinguishing the flame beneath her cauldron. 

 

“Clary sage?” he enquired. “Subtle little witch aren’t you?” 

 

Hermione was relieved that he seemed more amused than offended. 

“Greasiness is a common problem. Your hair was just the catalyst for my 

thought process,” she informed him in an even tone. “I myself have 

desperately frizzy hair, so I developed a serum four months ago to 
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counteract its independent nature.”  

 

She picked up a sample of Vanity from her desk and handed it to him. She 

watched as he sniffed the vial then she almost gagged as he placed a drop 

on his finger which he delivered to his tongue. 

 

“Water based, silicon is dominant,” he mused. “Water-in-silicon potion with 

jasmine added for aroma. Madam, you made a lubricant!” he finished in 

mock outrage. 

 

“It is a hair strengthening and smoothing serum,” she informed him, 

snatching the vial from his fingers. “Patent pending, no less.” 

 

“It’s still a lubricant, whichever pretty name you call it,” he chided under his 

breath. 

 

“I call it Vanity, a … um … friend suggested the name,” she informed him, 

averting her eyes. 

 

“N'importe quoi, ma petite,” he said to placate her. He gestured at the purple 

potion cooling in the cauldron. “Let’s bottle old Neptune here, before he 

drowns.” 

 

Hermione produced a vial etched with the number six and a ladle, handing 

both to Snape. She left him to fill the vial while she went to find some empty 

shampoo bottles in her trunk. 

 

The bottling was a relaxed affair. He ladled while she completed the process 

by labelling and sealing. They worked in companionable silence, until the 

arrival of the letter from the Ministry earlier that day rose in her mind. 

 

“The Ministry’s Law Council sent the betrothal petition back today, approved. 

They were full of praise for our project. It looks like you're going to score 

well in your History of Magic N.E.W.T.” 

 

Snape gave her a sideways look. “My ability to succeed in Binn’s class was 

never in question.” 

 

“All right then, instead of an ‘O’ you’ll now receive a double ‘O’,” she 

declared, amused with his arrogance. 

 

“What does it say, the petition?” he asked, handing her the last bottle of 
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shampoo. 

 

“Take a look. It’s in my trunk.” She gestured to where the open trunk lay at 

the foot of her bed. She started to write the last label on the bottle he had 

handed her. There were a few moments silence before Snape spoke the 

words that chilled her soul. 

 

“Le premier Septembre, mille neuf cent quatre-vingt seize.” 

 

'The first of September 1996', she translated in her head. Shit! He’d found 

the newspaper she’d bought at King’s Cross. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Snog = Kiss. Not the sort you’d give your Granny. 

N'importe quoi, ma petite = Whatever, little one. 

 

To Jane Austen, I apologise for the blatant plagiarism. 

 

 

 

Chapter 5 – Raising Steam 

 

Hermione turned around to find Severus sitting on the end of her bed flicking 

through her copy of Le Monde. She had been stupid to bring evidence of her 

time travel back with her into the past. Why hadn’t she left the newspaper in 

the baggage compartment of the train? Why did she buy it in the first place? 

She was mentally chastising herself for her gross oversight when he spoke 

again. 

 

“Interesting … very interesting, and for which project would this be?” 

 

“The date’s a misprint,” she said quickly, without really considering her 

response. 

 

“I seriously doubt that. There’s reference here to a proposed extension to 

'The Channel Tunnel'. As far as I’m aware, as yet, no Muggle can travel from 

London to Paris by train, especially one that goes under the sea,” he said, 

with a raised eyebrow. 

 

“It’s a cleverly-spelled hoax newspaper from a master forger in Knockturn 
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Alley?” she suggested, starting to feel a little desperate. 

 

“Try again.” 

 

“I bought it for the crossword?” she mumbled softly, in defeat. She slumped 

down on the bed next to him, and put her head in her hands. She heard him 

fold the newspaper and secrete it under his clothes. 

 

“You’re a very clever witch, Hermione. I saw you perform a perfect non-

verbal spell on the train. You invent wicked little charms like the one you 

inflicted upon Davy Gudgeon, and you research Potions in your dorm for fun. 

I wouldn’t put it beyond you to be able to transport yourself, or an object 

through time.” 

 

“What are you going to do?” she asked him seriously, looking up at his face.  

 

“My dear, sweet Ophelia. You have nothing to fear from me. I will keep the 

newspaper safe. We wouldn’t want anyone else to find it, would we?” He 

looked suspiciously smug as he said this. “Now, I believe we have a shampoo 

you wish to test, and I have a sudden desire to visit the Prefects' bathroom.” 

He got up from the bed and walked toward the door. 

 

“Hold on, Severus, it's past curfew.”  

 

“Then it's safe to assume the bathroom will be vacant,” he said with a shrug. 

 

“But how will you get in? You resigned as a Prefect at the meeting on the 

train, didn’t you?” 

 

“I resigned, yes,” he confirmed, “but not before I obtained the passwords for 

certain … privileges.” 

 

Hermione smiled. This man’s forward planning beggared belief.  

 

“Coming?” he asked, opening her dorm room door. When she didn’t move or 

speak, he turned to exit the room, remarking, “Don’t forget to bring Neptune 

sample number one. I’ll meet you on the fifth floor.” As he strode down the 

communal corridor to the common room he called out, “Do close your mouth, 

darling, you’re starting to resemble a trout.” 

~o0o~ 
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Up on the fifth floor, behind the statue of Boris the Bewildered, waited 

Severus the Snape. So far it had been a productive evening. He’d had a snog 

in the Head Girl’s dormitory, a goal of every hormonal adolescent schoolboy; 

tick that one off the list. He had acquired a very interesting Muggle artefact 

from the future, and now, he was about to have his hair (and, he hoped, his 

body) washed by a rather tasty looking witch who needed his silence about 

said Muggle artefact. Obtaining what one desired by coercion was so ... 

satisfying. 

 

He saw her approach with her wash bag, and stepped out of the shadows. 

She silently fell into step beside him as they approached the fourth door on 

the left. 

 

“Baby oil,” he whispered. The door unlocked with a clunk. Severus held the 

door courteously for Hermione and followed her through. He closed and 

bolted the door securely; his prey was now trapped inside the white-marbled 

room. Turning to face her, he was surprised to see her removing her school 

jumper before she began to look around at the vast array of taps. 

 

“We’ll need colourless and aroma-less water so as not to corrupt the 

shampoo testing,” she said, as she looked for a tap without a coloured jewel 

on it. She found one and turned it on full power. 

 

Severus was a bit taken aback. He’d thought his first attempt at seduction 

would be an uphill struggle, and here she was virtually undressing herself 

while choosing the faucet she deemed most appropriate. Unless, of course, 

she was approaching this in an academic fashion. Yes, that would be it—she 

was thinking like a scientist.  

 

“Absolutely ... clear, clean water. Keep the sample from being 

contaminated,” he agreed matter-of-factly as he removed his jumper, shirt 

and trousers. “Probably best that I am completely naked. Fibres from my 

clothing could cause an unusual reaction to the, err, patchouli oil.” 

 

Hermione was really surprised to see Severus shedding his clothes. She had 

imagined her first attempt at seduction would be more difficult than this. 

 

“The friction from my skirt may influence the overall effectiveness of the, 

umm, sodium laurel sulphate,” she agreed as she ripped off her own clothes 

and threw them aside. 
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Clad only in their underwear, they stared at each other. His old underpants 

had a tinge of grey about them. Her cotton knickers, which proclaimed today 

to be Thursday, and her mis-matching bra, were of similar vintage and hue. 

 

“I thought you would be the sort of girl to favour silky green briefs with 

snakes embroidered on them,” he said, feeling himself harden at the 

thought. 

 

The steam from the running bath water circled the room, entwining their legs 

as it climbed their bodies. 

 

“I thought you would be a black silk boxers sort of chap,” she returned 

evenly. “Nice woolly socks, by the way.” 

 

He hastily removed his socks, hesitated, and then removed his underpants as 

well. Gathering his courage he straightened up in front of her. “At least I 

don’t need reminding which day of the week it is,” he teased, gesturing at 

her knickers. 

 

Hermione couldn’t speak for a moment; she was standing semi-naked 

looking straight at her Potions master’s rather enticing body. She blessed the 

wizard that had invented Time Turners, before shaking herself from her 

reverie and removing her own underwear.  

 

“Last one in’s a Hufflepuff!” she shouted, as she ran across the room and 

jumped into the now deep, warm bath water.  

 

He followed in an instant, displacing the water as he tucked and bombed. He 

circled her under the water, before grabbing her ankles and submerging her. 

He rose to the surface first and waited for her to find her footing and rise 

also.  

 

“Who’s a Hufflepuff?” he challenged, as he tried to tickle her under the arms. 

 

She squirmed and giggled, “You are!” 

 

“Who?” 

 

Hermione battled with laughing and trying to extract herself from his 

relentless fingers. “You! You’re Ethelwulf, King of all the Hufflepuffs!” 

 

Severus took a firmer hold of her upper body as he continued to tickle.  
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"Stop!" Hermione squealed, thrashing her arms and legs about in a sorry 

attempt to make him cease. For just a moment she managed to slip free of 

his grasp, only to have him lunge and trap her once more. 

 

Suddenly, the pair stopped and stared straight at one another. Hermione let 

out a tiny whimper and Snape slipped his eyes shut as a small moan escaped 

his lips. Somehow, in the process of recapturing her, Snape had managed to 

surreptitiously part her legs and now found his straining arousal resting along 

Hermione’s folds.  

 

Eyes locked together, Severus leant forward and captured Hermione’s lips, 

demanding entry to her moist mouth. His brain released control, as the 

demands of his hormones took over. Willingly, Hermione gave in to his 

wants, her insides knotting in the most pleasurable way. Severus’ fingers 

loosened their grip on her hips, sliding up her body and to her breasts, their 

peaks just visible above the water. 

 

His control was giving way. Inexperienced as he was, he knew the basics, 

and instinct was leading him on to further their intimacy. 

 

Severus pulled back, his eyes dark with lust. With one hand he rubbed his 

enlarged cock along her quivering folds. "Want me to show you who’s King of 

the Snakes?" he asked raggedly, his voice coming out far too seriously for 

such a lame line.  

 

"Gods, yes!" she gasped, instinctively grinding her hips to grant herself more 

friction against her clitoris as he moved. 

 

Severus positioned himself against her opening, his free hand snaking 

around to her lower back for leverage. He pushed forward, his angle 

completely wrong, but his efforts were not wasted—the rough movement slid 

his cock hard against Hermione’s clit and she threw her head back as she let 

out a long, low moan. 

 

"More!" she begged, her fingers digging into his bare shoulders in frustration. 

At this point her mind was flying—she was going to lose her virginity, and to 

Severus Snape of all people. Judging by his excited but inexperienced 

fumbling, he was about to lose his virginity too. For the boy that only a week 

ago hadn't even kissed a girl, Severus was making up ground fast. 

 

Taking a firmer hold, Severus positioned himself once more, this time 
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pressing forwards more slowly until he felt himself begin to slide into her 

warmth. 

 

Hermione started at the feeling of Severus delving inside of her. Though not 

particularly experienced with men—well, actually, not experienced at all—she 

had experimented in the past, as all teenage girls do. However, those 

experiments bore no resemblance to the real thing—Severus fit her 

inexperienced body snugly, her inner walls stretched to accommodate him. 

He felt so hot and smooth within her. She felt the tingling warmth that began 

where they were connected spread through her entire being. Her body 

reacted in ways Hermione had never known before. Her breath quickened, 

and she thought of nothing but her overwhelming physical desire. With a 

little force, she grasped his wrists and pulled his hands towards her yearning 

nipples.  

 

"Please ... touch me again," she murmured, pressing his fingers to her chest.  

 

Severus took her not so subtle suggestion and began stroking her. However, 

the next time he made a move to thrust into her he found very little 

achievement from the motion. 

 

"Wrap … your … legs … around … me," he grunted, trying very hard to keep a 

grip on his failing control.  

 

Hermione tucked her legs around him, locking her ankles together behind his 

back, the movement pulling the pair even close together. 

 

Suddenly, Severus’ thrusts became erratic, his hands leaving her breasts in 

favour of grasping at her hips. His face contorted into an expression that 

Hermione could only liken to a medieval stone gargoyle. 

 

"Are you in pain?" she asked, quite concerned. His movements had stilled 

and his face was flushed slightly red. 

 

"Nope," he rasped, his voice no more than a strained whisper. Severus 

cocked his head at her for a moment, and Hermione waited expectantly for 

his question.  

 

"Did you … um?" he began, leaving the question hanging. 

 

"Did I ... um ... what?" Hermione asked, completely oblivious as to what he 

was asking. 
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"Did I manage to … you know … did you ...?" 

 

Hermione flushed in embarrassment at not realising what he had initially 

been asking. "I … I don’t think so." 

 

"Oh."  

 

"I still thoroughly enjoyed myself, though," she added, in response to his 

disappointment. 

 

Severus grinned, withdrew from her, and leant back against the edge of the 

bath to catch his breath. "Best bath I ever had," he said at last, pulling her to 

him and kissing the top of her head. 

 

"Hmm," she replied thoughtfully. "There was certainly no 'foolish wand-

waving here', but I believe that was magic." 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione and Severus threw themselves into their research. Every night 

after curfew and twice on Saturday they disappeared into the Prefects’ 

bathroom. The Walpurgis Knights were a man down, their un-proclaimed 

leader having found there was more to life than right-wing politics and 

Shakespearian verse. 

 

What Severus lacked in staying power, he made up in exuberance. His 

teenage gusto for his subject soon paid dividends and he was able to pace 

his response to his test subject. 

 

Hermione was just enjoying the ride. Not only was she bonking the man of 

her dreams with alarming regularity, but her shampoos had all been tested 

on the loveliest, greasiest head ever to grace the hallowed halls of Hogwarts. 

Neptune No.5 stood out a clear winner; number six had stung the eyes. Five 

was perfect. If anyone noticed that Snape now had silky, clean hair, they 

didn’t dare mention it. For his part, Severus kept his hair tied back in a 

ponytail, not wishing to look like he’d suddenly gone soft.  

 

Sunday night found Hermione alone in her room. After yet another session of 

‘experimentation’ in the Prefects' bathroom, she had decided that it was 
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really time to retire for the evening. Curling up fully clothed on her bed, 

Hermione picked up the novel she had been reading and flicked it open to 

her bookmark. She tried to read, but she found her mind wandering to the 

past few days she had spent with Severus. Certainly, the experiences had 

been thrilling, but they had left her wanting more. She found her fingers 

subconsciously wandering to her breasts, teasing lightly at her nipples 

through the thin material of her blouse. She let out a small sigh, which 

quickly became a shriek as the bed dipped behind her. 

 

"Perhaps I could do that for you and leave you to concentrate on your 

reading?" Severus suggested, with a deep whisper in her hair. His hands 

snaked around her body, covering her own hand with his own. Hermione 

sighed contentedly, and removed her fingers, allowing him to take over her 

task. Her hand had other ideas other than returning to her book. It reached 

back, traced down his side and slipped over his hip, quickly finding his 

arousal through his trousers. She ran her fingers over his length, eliciting an 

agreeable grunt from deep in his throat that reverberated through her skin.  

 

Severus' lips nuzzled her neck, teasing the sensitive skin below her ear. 

Hermione felt a flood of liquid warmth soar from her core and overwhelm 

her. She barely noticed as the book slipped from her other hand, landing with 

a thud on the floor.  

 

Her desire heightened as he rhythmically thrust his arousal into her hand, 

pressing into her backside. Releasing her fingers, she revelled in the feel of 

his length through her clothes. She lay there in blissful incoherence, lost in 

his movements. She complied when Severus gently sat her up to remove her 

blouse and then her bra. His feather-light touch traced a path from her neck, 

across her shoulders and down her back until he reached the zip of her skirt. 

Slowly, tantalizingly, he undid the zipper. Severus' outstretched palms and 

splayed fingers slid possessively underneath the skirt's waistband, circling 

and squeezing Hermione's hips. Her remaining clothes were eased down her 

body and thrown onto the floor.  

 

Snape stood up and gazed longingly at her, then removed his Slytherin 

crested jumper and white cotton shirt, pulling both over his head in one fluid 

movement. Standing next to the bed, bare chest shadowed by the 

candlelight, Severus unhitched his belt buckle and unbuttoned his fly. 

Stepping out from his discarded trousers and underwear, he placed a knee 

back on the bed, prowling toward Hermione as a predator intent on his prey. 

 

He made a move to push her onto her back, but Hermione protested. 
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"Please, I want to lie like we were before—I really liked it." 

 

Raising one eyebrow, Severus complied, sliding back down beside her. The 

loss of their clothes changed the dynamic of the situation. His member now 

pressed at her opening with every thrust. His fingers were delightful against 

her bare skin. Even the warmth of his bare chest pressing against her back 

sent shivers through her. He smelt strongly of fresh male underarm sweat, 

accentuated every time he moved his arms to caress her. His aroma was 

intoxicating and sent her into a dizzying delight. 

 

Severus, as impatient as any teenage lad with a naked woman before him, 

began pressing harder with each thrust until he slipped inside her. Hermione 

moaned delightedly as he filled her. This angle allowed him to touch new 

places within her— places that longed to be touched.  

 

Snape’s breathing grew harsh and she knew that he was not going to last 

much longer. His fingers slipped from her breasts and Hermione inwardly 

sighed—she felt the warmth and tingling that had been growing within her 

subside at the loss.  

 

Determinedly, she grabbed his hands and went to place both back on her 

breasts, when a new thought struck her. Pushing one back up to her chest, 

she pulled the other down to where they joined, sliding his fingers through 

her dark curls and placing them against her clitoris.  

 

Severus grunted from behind her, but thankfully, managed to start stroking 

at her needy bud.  

 

Hermione found herself becoming lost in him; her hips thrusting alternately 

backward to bury him deeply within her, then grinding forward into his 

finger.  

 

It started in her toes … tingles ran up her legs, through her core, expanding 

up her naval and to her nipples. Red stars danced before her eyes and 

Hermione found herself convulsing uncontrollably. Whimpers came from her 

throat that weren’t hers. She felt her inner muscles spasm, tightening and 

squeezing as he moved within her.  

 

"Merlin!" she whimpered. 

 

Severus followed quickly behind her, the sudden tightness and moist heat 

convulsing around him far too much for his still relatively inexperienced body 
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to handle. 

 

As they lay in a sweaty heap, each trying to gasp for breath in the afterglow, 

Severus spoke, rather surely, "So, did you …?" 

 

"Merlin, yes," Hermione sighed contentedly, grinning from ear to ear. 

 

"So who’s King of the Snakes?" Snape said smugly.  

 

"You are. That was definitely one for my memoirs," Hermione replied. 

 

Severus rose from the bed on wobbling legs, sweaty and flushed. He groped 

around for her quill on the desk. 

 

“I wasn’t serious, Sev,” she said, propping herself up on her elbows. 

 

Quill located, he moved to her open trunk at the foot of her bed, he 

rummaged inside, searching for something. 

 

“If you're looking for a 1990 edition of Witch Weekly you’re going to be 

sorely disappointed,” she said, watching him with equal amounts of 

amusement and bemusement. He picked up a piece of parchment, glanced at 

it, then rejoined her on the bed. He read the letter he’d procured from her 

trunk and handed it to her. Hermione took the proffered parchment and 

recognised it as the betrothal petition from the Ministry. She sat up next to 

him and looked into his eyes quizzically. 

 

Severus thrust the quill into her right hand, and commanded in a deep, 

ragged voice, “Sign it.” 

 

~o0o~ 

 

 

It was only two weeks until Halloween; the Headmaster had interrupted 

dinner one evening to announce that a party would be held in the Great Hall 

to mark the event. The House Tables erupted with noise as everyone spoke 

at once. Girls chatted excitedly about hair and make up; boys groaned and 

complained about having to wear their dress robes. Hermione looked at 

Severus seated next to her. He was silent, just staring ahead.  
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Hermione touched his arm to awaken him from his faraway thoughts. He 

turned to face her, patted her hand and gave her a look that asked for 

understanding. She relented, giving him the privacy his thoughts required at 

that moment.  

 

Later, in her dorm, she was brewing another batch of Vanity. Living in 1977 

was rapidly becoming her reality. She was in love with a man she had 

fantasised about and he seemed to reciprocate her feelings. Neptune No.5’s 

patent had been applied for; her future, both romantic and business, seemed 

secured. Guilt swept over her along with her love for her parents, who in this 

time were still a couple of Bristol students enjoying the Punk era. Harry, who 

needed her help in his fight against 'You-Know-Who', hadn’t even been born 

yet. Ron, well, any feelings he might have harboured for her were scuppered 

... but she missed her friends.  

 

The most disquieting thought was of Severus' future. If she stayed in the 

past with him, would he join the Death Eaters? It was a romantic fool who 

thought she could stay and change his future. Severus had an important role 

to play in both uprisings of the Dark Lord. As much as she adored teenaged 

Snape, she had to step away and allow him to fulfil his destiny. At present he 

didn't have the Dark Mark, but by her rough calculations he would become a 

Death Eater on or around his eighteenth birthday, and that would be in two-

and-a-half months’ time.  

 

She had to get home, back to 1996. She’d stayed in the past too long. The 

upcoming Halloween party would give her the diversion she needed to 

disappear and travel forward in time. That gave her two weeks to set her 

affairs in order.  

 

The Time-Turner had been turned in the opposite direction, for travel into the 

future one hundred and sixty six thousand, one hundred and four times. This 

had been accomplished in seven minutes, thanks to her wand. The Time-

Turner was hidden in her trunk in a box marked 'Sanitary Towels'; Snape 

wouldn’t dare look in there. All she had to do was subtract one thousand four 

hundred and fifty three turns, which allowed for the time she'd gained whilst 

in the past. She did so with a heavy heart. 

 

She collated all parchment relating to Vanity and Neptune No.5, Patents 

pending (in alphabetical order), letters from the Ministry (bound and 

indexed), colour-coded business plan (with tick-sheet) and her mission 

statement (signed). She placed everything in a leather case and wrote a 

covering note to Severus. Effectively, she’d just voted him in as the Chief 
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Executive Officer. Hermione was now a sleeping partner. 

 

Severus didn’t come to her that night. Whatever was bothering him at dinner 

was really upsetting him. She found him the next day spending his lunch 

break in the Library. He was hunched over his tatty old book, 'Advanced 

Potion-Making', scribbling his comments in the margin. Hermione had seen 

him writing in this book before. Apparently, he didn’t think much of Libatius 

Borage’s text. He considered the book in need of editing. 

 

Hermione sat in the chair opposite Snape, took out her copy of Nabokov’s 

Lolita and started reading. After a few minutes his textbook was sliding 

across the table toward her, the feather tip of his quill pointing at the 

cramped text he’d just written.  

 

'Just shove a bezoar down their throats' she read in disbelief. He seemed 

highly amused with his little joke and was chuckling to himself. Hermione 

was a bit disconcerted he could make light of such an important subject as 

poison antidotes, but smiled at him. First, in appreciation of his attempt to 

include her in his outpouring of wit. Second, because he seemed in a better 

mood than he had been the night before. Third, because he was tickling the 

back of her hand lightly with his quill feather, while quirking a mischievous, 

sexy eyebrow.  

 

He rose and gestured with a nod to the library door. Leaving first, he waited 

for her in the corridor. They walked together toward her Muggle Studies 

class, but as they were about to leave the fourth floor and descend the 

staircase, he stopped and pulled her back and through a doorway. Looking 

around, Hermione saw they were in an empty classroom. 

 

“Wonderful things, empty classrooms,” Snape drawled, “always there when 

you need one.” 

 

Hermione stared up at him curiously. That was the second joke he’d 

attempted in less than an hour. 

 

“It’s a Hogsmeade weekend this Saturday; you weren’t expecting us to visit 

Madam Puddifoot’s, were you?”  

 

“Not if my life depended on it, dear,” she replied, with a sickly sweet smile. 

 

“Thank Merlin’s aunt for a sensible woman.” He breathed a sigh of relief. 

Severus then lowered his voice, and spoke into her ear conspiratorially, 
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“Would you care to accompany me on an unofficial field trip instead?” 

 

“Why, young man, I would be delighted,” she replied softly, “and where 

might we be going?” 

 

“Home. I have to pick up my dress robes,” he told her. Opening the door, he 

gave a curt bow and she passed through. They continued their stroll together 

down to the first floor Muggle Studies classroom, where he left her with a 

brief, affectionate squeeze of her hand.  

 

Hermione was very surprised by Severus’ offer to take her to his home. She 

had no idea where it was or how he intended to get them there, but the 

gesture was not lost on her. He trusted her enough to take her somewhere 

that he guarded most privately. She may even meet his parents. Saturday 

was going to be a very interesting day. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Bonking = Making love, quaint teenage term. 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 6 – Among Those Dark Satanic Mills 

 

The students filed down the path from the castle toward Hogsmeade village. 

The October sun failed to rise to its full height, a sure sign winter was 

drawing closer. Bright sun meant no cloud cover, which in turn promised a 

chilly day. 

 

Two cloaked figures walked together. They dawdled along the path, allowing 

the other students to pass. To the casual observer they were merely slowing 

their pace to a stroll. The truth of the matter was, they were positioning 

themselves to slip away from the procession as soon as they were forgotten, 

and had been left far enough behind. 

 

“I’m telling you, Severus," one of the hooded figures exclaimed. "I don’t do 

brooms, Hippogriffs, Thestrals, flying carpets or enchanted fairy-dust!”  
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The taller figure encircled the other with his arm. Pulling them close together, 

he whispered quietly in the other's ear. 

 

“Don’t tease!” came the cry in response. “You cannot train a Chimaera to do 

that … can you?”  

 

Severus Snape grabbed his companion’s hand, and pulled them from the 

path. They sprinted down a grassy bank, coming to a halt behind the first 

building in Hogsmeade, Dervish and Banges. Once safely concealed from the 

road, he wrapped his voluminous black cloak around them both, like an all-

encompassing shadow. 

 

“No way! You’ll splinch us!” came a panicked cry.  

 

With a sharp 'CRACK!' they Disapparated. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione’s feet landed with a hollow THUNK on timber floorboards. She was 

immediately overwhelmed by the dry stench of decaying timber and nausea 

from Side-Along Apparition. Snape steadied her before she could fall. Looking 

around, she saw they were in an abandoned factory. Old steam-driven 

machinery lay abandoned in vast, dust-clogged, open spaces.  

 

“I like what you’ve done with the place,” she croaked, her lungs full of dust. 

 

Snape laughed. “Welcome, my dear, to the legacy of Tobias Snape,” he said, 

grabbing hold of a timber cross beam and nimbly lifting himself onto an 

antiquated wooden workbench. “Snape Mill, fourteen miles west of 

Manchester. Built by my Muggle ancestors in 1811, during the golden age of 

cotton manufacture. Raw cotton was shipped here from five continents, to be 

spun, woven and sold via the Manchester Ship Canal to North and South 

America, India and the Middle East. The mill closed twenty years ago. My 

father dissolved into debt and an alcoholic stupor; he died a broken, bitter 

man.” 

 

Severus dropped gracefully to the floor and guided Hermione to a high-

arched portal that served as a window. 

 

“Out there,” he said, indicating rows of blackened red brick terraced houses, 
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“is all that’s left of a once thriving industrial suburb; two hundred dilapidated 

houses. There was a time every occupant of these homes over the age of six 

would have worked and probably died in this mill. Now almost all the houses 

lay empty. Only a few remain occupied by elderly ex-mill workers waiting for 

God.” 

 

“There’s a Snape village in North Yorkshire. Isn’t that something to do with 

cotton?” Hermione asked, recalling a history text she had read. 

 

“Three miles from Bedale, not far from the Moors,” Snape confirmed with a 

nod. “Cottage industry mainly. One branch of the family—mine—struck out 

and relocated here, to Lancashire, where it was more practical to build a 

large scale industrial mill. They needed to be within a day's journey of the 

Cotton Exchange in Manchester, via the River Irwell—there.” He pointed to a 

narrow strip of water just beyond the houses.  

 

“So where’s home?” Hermione asked. “Surely not the mill itself?” 

 

“No. This draughty old haunt is redundant. It was my playground as I grew 

up; I did my first magic in here. No one else would dare enter, the 

structure’s too unsafe. The floor’s a bit like the trick stairs at Hogwarts, 

except one wrong move in here and you’re likely to fall five floors down to 

the cellar.” 

 

Hermione stood very still. 

 

“Follow me, step for step; I’ll take you down,” he said, guiding her to a 

wooden ladder that served as a staircase. “All my father’s executor left us 

with, apart from this monstrous white elephant, was a mill worker’s cottage.” 

He helped her off the rickety ladder and moved carefully to another ladder 

adjacent. “My mother and I live there. It’s a two-up-two-down, but it serves 

its purpose.” 

 

She looked up at Severus in surprise; she had half expected a magical manor 

with a majestic library and at least one house-elf. 

 

Hermione looked around to where they had just descended. It was like an 

abandoned museum; nothing had changed since its last day of operation. 

Employee clock cards, covered in decades of dust, poked out of a multi-

slotted card holder hanging on the wall. 

 

“Couldn’t you just wave your wand and put this all to rights?” she asked, as 
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they carefully negotiated their way to the ground floor. 

 

“Magic on that scale would be noticed. The Ministry would be here just after 

you’d finished your last Scourgify and before you could cast your first 

Reparo."  

 

Severus led Hermione through the mill doors and onto a narrow cobbled 

street. He turned left and walked toward the end-terraced house. It was 

presentable enough from the outside. Most of the other houses in the street 

had boarded-up windows and were in varying states of disrepair.  

 

“Welcome to Snape Manor, in all its palatial glory,” Severus said with a smirk 

as he knocked on the door. 

 

While Hermione waited for the door to open, she directed her gaze to the 

pavement. An arched metal boot scraper, about a foot high, was built into 

the outer wall just to the left of the front door step. It was decorated with 

ornamental braided metalwork, a visual reminder of this decaying street’s 

prosperous beginnings. On the top of its arch, underneath multiple layers of 

thick black paint, the date 1811 was just visible, each numeral forged 

individually and welded by craftsmen. Outside of each house the boot 

scrapers were repeated like miniature gravestones, an epitaph to the 

thousands of past mill workers and an industry long forgotten. 

 

The door was opened by a severe-looking woman in Muggle clothes, her 

greying hair tied back in a tight bun. Loose tendrils of her hair fell like wisps 

of smoke, softening her pointed features. Her pale skin and beaky nose left 

no argument as to whose mother she was. If Snape were forty and female 

this is exactly what he would look like.  

 

The woman surveyed her guests with a look of surprise. Then she spoke in a 

low, cautious tone. “Severus, darling, please tell me you haven’t been 

expelled.” 

 

“No, Mother, I most certainly have not. Perhaps we could continue this 

inside? We wouldn't want the neighbours talking.” 

 

Hermione chuckled at the thought of gossiping neighbours; all she could see 

around them were vacant buildings. 

 

The door was opened wide and they were ushered inside. They stepped 

directly into a small front room, clean and cared for, but lacking in natural 
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light. A modest sofa, a mismatched armchair and a solid elm occasional table 

were grouped in the centre of the room. The furnishings were old, but clean 

and serviceable. The ceiling lamp in the centre of the room was a multiple 

armed candelabra. Apparently, this house had never had electricity or even 

gas-light installed. The walls, rather than being papered or painted, had the 

tell-tale web-like cracks of distemper, long overdue for scraping away. 

 

“Sit, my dear, please sit,” said Snape’s mother, directing Hermione to the 

sofa. Once satisfied her guest was comfortable, she sat herself in the 

armchair. She looked at Snape, who was leaning against the wall next to the 

hearth. “Severus, is your friend from, um, school?”  

 

“Yes, Mother, she’s a witch,” he answered the indirect question. 

 

His mother noticeably relaxed and she turned to look at Hermione. “Sorry, 

dear, I’ve lived amongst Muggles for so long. I’m unaccustomed to another 

witch coming to call.” 

 

“Mother, this is Hermione, my girlfriend,” Severus interjected, remembering 

that introductions might be in order. 

 

‘Technically I’m his fiancée’, thought Hermione, but she considered his mum 

had had enough surprises for one morning. “Pleasure to meet you, Mrs. 

Snape,” she said demurely. 

 

“And you, my dear,” came the response from his mother, her voice sounding 

much warmer. The thought of her son bringing his girlfriend home appealed 

to the matriarch. He was nearly eighteen, and this was the first girl that her 

son had shown an interest in. He spent far too much of his time with those 

teenaged boys—'reading Shakespeare'. Internally Mrs. Snape was rejoicing 

and naming her grandchildren.  

 

She looked up at her son. “Does the Headmaster know you’re both out of the 

school?”  

 

“Yes,” he replied honestly, keeping his answer brief so as not to lie 

intentionally. 

 

“Well then, I'll make the tea. Cloaks off, both of you. Look as if you’re 

staying,” she commanded and scurried off to the kitchen. 

 

Waiting for his mother to leave the room, Severus moved to stand in front of 
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the fireplace. He leant against the narrow red-tiled mantelpiece, arms 

crossed, looking down at Hermione speculatively. “Are you … disappointed?” 

he asked, his voice no more than a whisper. 

 

“What about?” 

 

“These humble surroundings, this decrepit hovel. I imagine you were 

expecting … better.” His voice sounded accusing.  

 

“Whatever misconceptions you may have about me, Severus Snape, I can 

assure you that I have no pre-conceived ideas about your family home, and 

certainly don't judge a person on their material worth,” she said indignantly. 

 

He gave her an incredulous look and then drew a breath, but before he could 

reply, his mother returned carrying a tea tray. Hermione noticed that her 

visit had prompted an appearance of the ‘best china’. The heavy Denby 

service was pristine from its wrappings and was being handled very delicately 

by its owner. 

 

No pressure not to drop and break it then. 

 

Cradling her cup and saucer as if they were made of the finest Limoges, 

Hermione delicately sipped her tea whilst listening to Severus’ mother speak. 

Well, 'hold court' might be more appropriate. 

 

“… and your parents, are they well? I forget what it is you said they do. 

Tradesmen of some sort wasn’t it?” 

 

“Wand makers,” she lied quietly. 

 

"Wholesale or bespoke?" asked his mother. 

 

'Keep digging, Hermione, this lie just keeps getting bigger,' her conscience 

nagged. 

 

"Bespoke. They have a shop in Paris, 'Baguette Magique'. It's in Perpetu 

Alley, a minute’s walk from Châtelet-Les Halles. 

 

“Ah, vendeur au détail. Such a... dedicated profession,” Mrs. Snape said with 

slight condescension. She had the air of someone whose current position fell 

way below what she had been accustomed to. 
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“Yes, very dedicated and hard working,” Hermione agreed, this time speaking 

truthfully. She was relieved not to have to explain the workings of a Muggle 

dental practice. Although both Snapes looked like they could benefit from 

six-monthly check-ups and an intensive session with an orthodontist.  

 

Thankfully, his mother changed the subject. “I must say, Severus, your 

colour has improved since the summer. I find exercise can be so beneficial. 

Are you exerting yourself regularly?”  

 

Hermione snorted onto her tea, and a rush of warm, sweet liquid shot up her 

nasal cavity, making her cough loudly. 

 

Ignoring the unladylike outburst, Mrs. Snape persevered. “And your hair is 

lustrous, darling. No doubt that would be your influence, Hermione?” 

 

Hermione nodded, unable to speak. Images of Severus 'exerting himself' in 

the Prefects’ bathroom threatened to make her barely contained laughter 

explode.  

 

Severus demonstrated much better control; he remained straight faced and 

merely sipped his tea while trying to look unaffected. His shoulders betrayed 

him; they twitched in silent mirth. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione learnt something very important during her visit to Severus' home: 

his mother worshipped the ground her son walked on. After establishing he 

was in no way truant from school, her questioning eyes had changed to 

adoration, affection apparent in her every word. She seemed pleased with 

her son's first girlfriend, despite her table manners, and made a promise to 

teach her Gobstones the next time Hermione visited.  

 

They had parted affectionately, mid-afternoon. The teenagers, complete with 

Severus’ dress robes, had Apparated back to Hogsmeade before their 

absence was noticed. Hermione dragged Severus into the Three Broomsticks 

for a Butterbeer. Her admission that sitting with him in the pub was a fantasy 

of hers being fulfilled was lost on him.  

 

Wilkes and Avery joined them in the pub. The four of them sat and chatted 

about other students, the professors, and next Saturday’s Halloween party. 
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Just an average afternoon, Butterbeers in Hogsmeade with future Death 

Eaters. Wilkes was quite funny when you got to know him. He could do a 

hilarious impression of Professor Slughorn.  

 

After their fourth round of drinks, they played a game in which you had to 

guess the others' possible Animagus form. Guesses for Hermione leant 

toward the feline. Wilkes was considered a closet rottweiler. Avery would be 

a leopard or piranha, the vote was split. The most fun was guessing Snape’s 

animal alter-ego. Wilkes said raven. Avery suggested mute swan, at which 

Snape almost choked on his drink. Hermione insisted on bat, which no one 

else seemed to comprehend as funny, but she laughed so hard she almost 

slid under the table. Snape remained aloof and refused to comment on the 

identity of his theoretical Animagus, saying it would reveal far too much 

about himself. 

 

“This above all: To thine own self be true.” Hermione quoted from Hamlet, 

kissing Severus on the cheek to placate him. Burrowing her head into his 

shoulder, she inhaled his fragrance and wished she never had to leave his 

side. 

~o0o~ 

The night before Halloween, Hermione didn't get much sleep. This was her 

last night with Severus and she wanted to savour every moment. A single 

candle was lit in vigil on her bedside cabinet. Her heightened emotions kept 

her awake, and her senses devoured every particle of the wondrous, sensual 

young man holding her in his arms.  

 

She ran her fingertips across his shoulder and traced a path down his arm. 

His supple skin, warm and inviting, was oblivious to her touch. As he 

slumbered he exhaled long, slow, flowing breaths that escaped through his 

slackened lips and smelt like a mixture of warm toast and burnt caramel. His 

chest rose and fell in steady rhythm. Hermione became curious about his 

covered body and slowly lifted the blanket and sheet away, letting them fall 

against his thighs. His abdomen was flat, with defined faint muscle-lines. As 

she stroked her fingers across his navel, it quivered gently. Reacting of its 

own accord, his limp member started to twitch and swell. Captivated by this 

involuntary reaction, Hermione eased herself from Severus' arms and slowly 

slid down the bed until her face was only inches from his groin. 

 

His nest of dark, curling pubic hair was springy as she patted her palm lightly 

against it. Extending a finger she stroked the base of his cock; it twitched 
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again. Severus wriggled a little so she stilled her hand. Looking up at his 

sleeping face, she waited until his deep breathing had returned. His penis 

was now enlarged to maximum length but not erect. Hermione grinned 

wickedly as she leant forward and touched it with her tongue. Slowly she 

licked, working toward the tip. His thighs relaxed and a brief, resistant, 

mewing sound came from deep within his throat. She giggled and let her 

tongue explore the tiny slit opening at his penis' head; it tasted slightly salty. 

He was becoming fully erect, and Hermione had to raise her upper body to 

keep their playful contact. Taking him into her mouth, sucking gently, she 

slid her lips up and down the loose skin, finishing with a soft kiss on each 

withdrawal. She angled her head to look at his face while she worked. A pair 

of dark, wide eyes watched her. He was awake. 

 

"Continue... you wickedly wanton witch," he said thickly, his voice dry from 

sleep.  

 

Resting her hands on the insides of his thighs, she worked her mouth along 

his shaft in earnest. Licking, teasing, withdrawing, then taking him deep, she 

gagged, but concealed it from him it by quickly clearing her throat.  

 

Severus' hips rose to meet her mouth, silently asking for more. When her 

facial muscles started to ache in protest, she knelt between his thighs and 

rubbed her breasts playfully across his raging erection. He sat up, leant 

forward and grasped her hips, lifting her until she was positioned. He pushed 

toward her opening while guiding her hand to grasp the base of his cock. 

 

"Guide me in," he rasped. 

 

She complied, finding her entrance with a gentle pass across her folds. He 

filled her slowly and fully, her body adjusting to his width at this new angle. 

Severus let out a guttural groan. His head slumped against the pillow as his 

body reacted to the salacious feeling of Hermione surrounding him. He 

released a long sigh of pleasure before starting to move beneath her. His 

hands kept a firm hold of her hips, lifting her slightly with each stroke. 

Hermione's hands fell against his chest, allowing her extra leverage. Her 

pleasure increased as she squeezed her inner muscles. Automatically, his 

pace quickened. He grunted, his young body glistening with sweat, shoulders 

rising from the mattress as he tensed. She angled her sweet nub to rub 

against him, eliciting a feeling of exquisite abandon as he controlled their 

heated desire. Gasping in delicious ecstasy, she came, sending shock-waves 

of pulsating pleasure to his core. He wrapped his arms around her, pulling 

her toward him tightly as he exploded his release. Clutching her, he 
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whimpered with total pleasure and satisfaction.  

 

Cradling her against him, he eased them down onto the bed. They lay 

harmoniously together in completion. The near-exhausted candle flickered in 

its final throes. Severus rubbed the tip of his nose through her hair, tickling 

her scalp and inhaling her fragrance. 

 

"I'll never let anything happen to you," he said earnestly. "You're mine, now 

and forever." 

 

She held him tighter, loving his every fibre.  

 

His voice rose in playful banter, "How about joining me in a Hand-Fasting? 

I'm sure we could organise a quick ceremony in the Headmaster's office. Are 

you free on Tuesday?" 

 

"Now, Severus," she replied meeting his teasing tone. "Four days is hardly 

enough time for me to pick out the perfect black wedding dress and shroud 

for such a Gothic event. One could hardly expect 'The Bride of Snape' to be 

married in white, now could they?" 

 

"God forbid," he said with a chuckle. "I would expect a crown of Deadly 

Nightshade and bouquet of Belladonna at the very least." 

 

"And a bona-fide vampire as best man?"  

 

"Ah, alas, the vampires all forsook British soil more than a century ago. 

Would a ghoul suffice?" 

 

"You find a ghoul who boasts enough accomplished wit to deliver a best-

man's speech and I'll marry you, my Dark Prince," she said with a yawn, 

relishing his warmth as she lay secure in his arms. 

 

"So mote it be," he replied sleepily.  

 

The candle rasped and died; sleep gradually overcame them. 

 

*************** 

 

Albus Dumbledore, Headmaster.  

Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. 
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Sir,  

 

I have at last found a way back to my own time. 

 

Tonight, on All Hallows Eve, the magical equinox, I will be able to 

return through the time portal. 

 

I am unable to tell you what the future has in store for the castle and 

its inhabitants. Although this would save everyone a hell of a lot of 

trouble, the consequences and repercussions would be dire. 

 

I will slip away quietly. If anyone asks, please tell them I have gone 

to see my Dentist. 

 

Yours faithfully, 

 

Hermione Granger. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

 

Vendeur au détail = Shopkeeper 

Baguette Magique = Magic wand 

Two-up-two-down = a modest house, quite literally two rooms upstairs, two 

down. The bathroom would have been outside, at the back of the house and 

would have only been a toilet in a brick outbuilding.  

 

Chapter title from ‘Jerusalem’ by William Blake. 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 7 – Broadsword 

 

Bring me my Broadsword and clear understanding - Jethro Tull 

 

~o0o~  
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Hermione and Severus found a quiet spot to spend the afternoon overlooking 

the lake. Sunlight glistened on the fathomless expanse of rippling loch water. 

Occasionally, a distant splash could be heard—a reminder of the dangerous 

creatures living within its concealed depths.  

 

Sitting side by side on the grassy bank, the pair stared across the lake into 

the distance, neither finding the words to express their feelings of impending 

separation. Severus had many questions. His mind had processed all he 

knew about Hermione. From her arrival on the train, to the newspaper he’d 

found in her trunk, to her incomprehensible (but welcome) attraction to him. 

She broke the silence first. 

 

“Severus, I have to go back.” 

 

"To the castle?" 

 

She shook her head. "Home. I don't belong here." 

 

“I know,” he said at last, expressing a deeper understanding for her 

predicament than she had anticipated. “When?” 

 

“Tonight. Let’s make the most of today and enjoy the Halloween party, 

please?”  

 

He nodded briefly. “Where you’re going back to, it’s the future, isn’t it?” 

 

“Severus, you know it is. You worked that out when you found the 

newspaper.” 

 

“I always knew there was something about your background that was ... 

unusual ... a ruse. That's why I befriended you at first, I was curious about 

you. The newspaper confirmed my suspicions, but by then I wanted you 

regardless. 1996, it’s almost, well, it's so inconceivable. Merlin, I’ll be thirty-

six! Do you know me in the future? What am I like at thirty-six, Hermione? 

Am I rich? Successful?” 

 

“I know you, yes. You’re ….” Here she paused, grasping to find the right 

words. “Respected, tall and you … billow.” She omitted grumpy, unfulfilled, 

sour-faced teacher. A vague and flattering response was what was called for. 
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“Bellow? What do you mean? I shout at people?” 

 

Hermione laughed, “Well, you have been known to … occasionally … um, 

shout. Only when provoked, I’m sure. But I said billow—It’s when you walk, 

you sort of glide. And … you billow.” 

 

“Explain.” 

 

“It’s the cut of your robes, they’re very full. You swish too. Ooh, sometimes 

you swirl,” she teased. 

 

“I refuse to believe that I have any mannerisms of note,” he said, pinching 

the bridge of his nose. “What am I like in the future?” 

 

“You’re not a temperate man.”  

 

Severus sighed, he wasn’t getting a straight answer. He tried a different 

approach. “In the future, are we … together?” 

 

“That will be entirely up to you,” she said, looking at him meaningfully. “We 

weren’t, before I mean, but now … perhaps. I don’t know, I certainly hope 

so.” 

 

Severus thought about what she was saying, and also what she was not. He 

suddenly realised what she had implied. “You mean to tell me that in the 

future you are, were … attracted to me? Is that it? Circe’s sister! Are you 

seventeen in the future too or do you age as you time travel?” 

 

“I don’t age, no,” she replied. 

 

“Respected, tall, billowing, bad tempered, with a witch half my age on my 

arm! Excellent!” he proclaimed with a self-satisfied smirk. 

 

“It’s not as easy as all that, Severus. In the future you don’t like me. I’m 

quite sure you consider me a thorn in your side and you ridicule me at every 

opportunity.”  

 

Severus looked offended. Hermione realised she was blaming the sins of the 

Potions master upon the innocent schoolboy. Feeling guilty for her tirade, she 

reached over and took his hand in hers, running small circles over his 

knuckles. Suddenly and without warning he jumped to his feet, withdrawing 

his wand. Hermione looked round to see what had startled him just as a 
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voice spoke. 

 

“Snivellus!” James Potter sneered in a mocking tone. He was approaching 

them from the direction of the castle. His face, hair and glasses were a vivid 

reminder of Harry, but his stance and demeanour were different. His overt 

self-confidence was not a trait of his son’s. Following close behind him was a 

rather suave-looking Sirius Black, almost unrecognisable from the crumpled 

ex-inmate of Azkaban that Hermione had known. She jumped to her feet and 

stood behind Severus to hide from Sirius. She pulled her hood up and her 

hair forward to disguise herself. She prayed that Remus wasn’t going to 

appear or she would have to throw herself into the lake. Being recognised in 

the future by your Defence Against the Dark Arts professor was NOT an 

option. 

 

“Sniv-ell-us,” James repeated, pronouncing each syllable with malice.  

 

Sirius had noticed Snape’s primed wand and had drawn his own to cover his 

friend.  

 

“What do you want, Potter?” Severus spat out the question with undisguised 

hatred. He pointed his wand at Sirius as he spoke, identifying him as the 

greater threat. Snape’s eyes danced from his nemesis to the armed sidekick, 

awaiting their first offensive move. 

 

“Now, now, Snape,” warned Sirius. “Remember your manners in front of the 

Head Boy. Unless you want another lesson in etiquette from my wand? 

Perhaps I didn’t make myself completely clear on the train?” 

 

“I need no lessons from you, Black,” replied Severus, venom dripping from 

his voice. This display of loathing for his friend’s older brother answered the 

question why Regulus was never referred to by his surname. 

 

“James! Sirius!” came a squeaky voice. All heads turned to see Pettigrew 

running to join his comrades. Seeing wands drawn, Peter took his own 

stubby little wand out of his cloak pocket. He came to a stop alongside 

James, panting and trying to hold his wand arm steady. James had now 

drawn his own wand and was twirling it lazily, his intention laced with spite. 

 

Hermione had had enough, this little contretemps was now three against 

one. Severus must have felt the same, as he whispered for her to go and get 

the others— Avery, Wilkes and Lestrange. She edged around the clearing, 

keeping her face turned away from Black, pulling the corner of the hood 
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down to conceal her face. Just as she thought she was clear of the boys, she 

was grabbed from behind. Rough hands grasped her upper arms and swung 

her around to face Snape.  

 

“Where do you think you’re going, little girl?” Sirius’ voice was close to her 

ear. He held her tighter, pulling her back into his chest. To Hermione’s 

disgust he ground his hips suggestively into her backside and moved one of 

his hands to cup her breast.  

 

Severus’ face was like thunder. He advanced on Sirius and Hermione, wand 

pointed threateningly. “Bastard! Fucking bastard!” he shouted, his voice 

rising in rage. 

 

Hermione pushed hard against Sirius’ pressing hips. He rebounded in 

surprise. She twisted in his grasp, loosening his hold, turning just enough to 

plant a sharp kick to his groin. All the air was exhaled from Sirius’ lungs as 

he bent double. Hermione was tossed to the floor, landing hard in a heap on 

the damp ground. A hand twisted into the nape of her cloak and pulled her 

upright. She was entwined in a strong armed embrace and shuffled 

backwards. With relief, she heard Severus’ voice reverberate from the chest 

she was now pinned to. 

 

“That’ll teach you to mess with me and mine, Black!” Snape said, his voice 

low and menacing. 

 

Stepping away from Severus' hold, Hermione angrily withdrew her own 

wand. She pointed it at Sirius, who was bent over, gasping and clutching his 

privates, leaving Severus free to direct his attention toward James. Peter 

took a step forward, toward Sirius.  

 

“Want to be next for castration, Rat-boy?” Hermione directed her comment 

at Pettigrew, but her eyes stayed on Black. Severus snorted in appreciation.  

 

Her comment was enough to throw the Marauders off-guard. James paused, 

then took the offensive and pointed his wand at her, Peter followed his lead. 

Severus stepped in front of Hermione to draw their aim. 

 

“So, she does speak then, your little girlfriend?” said James, trying to study 

Hermione, who was half-concealed by Severus. “Tell us, Snivellina, why are 

you hanging around with this king-sized greasy prat?” 

 

Snape spoke in low warning, "Leave her alone. Don’t even speak to her." 
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Baited, James continued to taunt Hermione. “What’s wrong with your face, 

Sni-vel-lina? So ugly you have to keep your hood up?” 

 

Hermione had reached an impasse. She was furious and itching to return an 

insult to James Potter, but ingrained loyalty to Harry was stopping her. She 

did the only thing she could; she attacked Pettigrew. She dropped, rolled 

behind Severus, and pointed her wand. She concentrated on a visual image 

of Peter being stunned and thought with all her might, ‘Stupefy!’ 

 

A jet of red light shot from her wand and hit Pettigrew squarely in the chest. 

Hermione rose, pivoted and changed her target, pointing her wand at Sirius. 

He spun around, arcing his wand arm to realign his aim toward her. 

Concentrating hard, she thought, ‘Expelliarmus!’  

 

Simultaneously, green light shot from Severus’ wand as he directed a non-

verbal Disarming Charm toward James. Sirius’ wand flew in the air, out of 

reach. Hermione jumped up, ran to Sirius and covered him with her wand. 

 

“Sit, Snuffles,” she commanded.  

 

‘Locomotor Mortis!’ James threw a Leg-Locker at Snape, which he side-

stepped.  

 

Severus dropped to one knee. Dipping his shoulders and extending his wand 

arm toward James, he yelled, ‘Petrificus Totalus!’  

 

Sirius stood watching the duel. Hermione pushed him forward. He fell face-

down on the ground. She stamped her foot between his shoulder blades to 

stop him getting up again. “I said sit!” she shouted, pointing her wand at the 

back of his head. 

 

‘Impedimenta!’ she heard James shout.  

 

Instinctively she raised her wand. ‘Protego!’ she shouted, helping deflect his 

curse away from Severus.  

 

A jet of red light shot from Snape’s wand and hit James who fell to his knees 

and slumped forward onto the grassy bank. Severus stepped toward James's 

prostrate form, covering him with his wand. He prodded him with the toe of 

his boot. Satisfied his prey was stunned, he moved toward Hermione. 

 



 66 

“Are you alright?” he asked her, offering his hand to guide her away from 

Sirius. She nodded and took his outstretched hand, allowing him to place her 

at his side. He raised his wand to cover Sirius. Hermione summoned all three 

of their adversaries’ wands and handed them to Severus. 

 

Pounding footfalls came in their direction. Remus ran to the lakeside clearing 

and halted the moment he saw his three friends down; Snape and Hermione 

were standing, victorious, over Black. 

 

“Ah, Lupin,” sneered Snape, “I see the cavalry has arrived.” 

 

“He mustn’t recognise me,” whispered Hermione, pulling her hood lower on 

her face. Severus shifted his stance so he stood in front of her, obscuring 

Remus’ view. 

 

“It’s over, Snape,” called Lupin from across the glade. “You’ve won this 

round, there's nothing left to prove. Give me their wands.” 

 

Severus snorted before replying, “It’ll never be over, Wolf, but for today I will 

declare a ceasefire, just as long as you can control your little pack from 

retaliation.” 

 

“Sirius?” Lupin enquired of his friend, not taking his eyes off of Snape. 

 

Sirius sat up, rubbing his hexed hand. “Ceasefire,” he croaked. 

 

“Fine,” spat Snape. “Herm…”, he was stopped from saying her name by a 

sharp nudge in the small of his back. "My girlfriend and I will return to the 

castle. See to your friends, Lupin.” He tossed the captured wands into the 

lake. Sheathing his own wand, he took Hermione’s arm, keeping himself 

between her and Lupin.  

 

As they walked away, Severus and Hermione held their heads high, keeping 

their pace steady and unaltered, although the risk of receiving a curse in the 

back at that moment was very real.  

 

Once back on the gravel path and nearing the school Severus put his arm 

around Hermione, drawing her close. “I‘m glad you're on my side,” he said 

softly. “Where did you learn to fight like that?” 

 

Hermione thought for a moment before answering honestly. “Parrying with 

Death Eaters at the Ministry.” 
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Severus laughed. He thought she was joking. 

~o0o~ 

 

“What time are you leaving?” Severus asked, a lump rising in his throat. 

 

“Midnight.” 

 

They had returned to her dorm after their skirmish with the Marauders. 

Severus sat on her bed. He felt sick. One of his predictable headaches had 

started its dull pounding in his temples. Feeling no control over the situation 

made his already painful head swim. Losing Hermione gave him a yearning 

emotion that he had never experienced. He stared at the wall and tried to 

focus, compose himself, and deal with practical matters. 

 

“James and his cronies will be on their way to McGonagall by now. I estimate 

we have about ten minutes before Slughorn sends for us. You have to go 

now. I’ll take the flak for what happened at the lake. It was worth it just to 

see you kick Black in the bollocks.” Severus smiled; sweet memories. 

 

Hermione picked up her leather case from the desk and crossed the room to 

sit on the bed next to him. “If you’re sure it’s for the best I will go, but not 

before I explain a few important things to you.” 

 

Severus looked at her expectantly, reaching out to touch her hand. “And I to 

you.” 

 

She opened her case and bought out all documentation for Vanity and 

Neptune. “Follow my instructions on these parchments exactly; but not yet, I 

want you just to field correspondence for now.”  

 

Hermione paused, stood up, strode to her trunk, opened the lid and started 

throwing her possessions inside. “I know overseeing shampoo manufacture 

isn’t exciting. It’s not going to cure dragon pox or liberate the house-elves, 

but it will provide us with a lucrative business. One, I hope, that will benefit 

us both financially. 

 

Snape took the file and replaced the documents. “I promise to do whatever 

you wish. A wand oath would satisfy you, perhaps?” he offered. 
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She relaxed, pausing from her packing just for a moment to look at him. 

“That’s not necessary, Severus. Wand oaths and Unbreakable Vows can get 

you into a lot of trouble. I will take your promise.”  

 

Severus took out the betrothal parchment from his pocket. “Now, to my 

matter-of-business,” he said, unfolding it. 

 

‘He wants it annulled.’  

 

“Do you know why I asked you to sign this?” he asked. 

 

“Because I’m a sexy love-princess and you can’t resist me?” 

 

“Yes, that,” he said, rolling his eyes, “and the fact that I’m not about to let a 

clever, pretty little witch like you escape if I can help it. I’m not handsome, 

Hermione. I do have a mirror reminding me of that daily. Most people can’t 

tell wit from sarcasm which makes me … unpopular. From the moment we 

met on the train, you have shown me what it is to have someone’s undivided 

attention. To have a person to call your own. We've shared laughter ... love 

... something I never thought I would experience. Pleasures such as you 

have shown me are normally reserved for the other wizards. They’re the 

ones ....”  

 

A sharp pounding on the door interrupted him. 

 

“Gregorovitch! Headmaster wants to see you!” shouted a voice from outside 

the door. 

 

“You have to go!” urged Snape. 

 

“I need you to Apparate me to King’s Cross.” 

 

“You really need to read 'Hogwarts: A History', Hermione. If you had, you’d 

know we’d have to get both us and your trunk beyond the school gates 

before we could Apparate. It’s just not feasible, not with the Headmaster 

after us. You’ll have to take your chances. Can you time travel from in here?” 

 

“Yes … but.” 

 

“Gregorovitch! You in there?” came the voice outside the door. 

 

“No buts!” said Snape. He threw the last of her clothing into her trunk. 
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A loud thumping sounded again on the door. “Slughorn’s on his way!” 

 

“Now, Hermione!” Severus urged her. 

 

Snatching the box containing the Time-Turner, Hermione threw off the lid 

and grabbed the instrument. Snape closed her trunk, snapping the lock shut 

with his fist and turning it on its end. Placing the chain about her neck she 

encircled the upturned trunk and placed her hand on the dental clamp 

holding the Time-Turner in place.  

 

“Severus, if anyone ever asks, my time travel was an accident. I did this for 

you— remember.” Her voice was urgent. 

 

Looking up, she saw Snape stepping back, looking curiously at her. 

 

“Miss Gregorovitch? It’s Professor Slughorn.” A gentle knocking and a 

muffled voice permeated the door. “Could you come out, please?” 

 

“Go!” mouthed Snape. 

 

Hermione took one last look at him. Then, released the pin. 

 

Severus watched as Hermione vanished. Quickly, he picked up her leather 

file and placed it under the mattress of her bed for safekeeping. He schooled 

his features into a mask of innocence before walking to the door. He took a 

moment to collect himself, withdrew the bolt and then walked through 

toward his fate. 

~o0o~ 

In the dead of night, a silent figure entered Hermione’s dorm. Whispering 

'Lumos', he used his wand light to survey the empty room. He lifted up the 

mattress, and removed a leather file. Severus glanced around, looking for 

anything that may have been left behind by its fleeing occupant.  

 

Sitting on the bed, he pulled one of the pillows against his chest, and inhaled 

its fragrance. "Hermione ..." he whispered, his voice forlorn.  

 

An oversized, grey flannel nightshirt which had lain under the pillow caught 

his eye. A sharp snort could be heard as he picked up the garment and shook 
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his head in disbelief that his witch could own such an unflattering nightgown; 

before he stashed it under his robes. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione was thrown forward onto the cold stone floor. Her trunk tumbled 

on top of her, winding her slightly. The Time-Turner made an ominous 

crunching sound under the combined weight of both her and her luggage. For 

a moment she didn’t recognise where she was. There was no longer a bed 

and a desk in her dorm, instead there were crates stacked against the walls 

and a tallboy covered in a dustsheet. The air was dank and stale. She stood 

up, brushing herself off as she walked to the door. The door handle was stiff 

and wouldn’t turn. She tried to open it with two hands. Nothing. She pulled 

out her wand, muttered, 'Alohomora'. Still, the door didn’t open.  

 

She turned and looked around the room. Her footsteps to the door had left 

imprints in the dust. The probability was that this room had not been opened 

for five years or more. Hermione experienced an awful moment when she 

thought she was going to die trapped in her old bedroom. 

 

Kicking her trunk over onto its side, she sat down on it and considered a plan 

of action. She could wait here until the Slytherin students were in the 

common room and then make so much noise someone would investigate. 

That person might be Malfoy; not a good option.  

 

She could send a corporeal Patronus to a member of staff. A definite 

possibility; she just had to think enough happy thoughts to summon her little 

otter.  

 

She could travel back five years and leave a piece of parchment pinned to 

the outside of the door that read: ‘PLEASE DO NOT LOCK—ACCESS 

REQUIRED AT ALL TIMES'. She started to laugh at this. Such a daft idea, and 

the Time-Turner was definitely damaged in some way—it was listing at an 

odd angle. 

 

Laughing at the absurdity of her plight, Hermione summoned enough 

happiness to attempt her Patronus.  

 

“Expecto-” she was cut off by a clunk as the door unlocked. 
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Cautiously, she edged forward; there was no sound from the corridor 

outside. Twisting the handle she slowly opened the door, inch by inch. She 

peeked out. There was no one there. Hermione had to remind herself that 

she was inside Hogwarts Castle—this was a safe environment. She opened 

the door wide and cast ‘Locomotor trunk’. 

 

The common room was silent and empty. The only light source being the 

eerie, pale blue sunlight filtered by the lake that was coming through the 

windows, casting unearthly rippling rainbows through the stained glass. 

 

She estimated it was late afternoon. The students were on the Hogwarts 

Express and would arrive in two or three hours. She paused to take a look 

around the room which had been her home for the past two months. The 

sofa in front of the fire where she and Severus had sat together. The 

homework table where she had read in contentment. When she looked at the 

chairs under the window of Sir Meleagant she felt a sudden feeling of loss. 

Her trunk dropped to the floor.  

 

Four chairs were placed in a semi-circle where the boys used to sit. This felt 

wrong— like they had been forgotten, swept aside. Hermione dragged over 

two more chairs and jiggled them into a perfect circle. She stood in the 

middle and turned slowly, appraising each of the empty seats in turn.  

 

Many children had passed through this common room in nineteen years, but 

few had left their mark on the wizarding world as these six boys had done. 

These particular Minions of the Dark Lord no longer held any fear for 

Hermione. She had known them as ordinary schoolboys. Teenagers, starting 

out in life, making their choices. Now was the time that Hermione and her 

friends would also be facing difficult and life-threatening decisions. Their 

situation was really no different. 

 

“Wilkes,” she said, addressing his empty chair. “You were killed three years 

after graduating.” 

 

She turned to face the next chair. “Rodolphus. You married an older woman, 

and were sucked into her insanity. You spent fifteen years of your young life 

rotting in Azkaban. Are you a free man now? Do you really have autonomy 

over your own life?” 

 

“Avery,” she said, swivelling to speak to the chair opposite the window. “You 

saved your neck by claiming to be under the Imperious Curse. Now you 

grovel at a madman’s feet. When will your torture end? Would death have 
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been preferable to your existence now?” 

 

She spun to the chair that faced the fireplace. “Regulus. We had fun in class, 

didn’t we? Your laughter was infectious. You took the Dark Mark like your 

friends, but you got in too deep, way above your head. Murdered when you 

tried to run away. You were so young, so funny, just like Seamus.” 

Hermione’s tears threatened to overwhelm her, she briskly wiped them away 

and continued to address the next empty seat. 

 

“Rosier. Always the sly one, looking out for trouble. Killed by Aurors when 

you were just twenty years old. Moody still talks about you, you know. He 

says you were a tough nut to crack. Took a chunk out of his nose, you did. I 

think you would have liked to have known that.”  

 

“And Snape.” She stopped in front of the final chair. “You play the most 

dangerous game of all. One wrong move, a careless word and your life is 

forfeit. Oh, Severus, you watched your friends die or be captured. Do you 

ever wish you could change what happened? Call one last meeting of the 

‘Knights’ and be able to say something that would change their futures, turn 

them away from the Dark?” 

 

Hermione took her place back in the centre of the circle. She closed her eyes 

and tilted her head back. Drawing in a long, calming breath she concentrated 

her mind on picturing all six of the teenage boys as she had known them, 

vibrant and alive. Whether it was in their honour, their memory, or just for 

her own benefit to dispel her grief, Hermione began to chant: 

 

“Thrice the brinded cat hath mew'd. Thrice and once the hedge-pig whined. 

Harpier cries 'Tis time, 'tis time!” 

 

She threw her head forward, letting her hair fall over her face. She continued 

to chant; first in a quiet, low voice gaining in strength with every line: 

 

“Round about the cauldron go; in the poisoned entrails throw. 

Toad, that under cold stone, days and nights has thirty-one. 

Sweltered venom sleeping got, boil thou first in the charmed pot!” 

 

Her movements started to mimic her voice, which was rising to fever-pitch. 

Swaying became circling, her arms started sweeping the air. 

 

“Double, double, toil and trouble; Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.  

Fillet of a fenny snake, in the cauldron boil and bake; 
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Eye of newt and toe of frog, wool of bat and tongue of dog, 

Adder's fork and blind-worm's sting, lizard's leg and owlet's wing, 

For a charm of powerful trouble, LIKE A HELL BROTH BOIL AND BUBBLE!”  

 

She shouted the last line, casting her arms aloft and throwing her head back 

until she was looking up at the ceiling. Slowly, she exhaled and regained her 

poise. She had enacted one last performance of Macbeth in tribute to the 

Knights of Walpurgis and their unnecessary and insane waste of life.  

 

Hermione drew her wand and levitated her trunk to the common room door. 

As she reached for the door handle and her final portal into Hogwarts 1996, 

she stopped and took one last look about the Slytherin common room. 

Wishing her life ‘living in the past’ farewell, she contemplated the parallels 

between Snape’s friends and her own.  

 

“By the pricking of my thumbs, something wicked this way comes.” 

 

Quietly, she exited the common room, closing the door behind her. 

~o0o~ 

 

After a minute's silence the Head of Slytherin House, dressed all in black, 

withdrew from the shadows. He clapped his hands slowly in mock applause 

for Hermione’s performance. Taking a step toward her bedroom door, he 

withdrew his wand, and with a silent flick, re-locked it. The two chairs that 

she had moved were levitated back to where they belonged. He turned to 

look at the door through which she’d left, and spoke slowly in a deep 

baritone voice:  

 

“Away, and mock the time with fairest show: false face must hide what the 

false heart doth know.” 

 

Chapter 8 - Snape Victorious 

 

Hermione stashed her trunk back in her dorm room. The Fat Lady had given 

her a suspicious look when she requested entrance to Gryffindor Tower, 

which Hermione could only attribute to her still wearing Slytherin colours.  

 

Removing her green and silver tie had been heartbreaking. No longer did she 

associate this house heraldry with the likes of Malfoy and Parkinson. It was 
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her only visible and tangible link to young Severus. Charming it back to the 

red and gold of Gryffindor had seemed disloyal, unfaithful.  

 

Noun, seventeen points—'cuckold'. That was a good word. Only readers of 

regency romances knew what it meant. Some people thought it was a place 

where you kept chickens. Hermione’s aunt always had a Barbara Cartland in 

her handbag and a secret lusting for men in breeches. Dyspepsia—also 

seventeen points, and exactly what she’d given her aunt, when she’d used 

‘cuckold’ in a friendly game of Scrabble last Christmas. Triple word score on 

the K, twenty-seven points. Game Hermione.  

 

Trying to keep her mind occupied helped pass the time until the Hogwarts 

Express arrived in Hogsmeade. She sat on the windowsill gazing absently 

onto the grounds below.  

 

Darkness fell, and the autumn moon shone full and bright over Hogwarts 

Castle. It cast looming shadows, dark, searching, elongated fingers, from the 

Scots pine trees down the mountainside to the valley below.  

 

She missed her Severus, really missed him, but he wasn’t here anymore. No 

longer could she seek him out in the library, corner him in the common 

room, or smother him with affection. Now in his place was a grumpy ex-

Death Eater she really didn’t know if she could love. 

 

Two weeks. That's what she’d give it. If she wasn’t happy in two weeks she’d 

go back to 1977, consequences be damned! She’d take the lot of them—

Snape, Avery, Wilkes, Lestrange, Regulus and Rosier—get them far away 

before they took the Mark. They could live communally making psychedelic 

felt jumpers on a sheep farm in Wales. Megalomaniac Monthly’s cover boy 

would never think to look for them there. That was the plan then—undermine 

Voldemort’s power-base by turning his henchmen into Bolsheviks. 

 

Bolsheviks—with three double word scores, forty points. Set and match, Miss 

Know-It-All. 

 

In the distance, the lights of the school carriages could just be seen leaving 

Hogsmeade. Hermione rose listlessly, and headed out to the common room. 

Present-day matters required her attention. The past would have to stay in 

the past for the moment. She had a very pressing matter that needed 

resolving, and she only had fourteen hours to do it in. 
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Somehow, she was going to have to find an excuse for not doing all those 

N.E.W.T.s. 

~o0o~ 

 

“It’s no bother,” said Professor McGonagall, inspecting the broken Time-

Turner. “I have a three year warranty against accidental damage. I’ll have a 

replacement here by Wednesday.” 

 

Hermione should have known—McGonagall was exactly the sort of person 

who would be taken in by a salesman’s banter and would have purchased 

after-sales insurance. They probably threw in some kitty litter and a 

clockwork mouse. 

 

“Well, actually, Professor, I was thinking that attempting eleven N.E.W.T.s 

might be a bit ambitious after all,” Hermione said, looking innocently wide-

eyed at Minerva.  

 

They had met on the stairs as Hermione was going to the Great Hall for the 

start-of-term feast. “You see, it’s Divination. I just can’t bring myself to re-

enter that fallacy of a class. Please don’t ask me to gaze into a crystal ball or 

try to locate a natural spring using little metal rods. Isn’t there a ‘History of 

Divination’ N.E.W.T that I could do instead?” 

 

“Not to my knowledge, Miss Granger. There’s only the one Divination 

N.E.W.T that I’m aware of,” McGonagall replied, looking stern through her 

spectacles. “What if you were to study the subject with that nice wee 

Centaur? Would that not be better?”  

 

Hermione had forgotten about Firenze.  

 

“I’m sorry, Professor. It’s my allergy to horsehair. If I’m within a furlong of 

anything remotely equine, I come out in a rash.” 

 

Minerva could see her prestigious prize trophy slipping away. When she 

spoke again, her voice was cool and professional. “Perhaps we could discuss 

this later, Miss Granger. The Headmaster has asked to see you in his office—

directly after supper.” 

 

Ah.  

 

The Entrance Hall started to fill with the rising crescendo of many chattering 
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voices. The students had arrived. Hermione was relieved she had an excuse 

not to dwell on the reason for her summons by the Headmaster. She excused 

herself from Professor McGonagall, and scurried off to join her housemates. 

 

“Hermione!” a voice boomed across the Entrance Hall. Hagrid was holding up 

a pet carrier, pointing to its occupant. “I got Crookshanks, young Colin gave 

’im t’me. I’ll take ’im to me hut, let ’im have a kip by th’ fire". 

 

“Thanks Hagrid!” called Hermione, as she joined the milling crowd squeezing 

through the bottleneck at the doorway toward the feast. 

 

The Great Hall was lit with hundreds upon hundreds of floating Church 

candles. The ceiling was enchanted into an inky night sky awash with stars. 

The bold North Star shone brightest and a shimmering Aurora Borealis drew 

the eye. Familiar faces beamed at Hermione from every corner of the room. 

She was filled with relief at being back in her own era. Never had she been 

so glad to see, among others, Neville Longbottom and Justin Finch-Fletchley. 

She joined her fellow Gryffindors seated at their House Table, taking a seat 

next to Ron. Ginny sat opposite, Neville and Dean flanking her.  

 

Seamus came to join them, grinning from ear to ear. “Hey, Hermarny,” he 

drawled, in his County Kilkenny brogue. “Did yer miss the train or what?” 

 

“All right, Seamus? Yeah, I did miss it. I left my school bag in my father’s 

car. When I got back to the platform, the train had gone,” she fibbed. “I had 

to take the Underground to the Ministry and Floo from there to Hogsmeade.” 

 

“Ah, yer made it, anyway,” he replied, giving her a wink. He was losing 

interest and turned his attention to Dean. 

 

The first-years’ procession made its way down the hall, led by McGonagall. 

Their eyes were as big as saucers as they gazed around in wonder. 

 

“Get shorter every year, if you ask me,” Ron said under his breath, referring 

to the first-years. 

 

Hermione ignored him; she was staring at the High Table with concern. 

Snape wasn’t there. Hagrid had just appeared, apologising for being late. He 

sat next to Trelawney, who was making an unusual appearance at a start-of-

term feast. This season, clairvoyants were wearing mostly ragged shawls 

accented with bangles. At least some things never changed, however many 

times you took a quantum leap through the time portal. 
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Flitwick, Vector, Hooch, Pomfrey—they were all there, even Filch. She 

mentally ticked them off her list—but where was Snape? 

 

A thousand unanswered questions spun inside of her head. What if he had 

never became a teacher? Was he dead? The possible consequences of her 

time travel hit her like a Troll’s halitosis in a girl’s bathroom. She’d stayed 

too long in the past and been careless. She never meant to get so close to 

Severus, but he’d been like nectar to her. She’d been unable to resist him. 

 

To her relief the staff door opened. Hermione recognised the familiar face of 

the impeccably turned-out man that walked through onto the dais. He 

greeted his colleagues with a courteous nod as he took his place at the High 

Table in the seat reserved for the Potions master. 

 

To Hermione’s abject horror, sitting down in the chair normally occupied by 

Professor Snape, was the portly form of Horace Slughorn.  

 

What had she done to the time line? Slughorn was still here, the Potion 

master’s position had never become vacant; Snape had never applied for the 

position; the prophecy had not been overheard. Another horrible realisation 

hit her—Harry wasn’t here either.  

 

She couldn’t think. She couldn’t breathe. Had she killed Harry Potter? Feeling 

all emotion drain into her feet, Hermione could only sit and wonder at her 

own stupidity. She’d changed the timeline, affected Severus’ and Harry’s 

lives, perhaps fatally.  

 

Ron was shifting in his seat and straining to get a better view of the 

doorway.  

 

“Ron, where’s Harry?” she asked, feeling a bit uneasy. 

 

“I’ve no idea, treacle. He was on the train. Got invited to lunch by some new 

teacher. He never came back,” Ron replied, still looking over the sea of 

students’ heads for a sign of their friend. 

 

The sorting began. The youngsters were being called to take their turn on the 

three-legged stool. Intermittent applause welcomed them to their new 

houses, but Hermione couldn’t register anything except her feelings of shock 

and guilt for what she’d done. 
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'Severus, where are you?' she asked herself. She tried to push back 

horrifying images of Snape captured or laying dead in some forgotten battle, 

just like his friends.  

 

She should never have gone back to the past; stupid, stupid thing to do. 

What else had she changed? Where had Harry got to? What had she changed 

about him?  

 

The Headmaster spoke and the feast appeared; they were invited to eat. Her 

friends around her dove into the platters of food, but Hermione just sat, her 

head in her hands.  

 

“Here he comes, and about time too!” cried Ron. 

 

Hermione looked up, expecting to see Snape. Instead, Harry was walking 

toward them at speed. As he got closer she could see dried blood clinging to 

his nostrils and the sides of his mouth. He forced a gap between her and Ron 

and sat down. He looked angry. He looked a mess. 

 

“Who or what conked you on the nose?” Ron asked, staring at Harry.  

 

“What do you mean?” asked Harry as he picked up a spoon, checking his 

reflection. 

 

“There’s blood all around your nose and down your chin,” Hermione said, 

pointed the tip of her wand at Harry’s face. ‘Tergeo!’ she whispered, and the 

blood was drawn into her wand. She assured him his nose was fine when he 

asked. Desperate to know how she had altered the time line she asked 

desperately, “Harry, why are you so late?” 

 

“I can’t tell you now. Later, okay?” 

 

“Harry -” 

 

“I said later, Hermione.” 

 

Despite her insistence, he refused to answer her, and Hermione had no 

choice but to let the matter drop.  

 

“What wisdom did the Sorting Hat have for us this year?” asked Harry.  

 

Hermione hadn’t heard a word the Sorting Hat had said, so she fobbed Harry 



 79 

off the best she could, “Usual … drop the inter-house rivalry and unite under 

a common banner, something like that.” 

 

“Headmaster say anything about You-Know-Who?”  

 

Hermione didn’t have a clue, but took an educated guess that if he’d 

mentioned Voldemort there would have been some sort of reaction in the 

room that she would have noticed. “No, but he’ll be saving his proper speech 

until after dinner.” 

 

“Snape said … ” 

 

“When did you see Snape?” said Ron, speaking the words that were about to 

spill from Hermione’s lips.  

 

“Ran into him.” 

 

“Oh,” replied Hermione, feigning disinterest. She tried to change the subject 

before her friend could get suspicious, saying “Hagrid’s waving at you, 

Harry.” 

 

She looked up at the High Table. Slughorn was still there, wiping the corners 

of his mouth with his napkin. Next to him, on the right-hand side of the 

Headmaster, Professor Snape was now seated. She hadn’t seen him come in. 

He was sipping a glass of red wine, looking like nothing was out of place. 

Hermione felt relief, but also confusion. Her shoulders slumped, and she 

released a long, low breath. The colour seeped back to her cheeks.  

 

The Headmaster rose, raising his hands for silence. Hermione’s eyes 

widened. Dumbledore’s sleeve had slipped down to his elbow. His right hand 

and part of his forearm were black and withered. 

 

Professor Dumbledore addressed the students. He spoke of tryouts for 

Quidditch and, with amusement, announced a veto on anything resembling a 

joke or novelty item with the word ‘Weasley’s’ on the packaging. 

 

“Please join me in welcoming a new member of staff,” the Headmaster 

requested, his tone slightly more serious. “Professor Slughorn is a former 

professor of Hogwarts who will be returning to his old post as Potions 

master.” 

 

“Potions?” Hermione asked aloud. What was Snape, then? The mediwitch? 
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The Headmaster waited for hush, then continued, “Professor Snape, 

meanwhile, will be taking over the position of Defence Against the Dark Arts 

teacher.” 

 

“No!” Harry shouted, outraged. The room erupted into gasps and whispers of 

shock and disbelief. Only the Slytherins seemed to greet the news as 

welcome. They gave their Head of House a standing ovation.  

 

Snape surveyed the room, a look of triumph on his face. He waved his hand 

casually in acknowledgement of the applause his Slytherins were giving him. 

To the rest of the students, he just cast a disdainful, sweeping glance with 

narrowed eye and a raised eyebrow. For a split second, Hermione thought 

Snape caught her eye, but before she could be certain, he had turned his 

attention back to his wine glass. 

 

“Well at least that old bat will be gone by the end of the year,” said Harry, 

raising his voice slightly so he could be heard over the cheers and jeers still 

filling the Great Hall. 

 

“And by that you are implying what, exactly?” asked Hermione, defensively. 

 

“Well, think about it—have we ever had a Defence Against the Dark Arts 

teacher last longer than a year? Quirrell even died doing it.” 

 

“Harry!” 

 

Hermione was too shocked by her friend’s uncaring diatribe to continue to 

listen to him. She blocked out the chatter around her, and paid no attention 

to the end of Dumbledore’s speech.  

 

As the students started to rise from their seats, Hermione snapped back into 

focus, realising they had been dismissed. A quick glance at the Headmaster 

and his answering nod confirmed that she was expected in his office. She 

told Harry and Ron she had to help shepherd the first-years, before quickly 

rising from her seat and dashing from the hall. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

The gargoyle statue stared down dispassionately at Hermione. “Fudge Fly,” 

she said quietly, hoping the stone sentry wouldn’t hear her and she would be 
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allowed to slip back to her dorm unnoticed. 

 

The spiral staircase rotated, allowing her access. The slow ascent to the 

Headmaster’s office made Hermione nervous. Her heart rate increased, she 

felt short of breath—she felt guilty. She was caught, there was little to be 

said in her defence. Going back in time without authorisation was definitely 

one for the ‘Improper Use of Magic Office’. A Hit Wizard was probably on his 

way there now to arrest her. 

 

Hermione reached the heavy wooden door, feeling like 'the condemned'. 

Extending her hand she touched the forehead of the griffin doorknocker. The 

brass was smooth to the touch. Grasping the griffin’s body, she swallowed 

hard before knocking twice. On hearing the Headmaster’s summons she 

turned the cold iron door latch and entered.  

 

Professor Dumbledore was seated behind his desk. In his unblemished hand 

he held two pieces of parchment. He was reading them in turn. Looking up, 

he gave her a half-smile, gesturing to a comfy chair in front of his desk. 

Hermione took the unspoken direction, and perched nervously on the edge of 

the seat awaiting her doom. 

 

“You experienced a delay of sorts on the way to Hogwarts this morning, 

Hermione?” he asked, in a conversational tone. When she didn’t answer he 

allowed the silence to continue, trying to draw her out. 

 

“Perhaps this will help your memory?” he suggested, passing one of the 

parchments across the desk. 

 

Hermione picked up the faded letter—her letter—announcing her arrival on 

the train nineteen years ago. She answered without looking at him, “What do 

you want me to say, Headmaster?” 

 

“You are free to say whatever you wish. I would, however, prefer the truth.” 

He leant onto the desk, leaning forward and lacing his fingers together. He 

looked Hermione in the eye and spoke in his most serious tone, “I feel I must 

caution you. Whatever it is you are about to tell me will have serious 

ramifications—choose your words well. The maximum sentence for an 

indiscretion of this nature is three months in Azkaban.” 

 

Hermione dropped the letter into her lap. Azkaban. She was really going to 

be incarcerated, unless she lied. 
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“Headmaster, it was an accident. I fell onto my Time-Turner. Whether it had 

been tampered with, I don’t know.” 

 

Professor Dumbledore relaxed into his chair, resting his interlaced hands on 

his stomach. “We have a way to confirm your story—an eye witness account. 

One that cannot be disputed.” He looked at Hermione, assessing her. 

“Phineas?”  

 

“Headmaster?” a voice came from one of the portraits. 

 

“Phineas, I need you to pay a visit to your portrait in the dungeons. Please 

inform Professor Snape I wish to see him—immediately.”  

 

The Headmaster made himself comfortable, stretching out his legs and 

crossing his ankles. “Meanwhile, Miss Granger … we shall wait.” 

 

The minutes and the silence stretched out unmeasured. No Sherbet Lemons 

were offered, no calming phoenix song was heard, just silence. Dumbledore 

closed his eyes, taking a moment to relax and contemplate. Hermione looked 

up and around her. The snoozing portraits occasionally peeked at her 

disapprovingly. The little silver gizmos whirled and chinked in a eurhythmic 

dance.  

 

Eventually, after what seemed like a week, a firm knock sounded at the door. 

 

“Enter!” called the Headmaster, sitting up in his chair. 

 

“You wished to see me, Headmaster?” came a familiar, low, silky voice. 

 

Hermione froze. She felt curious, searching eyes upon her. Fear and relief 

melded together in an uneasy emotional mix that evoked both panic and 

solace at the same time. Hurtling out of control, her emotions blew their 

internal fuse and she wanted to cry. 

 

“Sit down, Severus. This is a serious matter, I’m afraid. Take a seat, no—not 

in the corner—next to Miss Granger, if you please. No buts! I know you like 

to lurk in shadows, but this is not the time for you to be all dark and 

mysterious. Don’t you give me that look—misunderstood and brooding, my 

arse! I’ve got a herd of Thestrals more misunderstood and broody than you 

could ever be. I’ve been able to out-stare you these twenty-six years, my 

boy, that tactic won’t work either.”  
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Hermione heard Snape sigh in defeat. Her head was bowed; a misting of 

tears obscured her vision. There was a rustle of robes and soft thump as he 

took the comfy chair next to hers. The Headmaster continued to speak, “Miss 

Granger has brought light to a little mystery of ours. She insists her foray 

into the past was an innocent Time-Turner accident. Can you can confirm her 

story?” 

 

“With respect, Headmaster, I fail to see what any of this has to do with me.” 

 

“It has everything to do with you, Severus. I may be declining in years, but 

my memory serves me as well as ever. It was Halloween, 1977. The two of 

you were involved in an altercation with some other students beside the lake. 

When I asked to see you both in my office, only one of you came, claiming 

the other had … vanished.”  

 

Dumbledore waited expectantly for a response. None came. 

 

“Well, Severus? What have you to say?” 

 

If Hermione could only communicate the severity of her predicament. She 

whispered desperately under her breath, "Help me hence ... I'll away to 

Azkaban." 

 

Snape snapped his head up at the mention of Azkaban. He turned to face 

Hermione. She looked up at him pleadingly. He held her gaze. Deep within 

his eyes, just for a moment, she recognised Severus, her Severus … he was 

still there. Buried, stifled, but still there.  

 

Without taking his eyes from hers, he spoke. His voice was reverent, 

pronouncing each syllable slowly to dispel any question as to their meaning. 

 

“It was, Headmaster … undoubtedly … an accident.” 

 

Dumbledore sighed in relief. “Well done, the two of you. Without your 

corroboration, my hands would have been tied.” He shifted the parchment on 

his desk, found a official-looking Ministry scroll and wrote ‘Reason: 

Accident—Witnessed.’ on the reply slip. He signed along the bottom and 

passed his quill to Severus to do the same. 

 

Clapping his hands together in triumph, the Headmaster accepted the 

parchment and quill back from Snape. “Sherbet Lemons all round!” he said, 

pulling a crumpled paper bag from his pocket and offering them about. 
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Hermione was so shocked by what had just happened she took the sweet on 

auto-pilot. It was a bit sticky and had lint all over it, but to a free woman, it 

tasted wonderful. 

 

The Headmaster drew his wand and cast ‘Wingardium Leviosa!’ on a tatty old 

piece of parchment resting on the bookcase behind him. The document 

drifted gently toward the desk; Dumbledore made it twitch and jigger in a 

little floaty dance. Hermione found it quite entertaining. She relaxed and 

allowed herself a smile. As the parchment drifted nearer the Headmaster he 

snatched it out of the air and held it up for Hermione and Severus to see. Her 

Sherbet Lemon was swallowed whole when she recognised just what it was 

he was holding. Before either of them could speak, Dumbledore spoke 

matter-of-factly. 

 

“Now … Severus, Hermione, that just leaves us with the little matter of your 

engagement ….” 

 

Chapter 9 - Teacher 

  

 

“Headmaster,” said Professor Snape in his silkiest tone, “surely a mere trifle 

such as this does not warrant your attention?” 

 

“On the contrary, Severus. I am highly amused. Do let an old man have 

some fun. Almost nineteen years ago, I received this copy of your formalised 

betrothal notice from my friend Dempster at the Ministry. He was most 

concerned, as I remember. He didn’t expect Miss Granger actually to sign it. 

Ancient magic resides in these seventeenth century parchments. Magic that 

the two of you awakened with your signatures and your … shall we say … 

consummation?” 

 

Hermione’s interest had been piqued. Blushing slightly at the consummation 

reference, she asked, “Did you say ancient magic, Headmaster?” 

 

“Ancient and irrevocable.” 

 

“You mean, there’s no way to reverse it?” asked Hermione, her voice rising in 

alarm.  

 

Beside her, Professor Snape let out a sharp snort. He curled his lip into a 

sneer and laced his reply with deliberate sarcasm, “So speaks the brightest 

witch of her age. It is a pleasure to observe the workings of such a famously 
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deductive mind. Irrevocable does indeed imply a lack of reversal.” He paused 

and gave her a long look, “What’s the matter, Miss Granger? Upset your little 

attempt at ridicule has backfired? Perhaps being engaged to your former 

Potions master has lost its … appeal?” He laughed at this, but it was short 

and meant only for effect. He appeared to be anything but amused. 

 

“Well excuse me, it wasn’t I who forced a quill into your hand.” 

 

“Extra credit from Professor Binns, if I recall? What’s wrong Miss Granger? 

Couldn’t you find anyone else to get engaged to that week? Thought you 

would give your friends something to laugh about … behind my back?” His 

voice was angry now. 

 

Hermione stood up, her hands on her hips. Using her temporary height 

advantage she looked down scathingly at him, “Damn you, Snape! Borders 

have been crossed, remember that. Our teacher and student dynamic has 

changed forever and I’ll not stay here to be belittled by you.” 

 

Snape glared up at her, “Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.” 

 

Hermione had heard enough. She stormed out of Dumbledore’s office, 

slamming the door behind her. 

 

“What a shame, Severus, she left so abruptly.” Albus looked again at the 

betrothal notice, pointing to one of the clauses. “We didn’t even have a 

chance to tell her about the unbreakable fidelity charm …” 

 

Snape leant over, putting his head in his hands, whispering, “I must be cruel 

only to be kind; Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind.”  

 

Albus looked dolefully at his colleague. He summoned a house-elf and 

requested tea for two. This was going to be a long and difficult meeting.  

 

~o0o~ 

 

Hagrid sat outside his hut. The sunrise was beautiful, and he relaxed, taking 

his time to enjoy the new dawn while puffing on a clay pipe of his favourite 

shag. Patches of mist came and went over the surface of the loch, the 

colours of the eastern sky changed from deep red through to orange and 

greens, whilst over to the west, the Castle rose out of a sea of grey mist.  
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The morning chill sent a shiver through his body, and he pulled the edges of 

his heavy moleskin overcoat together. Fang adjusted his position, nestling 

closer to his master. Hagrid reached deep inside his coat pocket pulling out a 

well-read letter, unfolding the worn creases with care and smoothing the 

parchment lovingly against his knee. 

 

“’Agrid,” he read aloud, “It’s been too long, my lover.” Here he sighed, 

wishing he was able to read to a higher standard. Words he couldn’t 

understand, which was most of them, he substituted. “I miss you, my ’Agrid, 

and wan’ to see you real soon. The kids ’ere are playing me up something 

rotten and I would like a nice evening out with you to make me feel better. 

Love Olympe.” 

 

His pipe burned out. He tipped out the last of the tobacco, tapping his pipe 

on a stone before returning it to his waistcoat pocket. Fang’s head jerked up 

as he heard someone approach. He sniffed the air. Content the new arrival 

posed no threat, he settled back down to sleep. 

 

“Hermione? Wha’ you doin’ out o' bed so early?” 

 

“Coffee…?” she rasped. 

 

Hagrid laughed. “I’ll make a nice pot o’ rocket fuel,” he said, disappearing 

inside his hut. 

 

Hermione took the now vacant and nicely warmed seat. Scratching Fang 

behind the ears she watched the sun, which had risen so it detached itself 

from the hills as it rose higher. The parchment caught her eye. 

 

“Hagrid? Madame Maxime’s letter’s here.” 

 

Hagrid’s hairy head poked through the doorway; he held an enamel coffee 

pot and looked a bit worried, “Tha’s private, tha’ is.” 

 

Hermione held the letter out to him, “I’ve not read it, you know.” 

 

Hagrid snatched the letter and went back to making the coffee. A few 

minutes later he returned, carrying the steaming pot and two enormous 

enamel mugs. He sat on the ground opposite Hermione and poured out the 

tar-like brew, shovelling eight large sugars into each cup. 
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“Per’raps you could … read me my le’ter, Hermione. Tha’ is, if you don’ 

mind.” 

 

Hermione smiled, “Oh course I’ll read it to you. Give it here. 

 

My dearest Hagrid, 

 

It has been too long since I gazed into your eyes. Those iridescent 

oil-slicks that stir my rampant inner woman and make me want to 

run my fingers through your woolly clothes, down toward your….”  

 

Hermione blushed. "...boots, let's pretend it says boots. Perhaps this is a bit 

private, Hagrid.” 

 

Hagrid had a faraway look and a contented smile. “Can we write back? Will 

you write for me, Hermione?” He pulled a blunt quill, an old ink pot and some 

creased parchment from his pocket. Hermione settled down, ready for Hagrid 

to tell her what to write. 

 

“Dear Olympe,” he dictated, “I loved your letter. I misses you too, my sweet 

pea. Grawp is fine, livin’ in the mountains he is. I have wrote you a poem:  

Olympe, Olympe,  

My heart’s desire.  

One look at you  

sets my pants on fire. 

 

- Your loving Hagrid.” 

 

 

Hermione sat back, sipping her rather strong coffee. It did the job; she was 

beginning to feel human again. Another two cups of this and she would feel 

like the chief Gurg with a sugar imbalance. 

 

“Hagrid, I need to ask you something about Professor Snape.” 

 

“What d’you wanna know about the professor? Why you interested in ’im?” 

 

“When he was here as a student, his seventh year. Do you remember 

anything that happened to him?” 

 

“Well now,” said Hagrid, leaning back on his outstretched arms. “Now tha’s a 
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tale, tha' is.” 

 

“It’s important. Please tell me anything you remember.” 

 

“Important you say? I don’t think I’d better be tellin’ too much about th’ 

professor.” 

 

“Please Hagrid. I know there was a fight by the lake on Halloween. Do you 

remember what happened afterwards?” 

 

Hagrid sighed, and partially closed his eyes as he remembered. “'e was 

fightin' with Harry’s dad, but 'e weren’t alone.” 

 

“Go on …” 

 

“He ’ad a girlfriend, see. Met her in his seventh year. Some foreign witch I 

think she was. 'e kept ’er in their common room, never saw ’er myself. Well, 

on Halloween they got into this fight wi’ James and Sirius. She ran away 

afterwards, they say, left him. Some say 'e asked ’er to marry ’im and that’s 

why she scarpered—I shouldn’t have said that.” 

 

Hermione listened to her story. The idea that she had run away fitted nicely, 

no time travel rumours mentioned. Snape had kept quiet about that, at least. 

But she needed more information.  

 

“What happened after his girlfriend left?” 

 

“Heartbroken 'e were. Moped about, reading 'is books. Threw 'imself into 'is 

shakley—, shakie—” 

 

“Shakespeare?” 

 

“That’s the one. Always reading ’e were with tha’ gang o’ his. Got right mean 

’e did for a while. Blaming Potter for ’is girlfriend goin’ like she did. Then after 

Christmas he, well, you know what ’appened then.” 

 

“He turned eighteen. He took the Mark?” 

 

“Tha's right, he did. Got all closed up, didn’ talk to no one ’cept them friends 

of ’is. Did ’is N.E.W.T.s, kept ’is nose clean. Didn’t ’ear from ’im again till he 

turned up ’ere three years later asking Dumbledore to take ’im in. Made 'im a 

professor, Dumbledore did.” 
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Hermione couldn’t say anything. She had always known young Severus’ fate, 

but hearing what had happened to him after she had left spoken so bluntly, 

so dispassionately, hurt her more than she thought possible. 

 

“Hagrid, you’ve known Professor Snape a very long time. Do you think he 

would have still taken the Mark if his girlfriend had stayed? Could she have 

changed him?” 

 

“I doubt it, I really doubt it. ’is path was always leadin’ to th’ Dark. It’s what 

made 'im who 'e is. Made his choice long before she turned up. Per’raps she 

had a lucky escape.” 

 

“Perhaps,” agreed Hermione quietly. “Thanks for the coffee. I’ll take 

Crookshanks now, if that’s alright.” 

 

“Aye, you take ’im, and get yourself up the castle. It’s nearly time for 

breakfast.” 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Ron didn’t believe Harry. He thought Malfoy was just showing off in front of 

Pansy Parkinson. Hermione didn’t agree, she told him so. 

 

“It’s a huge lie though, Ron, even if you’re just saying it to impress your 

friends. Acting on You-Know-Who’s instructions? That’s a lot different from 

saying you caught the Snitch in thirty seconds or you’re a natural platinum 

blond. ” 

 

“That’s right,” agreed Harry.  

 

They made their way into breakfast. Hermione was very interested to see Mr. 

Filch follow them in carrying a small trunk. There were about ten chains and 

padlocks securing the lid. Either someone didn’t want anyone to get in, or 

something was not allowed to get out. Filch delivered it to Professor Snape, 

who was having breakfast with the Headmaster. He signed when requested, 

and stowed the mysterious trunk under the High Table. 

 

After a quick piece of toast, Hermione saw Professor McGonagall approach 

their group carrying a stack of timetables.  
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“Well, Miss Granger, what’s it to be? Eternal glory and a place in Hogwarts: A 

History or a measly seven subjects? 

 

Boy, did Minerva know how to push her buttons! Her name in Hogwarts: A 

History? Tempting … 

 

“Seven, please,” she said quickly, before she could change her mind. 

 

Professor Snape had risen, and was leaving the hall carrying the locked 

trunk. Hermione followed him with her eyes. 

 

Minerva dropped Hermione’s timetable on her plate, before moving her 

attention to Neville. 

 

Hermione glanced quickly at her new schedule. First period, Ancient Runes. 

Wishing her friends luck, she hurried out of the Great Hall to catch up with 

Snape. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

“Must make a nice change, being on the first floor,” she said, 

conversationally.  

 

Snape turned his head to see who had dared enter his classroom uninvited. 

 

“I mean, all those years in the dungeons, aren’t you feeling vertigo?” 

 

“Shut the door behind you, Miss Granger … No, I meant, after you had left 

through it.” 

 

“I wanted to see you.” 

 

“Why do I doubt that?” 

 

“Why are all these curtains closed? Look, outside,” she said, opening one set 

of curtains and pointing through the window. “Sky, trees, even a mountain.” 

 

Professor Snape walked purposefully toward her, snapping the curtains shut 

and giving her a curious look. “Perhaps I’m adjusting slowly?” he offered. 
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Well, that was progress. In Snape language that almost passed for humour. 

 

“What’s in the trunk?” 

 

“What’s on your neck?” 

 

Hermione was at a loss. She put her hand up to her neck, but nothing was 

there. Professor Snape extended his hand and lightly stroked her collar. 

 

“You’re bruised. Who did this?”  

 

“I don’t know what you mean.” 

 

He brought up his other hand and gently undid her tie. He laid both ends 

down and against her collar bone before unbuttoning the top three buttons of 

her blouse. He pulled one side of her collar away and inspected her neck. 

 

“It looks like finger marks. Who hurt you?” he asked, sounding angry. 

 

Hermione sighed; she realised what he was talking about. “It’s not fingers 

that did this, Severus; it was the Time-Turner. I fell yesterday when I 

landed, the chain bit into my neck and the aperture dug in and broke when I 

fell.”  

 

“Of course,” he whispered. His fingers stroked her injured skin. His eyes 

stared into hers.  

 

Hermione felt wanted. His touch, so familiar, reawakened her feelings for 

him. Needing to know if he was real, she reached up and touched his brow, 

tracing the lines that weren’t there before. He pulled back from her, putting 

space between them.  

 

“Not the fresh-faced young man you knew, am I?” he asked bitterly. 

 

She took a step toward him, but he countered and kept their distance. 

 

“Severus … I—” 

 

“No need to explain.” 

 

“There’s nothing to explain. I wanted to touch you, I still want to …” 
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“You play a farce. How could a young girl like you want to be near a bitter 

man twice her age?” 

 

“I think the word was intemperate, and you forgot billowing—just for the 

record,” she gave him a smile. 

 

He ran his hand across his top lip to disguise his amusement. He shook his 

head and reverted to his lecture mode to stop her from continuing, “In the 

trunk we have an Inverted Boggart.” 

 

“Inverted? They are really rare.” 

 

“Precisely. Perhaps you could quote for me, word for word of course, the 

definition of an Inverted Boggart?” 

 

Hermione straightened up. Her inherent Know-It-All sprang into action, 

announcing, “The Inverted Boggart: So called because, unlike the 

conventional Boggart, it displays the … what are you doing, Professor?” 

 

“Doing up your buttons and your tie. See if you can continue … with a 

distraction.” 

 

“Oh, okay, thank you. It is so called because it displays … that tickles! … it 

displays one’s deepest desire as opposed to one’s deepest fear.” 

 

“And what is your deepest desire, Hermione?” 

 

“Open the box, find out.” 

 

“Seventh years only, I’m afraid. Unless you’re considering popping through 

any more time portals before first period, you are still a snotty sixth year. 

My, my, all that time travel and you still have to repeat classes. Now, I have 

a corridor full of awaiting students, and you must be on your way to, where? 

Care of Magical Creatures?” 

 

“Runes.” 

 

“Then away, to Gebo and Eiwaz. Do not darken my door until second period; 

your sixth year class is scheduled for then.” 

 

Hermione turned and opened the classroom door. Thirty-five pairs of seventh 
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year eyes looked at her in surprise. 

 

“Certainly, Professor Snape. I will have that on your desk by Friday,” she 

said with a smile as she headed off down the corridor. 

 

~o0o~ 

Ancient Runes was an exercise in just how much work could possibly be 

placed on the N.E.W.T. students before they, or their book bags, broke in 

two places. Their homework consisted of two Rune translations—ancient into 

modern, a fifteen inch essay on finding inner calm and a pile of books to be 

read by Wednesday.  

 

Making her way back down to the Defence classroom after Runes, Hermione 

thought about Professor Snape. He was definitely running hot and cold, but 

then so was she. Last night, the thought of being close to him hadn’t 

appealed to her at all. However, after he had touched her earlier … well, he 

could still stir her up inside, that was for certain.  

 

She waited in the corridor outside of Snape’s classroom. Ron and Harry 

ambled up, taking an appraising look at all her Runes books. 

 

“Emptied the Library?” enquired Ron. “Upsetting Madam Pince already, are 

you?” 

 

“No, Ronald, actually this little lot has to be read by Wednesday. While you 

were playing with your juvenile Fanged Frisbee I was being given a lot of 

homework. You wait; I bet Snape gives us loads.” 

 

The classroom door opened; Professor Snape stepped into the corridor and 

gazed around as if taking attendance. His eyes lingered on Hermione before 

he addressed everyone in his classroom voice, “Get inside.” 

 

Taking a seat at the back, next to Parvati, Hermione took out her copy of 

Confronting the Faceless and looked at Snape with a sickly sweet expectant 

smile. Your move, Professor. 

 

He raised an eyebrow at her in challenge, “I don’t remember asking anyone 

to take out their text books.” 

 

Hermione rolled her eyes, but put her book back in her straining bag under 
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her desk. 

 

Snape closed the door. Candles had been lit in the darkened room. You could 

take the bat out of the dungeons, but you couldn’t … 

 

“The Dark Arts,” Snape interrupted her thoughts with his obligatory 

introductory speech, “is a subject as layered and as varied as you will ever 

find. In essence, ever-evolving. I can teach you a compelling kaleidoscope of 

counter-measures that tomorrow will fall redundant against a drifting tide of 

newer, accursed, immorality.” He paused, walked to a painting of a 

tormented wizard writhing on the ground, and pointed to it. He dropped his 

voice to a whisper, “This picture displays the dreadful affects of the Cruciatus 

Curse.” He walked across the room. “The Inferius,” he continued, gesturing 

to a portrait of a screaming figure being dragged backwards into a swamp. 

“And the Inverted Boggart,” he pointed across the room to a picture of a 

witch slumped in front of a large pile of galleons, pulling out her hair and 

screaming in anguish. 

 

He held the room’s attention. He looked sideways, surreptitiously catching 

Hermione in his gaze. He let one eyebrow rise in question. She nodded in 

response. Yes, Professor, an excellent speech—one point to you. 

 

“A … a … are there ... has there been ... any sightings of Inferius, Sir?” 

stammered Parvati. Whether she was more afraid of an impending Inferi 

invasion or just scared of speaking up in Professor’s Snape’s class, Hermione 

wasn’t sure. 

 

Snape flicked his eyes from Hermione to Parvati, “It is safe, Miss Patil, to 

assume the Dark Lord will be using Inferi again, as he has in the past.” 

 

He took off for the front of the class. Stepping onto his platform, he took 

lecture stance standing behind his lectern. “Who can tell me the correct 

definition and usage of a non-verbal spell?” 

 

This was her cue. Hermione’s hand went into the air. Snape leant back, 

waiting for someone else to respond. 

 

“Very well,” he said after a moment, with an exasperated sigh, “Enlighten us, 

Miss Granger.” 

 

“The use of the non-verbal spell gives the caster the advantage of being able 

to perform a jinx, curse or hex without their opponent being able to respond 
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and perform the required counter-measure.” 

 

Snape replied in a bored voice, “Copied exactly word for word from …” 

 

To everyone’s surprise, Hermione interrupted him, “For example, stunning a 

surprised rat before he or his friends can retaliate, unlocking a door while 

keeping still and quiet or blasting a randy dog into next week.” 

 

“Demonstrate,” Snape challenged her, withdrawing his wand. 

 

The room stirred as she stood up. Neville turned to look at her, his face 

aghast and drained of colour. 

 

“Hermione, you don’t have to do this!” cried Harry 

 

“It’s okay, I’ll give it a go,” she said, meeting Snape’s challenge with a 

knowing grin. 

 

She took her place in the thoroughfare between the desks. Snape stepped 

down from his platform and stood opposite, bowing curtly in the time-

honoured tradition of the duel. 

 

She returned his bow without taking her eyes off of him. So, he still liked to 

play, did he?  

 

He waited for her to make the first move. “Chivalry, Sir?” she enquired. 

 

“Naturally,” he replied with a shrug. “Ladies first. Observe, class, the 

opponents size each other up in an attempt to gauge the other’s first move 

and give themselves time to—OUCH!” 

 

Hermione had thrown a Nose Nipping hex.  

 

“YAY!” shouted Dean in encouragement. 

 

“Oof!” cried Hermione. She had been distracted by Dean; Snape had taken 

this opening to throw a Disarming Charm. She fell to the floor; her wand flew 

out of reach. 

 

The Slytherins cheered and clapped their hands. Hermione defiantly jumped 

to her feet. 
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“Here—” Ron tossed his wand to her. She caught it one-handed and spun 

around to face Snape. 

 

“Prepare for a Jelly-legs!” she shouted, casting instead a summoning charm 

on a large book on the lectern behind him. Snape flicked his wand for a 

forward shield, only to be hit on the back of the head by his personal copy of 

Confronting the Faceless. 

 

“I don’t remember him telling us to take our books out,” Harry said quietly, 

with a snort.  

 

“Accio wand!” Hermione recovered her fallen wand and passed Ron back his 

own with a nod of thanks. 

 

Professor Snape was rubbing the back of his head. His curtains of greasy hair 

fell forward covering his face. “Potter,” he spat. “Detention this Saturday for 

your intolerable cheek.” 

 

~o0o~ 

 

“That was brilliant, Hermione,” Ron said as they made their way back to the 

common room. 

 

“Oh, it was really nothing, Ron, just what I’ve … read in books.” 

 

“I think you were fantastic!” called Neville, slapping her on the back. 

 

Hermione smiled. Her dreaded first Defence Against the Dark Arts class with 

Professor Snape was over. He hadn’t taken points away from her for beating 

him with a book, but neither had he awarded any points for her non-verbal 

duelling that he had seen her perform long before the rest of her classmates 

were even born. 

 

All things considered, today wasn’t going so badly. She checked her 

timetable: Arithmancy, lunch, a free period followed by … Oh. 

 

The last class of the day was Potions, with her old Head of House, Professor 

Slughorn. 

~o0o~ 
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The Inverted Boggart appears by kind permission of Lana Manckir. 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 10 - Know-It-All 

 

  

Professor Slughorn was sure there was something he’d forgotten. It had been 

quite a while since he had taught a class; a little more than fifteen years. 

Darn silly idea to come out of retirement. He could be sitting in front of a 

nice warmth hearth, feet up on a pouffe, with a glass of port. Instead, he 

was back in the blasted dungeons preparing for Advanced Potions with yet 

another band of ingrates. 

 

Education. Such a wonderful institution. Teaching precocious little upstarts 

what they didn’t think they needed to know, before they realised they 

needed to know it, and long before they could appreciate the gargantuan 

effort it took to teach them. Certainly a warm fire and a glass of tawny port 

would be preferable. 

 

Four potions had been brought out of stasis and were bubbling dramatically—

and only for effect—on various tables in the classroom. Give the little 

blighters something to grab their attention from the off. Tactics, that’s what 

the teacher needed. Tactics and the patience of a saint. 

 

Adolescent voices in the corridor announced their arrival. Professor Slughorn 

straightened his cravat and slipped effortlessly into his teacher persona. 

Forty years of practise showed through as he straightened his posture and 

fixed his expression into one of authoritative mastery. Opening the door he 

welcomed in the band of twelve sixth year students who had expressed 

enough interest and produced a sufficient grade to take his class. 

 

He ushered in the troops with, he thought, subtle and almost imperceptible 

favouritism toward those with most potential for social climbing or academic 

achievement, “Blaise! Marvellous. Come in, come in, my dear boy. Harry! 

Welcome, take a seat … that’s it, right at the front. Lovely.” 

 

The students gathered around three worktables. Four dashing Slytherins, 

four bookish Ravenclaws and a mixed bag of others including Mr. Potter and 
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his red-headed sidekick. Professor Slughorn, never one to reserve 

judgement, made a mental note to remove Potter from his associate at the 

next class. Partner him with Blaise. Keep his Premiere Cru away from the 

common rabble. He waited for everyone to settle down and started his 

lesson. 

 

“Four potions, gently simmering. All powerful and dangerously corrupt. In the 

first cauldron we have … Ah, but don’t let me spoil the surprise. Can anyone 

here tell me the truthful name of this first concoction?” 

 

Hermione was a little taken aback. Such courtesy in the Potions classroom 

was very alien to her. She looked over at the cauldron Professor Slughorn 

was pointing to. Easy one. She raised her hand. 

 

“Veritaserum, Sir,” she answered with authority. “It has neither colour nor 

odour. Once imbibed it forces the drinker to tell the truth, the absolute 

truth.” 

 

“Excellent!” said Slughorn. Well, he had given rather a big hint. “The next 

potion?” he asked, not giving away so much information this time. 

 

Hermione threw her hand into the air; although she really wished either 

Harry or Ron would answer this one. She was becoming befuddled and more 

than a little flustered from the fumes emanating from the cauldron in front of 

her. There was this overwhelming aroma of Severus’ underarms the night 

they … 

 

“Yes, Miss?” enquired Slughorn. 

 

“Um, it’s Polyjuice, Sir,” she replied. 

 

“Very good. Now, can anyone identify the potion on Mr. Potter’s table? You 

again, dear? Tenacious, aren't you? Very well ….” 

 

Hermione tried to keep her mind on answering the professor, but was finding 

it hard to concentrate with the heady scent of patchouli and sandalwood, or 

was that wooden sandals? She couldn’t be sure. 

 

“Amortentia, the most potent love potion ever created, Sir.” 

 

“Wonderful. How did you make your identification?” 
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“Its smell is unique to each person. It reminds us, it induces memories, of 

what we find most attractive. I myself can smell … fresh grass cuttings—

reminiscent of an afternoon I spent sitting by the lake … parchment, and—” 

she cut off quickly. She had nearly said ‘the polished wooden floor of the 

Defence classroom’. Blushing, she put her head down. 

 

Slughorn looked properly at Hermione for the first time since she had 

entered his class. She was a very bright young thing. Reminded him of a 

young girl he had taught many years ago. What was her name? She was in 

his house, he was rather proud of that. Wand maker’s daughter, foreign. The 

name … it would come to him. 

 

“What’s your name, dear?” 

 

“Hermione Granger, Sir.” 

 

That was it! Hermione. Like that play he’d seen at the Dominion Theatre—

‘The Winter’s Tale’.  

 

“Chide me, dear stone, that I may say, indeed thou art Hermione.”  

 

“Professor?” 

 

“Wand maker. Hermione the wand maker’s daughter.” 

 

Hermione started to panic, she'd been discovered. Should she run from the 

room? Throw herself under the desk? Drink the Polyjuice? 

 

“You remind me so much of Hermione, the wand maker’s daughter. A 

Gregorovitch. Are you perhaps related …?” he asked excitedly. 

 

“No, Sir, I’m Muggle-born. Absolutely in no way related to anyone at all, 

especially wand makers. Never heard of her, Sir.” 

 

Hermione kept her head tilted down and tried to disguise herself in the steam 

rising from the cauldron in front of her. The warm, wet, conditions made her 

hair frizz. Even Vanity couldn’t perform miracles. Slughorn ducked his head 

down to get a better look at her. 

 

“Perhaps not,” he said after an agonising moment. “Ah! I know who you are! 

Young Harry here has told me all about you. You’re the cleverest little witch 

in his year!” 
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Hermione breathed a sigh of relief. 

 

“Twenty points, Hermione, for recognising all three potions. Care to make it 

twenty-five?” 

 

“Sir?” 

 

“Upon my desk is another potion. Its golden beauty is unsurpassed as it 

dances before the eyes. Watch as the droplets leap into the air, splashing 

back down, never spilling. Mesmerizing. Care to take a guess as to its 

identity, Miss Granger?” 

 

“I haven’t seen anything like it before, Sir.” 

 

“This little minx of a mixture is called Felix Felicis.” 

 

Hermione gasped, she knew the potion by its name, if not by sight, “It’s a 

luck potion, Sir!” 

 

“Five points, Miss Granger. This is indeed the potion that delivers luck to the 

drinker. One dose would give you the luckiest day of your life.” 

 

The room was silent in rapt attention. 

 

“And this,” he said, withdrawing a small vial of gold liquid from his pocket, “is 

a single dose of Felix that will be given as a prize for the best performance of 

brewing today’s potion, Draught of Living Death.”  

 

The instructions were given for their practical exercise, and Hermione got 

straight onto it. Liquid luck, what would she do with that? She could drink it 

all and go straight to the DADA classroom and confront Severus. Perhaps, 

with luck on her side, he would hear her out. She desperately wanted to tell 

him that his age didn’t matter. That it was him, Professor Snape, that she 

had fallen for in the first place.  

 

Glancing around the room, she sized up the competition. Ron and Harry were 

no threat, not if she didn't help them. Ernie she would have to watch—he 

was an unknown, never had Potions with him before. Similarly the 

Ravenclaws had no known potion brewing form, although they came from a 

good stable. Malfoy led the handicap and was top weight out of the 

Slytherins, but Hermione could best him even on a bad day. This race was 
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won; Felix Felicis was hers for the taking. 

 

“Hermione, can I borrow your silver knife?” Harry asked, interrupting her 

thoughts. She absently passed it to him.  

 

If she could get Severus away from the Castle, perhaps he would see her 

differently. Convention and propriety wouldn’t matter if they were on neutral 

ground. With liquid luck on her side, she might be able to suggest they go 

somewhere quiet for dinner. That would be acceptable; it would give them a 

chance to re-discover their relationship. What was she to him exactly? 

Girlfriend? Ex-girlfriend? Fiancée? Felix could give her the edge and she could 

find out. After nineteen years adrift, they were in need of time alone 

together. 

 

Harry and Ron had been lent supplies and a book each by Professor Slughorn 

as neither had expected to take the class with their O.W.L. results. Harry was 

brewing his potion next to her, and it was looking good. Hold on, a 

contender!—it was looking VERY good.  

 

“Harry, how are you doing that?” she whispered. 

 

“Stir clockwise every—” 

 

“But, Harry, it says counter-clockwise in the book!” 

 

“Have it your way,” he replied, getting back to his work. 

 

She returned to her plans for Severus. She needed to break the ice. Perhaps 

they could take half the potion each and take a trip to the Prefects' 

bathroom. That would move things along nicely and his hair was looking as 

greasy as ever—what had he done with Neptune?  

 

“Time’s up!” called Professor Slughorn. He walked around the desks 

inspecting each cauldron. Hermione glanced over at Harry’s potion. It looked 

excellent. Slughorn agreed and declared Harry the winner, handing over his 

prize. Hermione cleared away her workspace with a heavy heart. That dose 

of Felix should have been hers. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

“Well done, Harry,” she said later, with just a touch of bitterness. “How did 
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you do it?” 

 

“It was that old book Slughorn gave me. It’s full of scribbles and tips. That’s 

how I knew to stir the other way every seventh turn.” 

 

Harry showed her the book. They were at dinner and other eyes were on 

them. Hermione put it under the table and gave the cover a quick glance. 

“Looks just like an old textbook, but let’s be careful, remember Riddle’s 

diary.” 

 

Ginny picked up on their conversation. “What’s that about diaries?” 

 

“Harry is following instructions he found in a book,” Hermione replied, pulling 

out her wand. 

 

“You are doing what?” Ginny almost shouted. 

 

"Specialis revelio!" Hermione whispered, pointing her wand at the book. 

“There’s nothing I can see that’s dangerous about it, Ginny.” 

 

“I don’t believe you two. Treat the bloody thing with suspicion.” 

 

Hermione passed the book back to Harry. He dropped it on the floor, but it 

didn’t explode or anything so she ignored it. Looking up at the High Table, 

she saw Severus, and wanted to be with him. She was starting to have 

trouble discerning the differences between the teenaged Snape and the 

professor in front of her. The facial lines, the slightly leathered skin, the 

coarser hair all seemed less noticeable now. He was still her Severus, and 

she had to get him alone, to tell him so. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

The week flew by in a whirl of classes and homework. It was Saturday 

evening before she had time to plan a way of getting Severus alone, and she 

was prompted in the most unexpected way. 

 

“Look at the writing, all cramped together and scratchy.” said Harry, 

examining his Potions book for the umpteenth time. 

 

“You’re obsessed with that book,” said Ron. Hermione thought he sounded 

jealous. His results in Potions had not been half as good as Harry’s and the 
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Advanced Potions book was definitely a contributory factor. 

 

“Let me see …” Hermione held her hand out for the book and Harry passed it 

to her. She opened the tatty old cover and read the inky scrawl in the margin 

on the first page. 

 

'Stir with a broomstick - it makes no difference.'  

 

Hermione’s eyes widened as she read, her heart pounded in her chest. She 

knew this book, or rather, its ‘editor’. She flicked through the pages until she 

found poison antidotes, hoping to be proved wrong.  

 

'Just shove a Bezoar down their throats!'  

 

She stared at the words she had seen Severus write when they were 

together in the library. It was definitely his book. Fate was playing an evil 

game and laughing at her. 

 

“Looks like a girl’s hand writing,” she said, trying to confuse the boys.  

 

“But he calls himself the Half-Blood Prince, Hermione. How many girls do you 

know that call themselves Prince?” 

 

“Ah, the self-proclaimed Prince …” Hermione mused out loud. Yes, that was 

odd. It wasn’t a name she’d heard Snape use before. “It’s possible the book 

has had more than one owner, although I grant you the writing seems to 

match. Perhaps it’s a joke?” Perhaps it was a reference to either Malcolm or 

Donalbain, both Princes of Scotland in Macbeth. She would have to ask him. 

 

“I have to go,” said Harry, standing up. “I have to be at the Headmaster's in 

five minutes.” He threw his Potions book in his bag and hurried through the 

portrait hole. 

 

“We’ll wait up for you,” Hermione called after him. It was true, she would be 

waiting up. She just hadn’t mentioned she would be doing her waiting up 

while looking for Snape. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione had changed back into gingham. She hoped to conjure an 

association to their first meeting by wearing the same clothes. Being out of 

uniform was accepted practise on a Saturday night, and it surely wouldn’t 
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hurt for Snape to see her out of those Gryffindor colours he had detested 

most of his life. 

 

She read her book and waited in an old wooden chair that stood next to the 

portrait hole. Ron was still poring over his homework, occasionally looking up 

and giving her a grin. 

 

Why did Ron have to pick tonight to be studious? If he saw her leaving the 

common room he would be after her like a shot. Stealth was needed and in 

order to have stealth one had to be patient.  

 

At last he rose, stretched, and headed off to, she assumed, the bathroom. A 

quick scan of the common room assured her that no one else was paying her 

any attention. She rose, closed her book, keeping her finger marking her 

page, and slipped quietly through the door and into the seventh floor 

corridor. 

 

Her plan was flawed. She wanted to find Professor Snape but didn’t really 

know where to look. First stop would be his classroom and the office there. If 

that proved unfruitful she would try his old office in the dungeons, as she 

wasn’t sure if he’d vacated those rooms yet. The Owlery was a possibility. 

The staff room was on her list. If he had left the Castle she would be 

stumped. She couldn’t go chasing him across wizarding Britain with a 

paperback novel and a lame excuse as her only reason to seek him out. 

 

As it happened, fate intervened or luck played a hand, because as she turned 

to walk down the corridor she saw him. Facing the Fat Lady’s portrait, 

looking like he’d just been caught red-handed, was Professor Snape leaning 

back against the balustrade. Hermione tried to hide her surprise as she 

approached, and gave him a warm smile. 

 

“Good evening, Professor. If you're looking for Harry he had to go to see the 

Headmaster. I know you gave him a detention but—" 

 

Snape stiffened up. “I am fully aware of Mr. Potter's whereabouts.” 

 

“Oh.” 

 

“I'm merely here to fulfill my duty. I've been asked to check the portraits on 

the upper levels.” 

 

“Right.” 
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“Have you noticed anything unusual with any of the paintings today?” 

 

“No, Sir, I … haven’t really thought to look.” 

 

“Where were you going?” 

 

“Owlery.” 

 

“Where’s your letter?” 

 

“I haven’t written it yet.” 

 

“Interesting way to send a letter, how original. Perhaps the owls carry a 

hitherto undiscovered supply of pre-written parchment that you can select 

from. Let us find out. I will walk you, if you will permit me.” 

 

“Yes! Um, I mean, certainly, Sir. That would be nice.” 

 

They walked together in silence. He bowed his head to look at her a couple of 

times and drew breath as if to speak, but remained awkwardly quiet.  

 

“Nice evening, Sir.” 

 

“Yes, I hadn’t really … what book is it you are reading?” 

 

“Lolita.” 

 

“Still?” 

 

“I haven’t finished it, yet. I know you probably think nineteen years would 

have been sufficient time to complete a paperback, but time passes in a blur 

sometimes.” 

 

He smiled at this, a wistful smile that only memories can evoke. “Perhaps, as 

you have yet to write your letter, you would assist me by replying to a note I 

received today that concerns us both. I could offer you some parchment and 

a writing implement to complete your task? In my office I have—” 

 

“Yes! Please, I mean. That would be nice of you.” 

 

“I have some assignments to mark and as long as you are quiet and …” 
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“As a mouse.” 

 

“Very well. Oh, I have an old friend you may wish to reacquaint yourself with 

whilst you’re there.” 

 

“Who?” 

 

“Whoo, might be a more appropriate.” 

 

“Sorry?” 

 

“You’ll see.” 

 

He shepherded her down the stairs toward the first floor. They entered his 

classroom, and made their way up the steep steps and onto the ecclesiastic 

pulpit that served as the entranceway to the office. Hermione looked out 

across the classroom as Snape unlocked his door. There was that smell 

again, polished oak. A delicious mixture of seasoned timber and beeswax, 

and she could smell parchment and patchouli … 

 

“Inside,” he said, quickly opening the door for her.  

 

The room was dominated by a large desk covered in paperwork. Only the 

owner would ever be able to find anything in such a cluttered mess. Five 

narrow slit windows allowed just enough evening sunlight through to give the 

room a welcome glow. A badly stuffed owl was placed on top of one of the 

many glazed units that lined the walls. This must have been left over from 

Umbridge’s time here. Taxidermy was not the sort of pastime she associated 

with Snape, despite what others thought.  

 

He sat at his desk and invited her to take a seat opposite. She tentatively 

lifted a pile of homework essays off of the chair and looked around, unsure of 

where to place them. Now that he was on his own turf Severus relaxed a 

little and chuckled as he watched her struggle with the scrolls—looking on 

and under the desk for a temporary home for them. 

 

“Anywhere’s fine,” he said. 

 

She took him at his word and leant forward and dumped the essays on top of 

the highest mound on the desk. “As you wish. Although I would suggest a 

filing system would be—” 
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“Insufferable,” he finished for her. “I like my office exactly as you find it. Do 

not try to change me.” 

 

His tone was serious and Hermione didn’t dare respond. She looked up at the 

owl desperate to find something to say and to make herself feel more 

comfortable. 

 

“You may use that owl to send your letter,” he told her. 

 

She considered, for a moment, whether he had gone mad in the last 

nineteen years. How on earth was she to send anything with a stuffed owl? 

Tie her letter to it, throw it out of the window and hope for a strong cross-

wind? She looked at him quizzically, not sure of whether to thank him or not. 

Luckily he picked up on her quandary. 

 

“He’s not dead, just old. Pegs, you wretched fleabag, wake up!.” 

 

The owl opened one eye as if assessing whether it was worth the effort of 

waking up or not. He took a look at Snape, then Hermione. He shook his 

head, stretched one of his wings, and then let out a soft 'Keooow' in 

greeting. 

 

“Pegs?” Hermione asked. “How are you, boy? You must be at least twenty-

two! Oh, are they still making you deliver mail?” 

 

“Not very often,” replied Snape on the owl’s behalf. “Gudgeon sent him this 

morning with a meeting agenda, he needs an RSVP. That’s the letter I hoped 

you could take care of for me while I get on with my work.”  

 

“Davy Gudgeon? What meeting agenda? Old boys’ reunion?” 

 

Here Snape did a curious thing. He held up the index finger of his right hand 

and looked into her eyes to make sure he had her attention. He held her 

gaze while he bought the finger to his lips in a silent shushing motion. He 

picked up his quill and quickly scribbled a note, and passed it across the 

table to her. 

 

'Silence! The walls have ears.' 

 

She read the note and looked up at him, putting her head to one side in 

silent question. He offered her his quill, which she took and scribbled her own 
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note under his. 

 

'The portraits?' 

 

He nodded. Reaching over he took his quill back from her. He held it at the 

tip and pulled it through her hand at an agonisingly slow pace. The soft tips 

of the feather caressed her palm seductively. This was the single most erotic 

quill moment Hermione had ever experienced, or thought possible. For two 

bookish know-it-alls, this was foreplay. 

 

Severus broke their eye contact and gave her a dismissive snort. She hadn’t 

hidden her surprise or arousal at his actions. He rummaged around on the 

desk until he found the letter he’d been looking for. He passed it across to 

her, along with another note. 

 

'Not a word. DD unaware, I’d like to keep it that way.'  

 

Hermione looked down at the letter. It had a formal embossed letterhead 

from a ‘Pegasus Personal Products’. The parchment was of the highest quality 

and Hermione was intrigued as to what this was all about and why it was so 

secret. 

 

Pegasus Personal Products 

 

Sub-Division: Vanity 

 

Brand Strategy Meeting and International Placement Report 

 

Sunday 8th September 1996 

 

The Boardroom, Neptune House, Old Portsmouth. 

 

11a.m. Prompt 

 

Please confirm attendance 

 

Sev - You need to be there, Johannesburg has distribution problems 

and I need your back-up. Did the boss arrive all right? Ha! She’ll be 

so shocked. Say I said hello and I’ll see her at the meeting. Have sent 

some business robes for her as requested. Later, Davy.  
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Hermione read the letter three times; she couldn’t believe it. Vanity had gone 

global! She started to giggle, then to laugh. She looked up at Severus, who 

was smiling back indulgently at her. She stood up and walked slowly towards 

him. He didn't flinch when she stroked his cheek so she ran her hand behind 

his ear and caressed the back of his neck. He tilted his head back and closed 

his eyes. 

 

"It's been a long time," he said under his breath. 

 

"Only a week for me, Severus." 

 

He kept his eyes closed and his throat vibrated in a low groan as she used 

her other hand to massage his forehead. Her fingertips traced around his 

eyes, and in a gesture of acceptance, she leant forward and kissed his frown 

lines. 

 

"Remember what I told you when we were beside the lake?" she asked 

softly, her lips next to his ear.  

 

"Hmmm?"  

 

"I said I hoped we could be together ...." 

 

His voice was low and rasping, "It's hardly appropriate." 

 

"I don't care about what's appropriate, I just want you." 

 

Nuzzling into his neck she inhaled his fragrance. It was muskier than before, 

even more arousing. She found his lips easily and kissed him, relishing his 

familiar taste and the feel of his lips on hers. He responded delicately. His 

hands entwined themselves in her hair, guiding her as their tongues touched 

and their kiss deepened. Hermione broke away only when he whispered, 

“I've missed you.” She pulled at his robes, trying to undo his buttons, but 

failing as he sought her mouth again. He pulled her into his lap easily as his 

now insistent, demanding, kiss had made her light-headed. Passion, desire 

and need overwhelmed them both. Neither of them heard the door open. 

 

“For the love of everything sacred have you no shame, Severus? Treating 

your office like a den of iniquity! Outrageous! And with … Is that … NO! Miss 

Granger?” 

 

Severus and Hermione turned their heads and looked to the doorway. He 
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found his voice first. 

 

"Good evening, Minerva." 

 

Chapter 11 – Any Other Business 

  

 

 “What do you mean, you’re engaged?” 

 

“Why else, Minerva, do you think I would I be ensconced in my private office 

with Miss Granger on my lap, attempting to perform a tonsillectomy with my 

tongue?” 

 

“For pity’s sake, Severus, don’t say such a thing. This situation is totally 

unacceptable. You really expect me to believe you’re engaged, just because I 

catch you kissing and cavorting on school property?” 

 

“We’ve done worse than that, Minerva, I assure you.” 

 

“Och, no! Say it’s not true.” 

 

“Stop teasing her, Severus.” 

 

“Well, we have.” 

 

“Not lately," she said, disgruntled. "Look, Professor McGonagall, I’m really 

sorry you walked in on us like—” 

 

“Don’t be sorry, Hermione, she should have knocked.” 

 

“I did, three times. When did you supposedly get engaged? What were you 

thinking? Why do you keep it a secret? Who else knows?” 

 

Severus folded his arms and looked disparagingly at his colleague. “Our 

betrothal has been formalised for some considerable time. We prefer to keep 

our business private. Knowledge of our intentions will remain strictly confined 

to those concerned.” 

 

"Just wait until I tell Albus. I'll see you thrown out of this school—tonight!" 

 

“Albus knows.” 
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Minerva struggled to stand up from her slumped-over position against the 

wall. She supported herself on the doorframe. “Hermione, tell me truthfully, 

did he force you into this?” 

 

“No, Professor. He was my choice. If anyone is to blame, it’s me. Severus is 

quite a catch—once you’re able to see past his greasy hair, grumpy 

demeanour and Dark Mark.” 

 

Snape turned slowly and gave her a scowl. “You make me sound so very 

appealing, dearest. Do remind me not to have you write my eulogy.” 

 

“I’m sorry, Severus. I should have said that you are dignified, distinguished, 

desirable, perpetually witty, intelligent and superior in every way.” 

 

“That will suffice,” he said, appeased, and turned back to McGonagall. 

 

“I’m away to Albus, I'll get no more sense out of the two of you,” Minerva 

complained. “I’ll not believe this ridiculous engagement nonsense until I’ve 

heard it from the Headmaster himself. Expect no wedding presents from 

me!” She marched purposefully out of the office and could be heard stomping 

down the wooden stairs and across the classroom floor. 

 

Snape slammed the door closed with a snap and flick of his wand. He turned 

his back on the room and looked out through one of the windows. 

 

Hermione sat back down in her chair. She stared down at the floor. “No one 

is ever going to believe we’re together,” she said solemnly. 

 

“All the more reason not to reveal our secret. Whatever your motivations are 

to pursue me, and I will discover what they are, cannot be worth all this …” 

he failed to find the right word. 

 

“Severus, were you not listening to me? I pursued you because you are 

everything I want in a man.” 

 

“Ah, yes," he sneered. "Quite the catch. You seemed to have overlooked my 

interminable service to the Dark Lord. How does that figure on your scale of 

eligibility?” 

 

“It's not insurmountable.” 

 

“Then perhaps you would enlighten me. What do you think the Dark Lord’s 
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reaction would be to my close association with Potter’s famously stalwart 

supporter?” 

 

“I hope he would never find out. If he did you could say it was tactical on 

your part, to garner information.” 

 

Severus thought for a moment. He placed his hands on the desk and leant 

forward. He lowered his voice to a cautious whisper, “Then let us hope he 

never finds out.” 

 

Reaching down, he pulled out a parcel wrapped in brown paper and tied with 

string. Tossing it over to Hermione, he said, “Here, Gudgeon sent this for 

you.” 

 

Tearing off the packaging, she just saw black material at first. It felt good 

quality, weighty and soft to the touch. Standing up, she shook out the 

garment, and another two pieces fell to the floor. Hermione laid them out on 

the cluttered desk, and stood back for a moment to truly appreciate what 

they were. 

 

She looked up at Snape. “I think these are yours.” 

 

He walked over and stood beside her, assessing the all-too-familiar outfit. A 

black tailored frock coat, buttoned detailed trousers and a voluminous 

matching cloak.  

 

“They’re not mine—far too small and they button to the left. This is 

Gudgeon’s sorry attempt at humour. These are your business robes.” 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione looked at her reflection. She looked rather dapper. The trousers 

had a nice cut. They made her look taller. The little black buttons running 

along the tapered legs ended at the cuff, which lay nicely against her soft, 

black, Italian leather boots. 

 

It had taken ages to do up all the little buttons on the frock coat. She 

allowed the white lacy cuff and collar of her Victoriana blouse to show 

generously through, making the ensemble more feminine. Laying the cloak 

over her arm, she left her dorm and headed out to the common room.  
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Harry, Ron and Neville were just coming back from breakfast. Ron saw her 

first and stared open-mouthed. Harry looked up to see what Ron was looking 

at. Neville giggled. 

 

“Where you going dressed like that?” Neville asked, trying to contain his 

laughter. 

 

“You turning Goth?” asked Ron. 

 

Harry walked forward and circled her. “Very nice togs. You going for an 

interview?” 

 

“Hardly,” she replied, making her way past the boys. “Dickens convention. 

I’m reading excerpts from A Tale of Two Cities to an invited audience at 

noon. Dad organised it. I’d better go, don’t want to be late.”  

 

“Good luck, then, I suppose.” said Ron. “Break a leg.” 

 

“Thanks.” 

~o0o~ 

It was the best of times, it was the worst of times. She had met Snape just 

beyond the gates of Hogwarts and they had walked in silence towards 

Hogsmeade. Whilst she felt elated to be going out on another 'unofficial field 

trip' with him, she felt a bit 'quigley' down under and wished he would just 

slow down and say whatever it was that was bothering him. Snape strode out 

confidently, cloak billowing behind him. It was as cold as January. Managing 

just to keep up, Hermione scurried behind him. Her scaled down but identical 

cloak did its best to billow, but only managed a limp ripple. 

 

“I feel like Friar Tuck in this stupid cloak,” she whispered under her breath.  

 

“The Sheriff of Nottingham never had to trudge through rural Scotland, I can 

assure you,” muttered Snape, taking a diversionary side-step. “Damn rabbit 

holes! Your cloak is for concealment, Hermione, not for flattery. Do try to 

have the sense and sensibility to realise that. ” 

 

"Dress not for flattery," she repeated huffily, "Is that your dogma?" 

 

“I suppose spouting nonsensical drivel is yours, love? Actually, I find these 
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cloaks practical and the fabric is so die hard." 

 

"The best in the galaxy. Question is, are they really necessary for such an 

awfully big adventure?" 

 

"It's all I keep in my closet. Landed a man with dour taste, didn't you? They 

are, however, perfect for our trip to Portsmouth's dark harbour." 

 

Hermione kept silent the rest of the way as she followed Snape down the 

well-trodden path to the village, truly, madly, deeply wishing they could 

regain the carefree banter they had enjoyed the morning they had visited his 

mother.  

 

Eventually, they arrived outside the Hog’s Head. Snape pulled up his cowl 

hood, pulling it low over his face, and indicated for her to do the same. 

Aberforth greeted their entrance with a nod and gestured with his head 

toward the back room. Hermione liked this—it felt sneaky and clandestine. 

 

They Flooed from the old fireplace in the pub’s musty snug. “Still and West!” 

Snape called out, releasing the Floo powder into the grate. 

 

Hermione stepped into the hearth once he’d disappeared. Tucking her cloak 

around her and holding her elbows in, she repeated, “Still and West!”  

 

~o0o~ 

 

The Still and West Public House had stood against the harbour wall since the 

time when Britannia ruled the waves. Today, modern aircraft carriers 

navigated Solent Water, alongside tall ships and pleasure craft. Just like The 

Leaky Cauldron, The Still and West linked the old world with the new, the 

magical with the Muggle.  

 

Hermione stepped out of the grate and brushed the soot from her clothes. 

Sea air rushed into her nostrils along with the stale stench of spilled ale. The 

bittersweet smell of malt vinegar made her wrinkle her nose. She was 

standing too near a tray of battered cod which lay under heat lamps on the 

servery. 

 

Stepping out into the cobbled street, Hermione looked out across the lapping 

water of the harbour where a hundred tall ships were moored, their rigging 
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reaching for the sky. They could have stepped back in time two hundred 

years if it wasn’t for the occasional modern Muggle that passed them by. 

“Old Portsmouth?” she enquired. 

 

He confirmed with a nod, “Bath Square, Spice Island to be exact. It is almost 

impossible to get any further south from Hogwarts without ending up in 

France.” On cue a Brittany Ferry glided past, sounding its horn as it 

navigated the shipping lanes. 

 

“Is this where the ships used to bring their spices to be sold in years gone 

by?” she asked, striding out to keep up with him. 

 

“Unfortunately not. It was so named because wizards of the age cast foul 

aroma charms and spread rumours that the sewers in this part of the city 

were woefully inadequate. The Muggles avoided the area, which gave the 

magical community the anonymity they desired for three hundred years.  

 

They crossed behind another inn, the ‘Spice Island’, down an alley and into a 

crescent of four-storey town houses that overlooked the sea. Snape stopped 

in front of one of the houses and tapped the door with his wand. A polished 

brass plaque confirmed that they were at ‘Neptune House’. 

 

The entrance hall was bright and airy. Sunlight streamed through large 

windows. The floors were polished wood, the fixtures shining brass. Overall, 

the house had a maritime feel and was welcoming.  

 

“What do you know about meeting etiquette?” he turned and asked her, just 

as they were about to ascend the stairs. 

 

“Well, I’ve never-” 

 

“As I thought.” He let out a sigh and leant forward, placing an arm on her 

shoulder. “You will sit down, next to me, and place your wand on the table in 

front of you. No spells may be cast under any circumstances; it’s seen as 

atrocious manners. Not even an Aguamenti. If you do need water, the 

secretary will assist you.” He paused and waited for her to nod her 

understanding. “Davy is chairing and will introduce you. He will no doubt 

have prepared paperwork for you to read later, so you can catch up on the 

fifteen years of business you have missed. I have been diligent in keeping 

your name on all meeting minutes. I imagine the other executives will be 

surprised to see you here. For as long as any of them have been employed 

with the company, you have been known only as: Apologies—H. Granger.” 
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A clock chimed eleven in a downstairs room. Snape took her by the elbow 

and guided her up the stairs. “Do try to keep your questions to a minimum 

as we would like to wrap this up for a one o’clock lunch. I promise I will 

explain any minor points that pique your insatiable curiosity after the 

meeting—in private.” 

 

In front of a large wooden door with immaculate polished handle and hinges 

he stopped and removed both their cloaks. “Ready?” he asked. She nodded 

and he opened the door courteously for her. 

 

The boardroom was dominated by a bow window that faced out to sea and a 

wooden table so large you could turn it upside down, fit an outboard motor 

and sail it to Belgium. Five witches in varying states of dress and age sat 

around the table, looking up as they entered.  

 

Davy rushed forward. “Snape, you made it, and you brought your little 

Snape, too,” he said, with a mischievous grin. Hermione shook his hand and 

took the opportunity to study his face. He had grown up to be a handsome 

man. His facial scar was still there, but it had faded considerably over time. 

He was studying her, also. “My, my, Hermione. Time has been good to you, 

my love. You look no different than the day I first met you.” 

 

Snape stepped forward as soon as Davy called Hermione ‘my love’ and 

removed his hand from hers. “Thank you for your parcel, friend. I see your 

dry wit is as blunt as ever.” 

 

Davy chuckled to himself and turned to address the room. “May I present 

Hermione Granger, part owner and founder of this company.” He guided 

Hermione to a vacant chair before resuming his seat at the head of the table. 

She followed custom and placed her wand at arm's length on the table in 

front of her. Taking the chair next to her, Snape did the same. 

 

“For the benefit of Miss Granger, I feel introductions are in order. Where's my 

Georgia peach? There she is ... Sunshine, would you start?” 

 

A pretty young blond seated on the opposite side of the table gave Severus a 

welcoming smile, pointedly ignoring Hermione. “I’m Sunshine, the Southern 

Witch. Overseas Brand Manager for Vanity. I’m based in the States. It’s my 

job to place and market Pegasus products throughout the wizarding world.” 

She lowered her head shyly and spoke in a slow-paced, softer voice, 

accentuating her seductive accent, “Hi there, Sev, how you doin’?” 
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“Southern,” he acknowledged curtly. 

 

“Miss Celine Chartreuse,” announced the woman sitting next to Southern. 

“Financial executive. I work from this office.” Her hair was a cascade of 

cinnamon waves, which reminded Hermione a little of Ginny. Her low cut 

robes showed an ample bosom while a pair of expensive designer glasses 

framed her face and gave her the overall appearance that said: ‘Intelligent. 

Classy. Vixen’.  

 

Hermione noticed Severus squirming in his seat and he looked at the floor. 

Interesting, there seemed to be history between him and Miss Chartreuse.  

 

The next witch spoke, diverting Hermione from her thoughts. “Gigi, I’m in 

charge of product development. Based in Lancashire.” She had a nice smile 

and the wildest bright red hair Hermione had ever seen. She wore a lab coat 

and had a quill behind each ear. Definitely a scientist.  

 

“Wartcap,” said an ugly old witch, introducing herself. She had a hairy mole 

on the end of her nose and knotted grey hair spilling from underneath her 

tall, black, crooked, witch's hat. “I’m head of logistics. If you want to get 

your shipment to anywhere in the world, and fast, I’m your Hag.” 

 

“Miss Granger, you may call me Sheri,” said the last witch in a shy voice. 

“I’m your secretary. It’s a pleasure to meet you at last.” Her chestnut hair 

was held in a bun and her robes were conservative. Her lapel was adorned 

with a pin which denoted her membership to the National Arithmancy 

Society. A Quick Quotes Quill danced in the air in front of her, recording 

every word. 

 

“Severus …?” Davy prompted. 

 

“Don’t ask me to ….” 

 

“Protocol, Severus. Come on.” 

 

Snape sighed, “Severus Snape, co-owner along with my fiancée here, Miss 

Granger.” 

 

On hearing the word fiancée there were small, shocked intakes of breath 

around the table. Hermione was sure she heard Southern whisper, ‘Bitch’, 

under her breath. 
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“Davy Gudgeon, Operations Manager, Pegasus Personal Products, and I call 

this meeting to order. I’d like to start with marketing. Southern?” 

 

Southern Witch adjusted her papers and cleared her throat, “Advertising in 

the daily newspapers has yielded poorer than expected results. However, our 

sample campaign in Witch Weekly and Cosmo-witch has increased brand 

awareness by eleven percent.”  

 

She gesticulated wildly as she spoke, which made Hermione sit back in 

alarm. Southern’s Shiseido Red fingernails slashed through the air like 

elongated bloodied talons primed for the kill. “Demographics suggest a surge 

in single, financially independent witches is expected worldwide in the year 

2000. This is following the baby boom of the 1980’s after You-Know-Who’s 

demise. Currently, these young women are in their mid-teens, receptive to 

advertising and pressure from their peers. I propose an increase in media 

advertising over the next four years and request an increase in my budget of 

twenty-five percent." 

 

“Thirteen and not a Sickle more,” said Snape flatly. 

 

Hermione saw Southern stretch a satisfied smile across her perfect painted 

lips and lean forward to mark her parchment with a tick. There wasn’t much 

to this business lark. Ask for twice what you actually want, let the boss think 

he’s asserting himself by giving you half; you come out winning. 

 

“Development?” Davy prompted. 

 

Gigi boldly stood up, which made Chartreuse snort and roll her eyes. Gigi 

seemed oblivious to her colleague’s attempt to unsettle her as she began to 

read from her notes, which she held just two inches from her eyes. “We have 

finished the chamomile line ahead of its New Year's release. Our colour-

changing shampoo continues in development and has shown encouraging 

results on blonde hair, but not on brunettes,” she said in a rush and hurriedly 

sat down before anyone could ask any questions. 

 

“Thank you, Pumpkin,” Davy said with a wink and a warm smile. Gigi smiled 

back. Hermione noticed their warm exchange. If something wasn’t already 

going on between these two, it would be by Halloween. 

 

“How goes it in the world of logistics, Warty?” Davy asked. 
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“Bloody nightmare,” said the old witch, folding her arms on the table. “Africa 

is our biggest headache. Shipment stuck in Dakar for fourteen days, sent on 

to Lagos where it was pilfered by the Yoruba. I swear, Sev, we need to take 

a little ‘working party’ down the Niger, show these juju men that we’re not to 

be messed with.” 

 

“I’ll assist any way I can, Wart, but their magic is Dark and a lot different 

from ours. There’s no legislation and they’re corrupt. They cast spells to the 

highest paying Muggle, for Merlin’s sake. Can we not bypass West Africa 

altogether?” Severus asked. 

 

“We’ll have to. I’ll divert to Fortaleza in Brazil and bounce the cargo into 

Cape Town by Portkey. It’ll be expensive, but it will lessen our losses.” 

 

“How much more expensive?” asked Chartreuse, picking up her quill. 

 

“Third more, if we’re lucky. It might be as much as double. The South African 

market better be worth it.” 

 

Southern took her cue. “It is. Highest growth per capita in the magical 

world.” 

 

“So be it,” said Severus, authoritatively. “Warty, I want daily owls. Southern, 

let me know the moment we see a downward shift in the market. I’m not 

throwing good Galleons after bad.” 

 

Davy paused, making sure Severus had finished before moving on. “Finally, 

financials. Chartreuse?” 

 

Pressing the bridge of her glasses firmly with one finger, Chartreuse 

prepared to speak. “The first quarter of the Goblin financial year has shown 

an increase in turnover of fourteen percent. A decrease in packaging, part of 

our ‘Save a tree—make a Bowtruckle smile’ campaign, has decreased 

controllable costs by three percent. In actual figures this gives us a top line 

of seven hundred and sixty thousand Galleons. Profit, the bottom line, so-to-

speak, is two hundred thousand Galleons, sixteen Sickles and two Knuts.” 

 

“Always good to get in your two Knuts,” Davy said with a grin.  

 

Hermione couldn’t breathe. She had grabbed Severus’ sleeve in a death grip 

as she listened to Chartreuse. They were millionaires. They were loaded—

filthy rich. Never in her wildest dreams had she imagined this sort of success. 
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They probably had their own suite at Gringotts. 

 

Severus looked down at her hand. Her knuckles were white as she clung to 

him, her face pale. Concerned she was about to faint, he looked up and 

asked, “Is there any other business, Gudgeon?” 

 

“Nothing that needs you, Sev. We’ll finish off here. Take little Snape and 

show her around,” he said, with a twinkle in his eye. 

Snape stood up, and helped Hermione to her feet. He retrieved their wands 

and tucked her shaking hand into the crook of his arm.  

 

“Oh, Severus, one small favour before you leave,” interrupted Southern, 

holding up an immaculately manicured finger that demanded attention. “My 

book, do you still have it?” 

 

He reached into his inside pocket and pulled out a small tome, bound in red 

leather. Hermione reached out and took it from him. ‘The Succubus’, the title 

read in gold leaf. 

 

“Thank you, Southern. It was most … enlightening,” he said furtively. 

 

She winked at him, “I’m real glad you approve.” 

 

“What’s it about?” asked Hermione, flicking through the pages.  

 

“Oh, that’s an excellent read!” said Davy enthusiastically. “It’s about this 

professor and-” 

 

“Thank you, Gudgeon, let’s not divulge the plot,” snapped Severus, taking 

the book back from Hermione and passing it across the table to its owner. 

“It’s a study of certain demons, my dear. Very informative.” 

 

With that he guided Hermione out of the room, only too aware of the 

perplexed look on her face. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

The room on the top floor served as Snape's study-cum-bedroom. The 

beamed ceiling slanted and dipped, a visual reminder that they were in a 

eighteenth century building. The window had been enlarged by magic to 
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stretch almost the width of one wall, and half the height. A compact armchair 

and an antique card table faced the window, looking out with an 

unobstructed view of the sea. In the distance, Hermione could see the Isle of 

Wight.  

 

It was apparent why Snape should choose this place as his sanctuary—it was 

tranquil. The furniture was utilitarian and in some cases dual purpose. This 

fitted in perfectly with the feel of the sea, the ancient mariner, and his need 

to have as few possessions as possible. No personal knickknacks cluttered 

the surfaces collecting dust. There were no portraits or paintings. From the 

smooth off-white walls to the waffled cotton comforter on the bed, this room 

was clean, crisp and soothing. 

 

Hermione’s legs could no longer support her weight. She let her hand slip 

from Severus’ arm and sat on the end of the bed. 

 

“How rich are we?” she asked. It was the question that had replayed in her 

mind since before they had left the boardroom. 

 

“Very. The company’s net worth alone is over twenty-five million Galleons.”  

 

“I never imagined—” 

 

“Well, you should have had some idea, it was your plan after all. I followed 

your instructions to the letter.” 

 

“But, Severus, I never planned worldwide distribution.” 

 

He walked over to the armchair, turning it to face her, before sitting down. 

He rested his elbows on his knees and looked at her earnestly. “I wanted to 

prove to you that your trust in me was not misplaced. I started out small, 

reinvested ever Knut we made for the first nine years. I had my Hogwarts 

salary, I lived in the Castle rent-free, had no overheads, so I gave our 

company the best start possible.” 

 

“Why on earth would you still be working as a teacher now we have all this 

wealth from Vanity?” 

 

“Until the Dark Lord is finally destroyed, my place is with Albus and the 

Order. Not a soul at the castle is aware of my foray into private enterprise, 

nor will they be.”  
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“How does Davy Gudgeon feature in all of this?” 

 

“He’s the Operations Manager, runs the company on our behalf. You’ll find no 

one more loyal or hardworking than Davy, he’s the archetypal Hufflepuff. 

They’re too honest or too unsubtle to steal from you, and don’t forget, I’ve 

known him for twenty-five years. Other people are so wrapped up in 

branding me the Death-Eater-on-probation that they cannot see past my 

friendships with Lestrange and Avery. I trust him. Gudgeon has always been 

one of the few people that understands me.” He paused and looked into her 

eyes. Running his fingers through his hair, he added, “As do you.” 

 

“I do understand you, Severus, more than I think you realise.” 

 

“I was there, watching you, last week—when you came back from the past. 

Before you left the common room you said your goodbyes to the Walpurgis 

Knights. I saw your tears as you lamented the passing of Regulus, Wilkes 

and Rosier. That’s when I knew for certain that your trip to 1977 had taught 

you a valuable lesson and had left a lasting impression. You had walked a 

mile in my shoes, and you now understood me better than anyone alive.” 

 

“You were there? Watching?” 

 

“Who else knew to unlock your door at precisely that moment? Hermione, 

when I took the position of Head of Slytherin House I boarded and locked 

your old bedroom. It held too many precious memories for me. I couldn’t 

allow anyone else to sleep in there. My only concern was to make sure that 

you got back safely from the past, and that was when I was going to 

confront you. Until, that is, you spoke the words of loss and regret that 

moved me to silence. You spoke to each of the boys in turn, lamenting their 

deaths and regretting their decisions. You were no longer afraid of them.” 

 

“I saw the Death Eaters as fallible people as opposed to the monsters I was 

told they were. Regulus and I were even quite close. I had no reason to fear 

them anymore, they were really no different to the boys in Gryffindor Tower 

back in my time.” 

 

“The systematic and needless destruction of my friends was what prompted 

me seek out Dumbledore’s assistance. I was twenty-one, Regulus barely 

twenty. He was getting more and more nervous around the other Death 

Eaters; I knew he was scared. He had witnessed Wilkes' and Rosier's deaths 

and wanted out of the Dark Lord’s service.” 
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“So he ran?” 

 

“In a manner of speaking. It was my understanding that his Uncle Alphard 

had a theory about how the Dark Lord could be defeated. I searched, but 

when I couldn’t find him, I feared the worst. All my Slytherin friends were 

now dead, missing or captured. In a bid to save Regulus, I went to 

Dumbledore and begged for his assistance.” 

 

“You went to the school? But you were a Death Eater?” 

 

“Aberforth and I have always got along well. He’s a discerning judge of 

character and appreciated my discretion on a small matter concerning a 

cashmere goat with long eyelashes and a very dubious past. When Albus was 

expected at the Hog’s Head to interview a new teacher I was contacted and 

met him there. The Headmaster accepted me back into the fold with open 

arms. We tried in vain to find Regulus. It was months afterwards that his 

body was found. By then, the Dark Lord had fallen, and I had played my part 

in his demise.” Severus looked mournful for a moment, before shaking 

himself out of his reverie and giving her a small smile. “Ten uneventful years 

later, a bushy-haired first year turns up at Hogwarts, by the name of 

Hermione Granger.” 

 

“That must have been a shock,” she said, wincing slightly. 

 

“Not as much of a shock as when she was sorted into Gryffindor. I thought 

you were a Slytherin, through-and-through.” 

 

“Ah. Sorry about that. I had to be a member of your House in your era, to be 

able to get close to you. I threatened the Hat—successfully—to sort me into 

Slytherin.” 

 

“Yes,” he said, rising and joining her on the bed, “Let’s discuss this further, 

shall we?” He stroked her cheek with the back of his hand. “Why exactly did 

you travel into the past?” 

 

“To be with you.” 

 

He undid the top button of her frock coat. She looked down at his fingers. 

“What are you doing?” 

 

“I am rewarding you for your good behaviour. If you answer me truthfully a 

button will be undone. I promise it will be worth your while to comply. 
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However, do not expect further leniency. I will require much more detailed 

responses from you. The first button is merely a taste of my generosity. Let’s 

try again. Why did you travel into the past?” 

 

“You didn’t notice me. I wanted you to notice me,” she said, a little flustered. 

Another button was popped undone. 

 

“Why did you want me to notice you?” 

 

“Because you’re handsome.” No button was touched this time. He looked at 

her with a raised eyebrow.  

 

“The truth, I said.” 

 

“It happened that evening at the end of last year. You were still master of 

Potions and I was brewing Vanity.” 

 

“I remember it well.” Another button was released. 

 

“You held my wrists. I … had … never ….” She swallowed hard. “You looked 

at me, saw right inside of me. I was aroused, afraid and apprehensive at the 

same time. I could see you as a man as opposed to just my teacher. I 

realised I wanted more of you, but you would never have given me a second 

look. I was a student, and as far from being on your prospective romantic list 

as was possible.” 

 

“Probably,” he confirmed with a nod, undoing the next two buttons for her 

candour. 

 

Encouraged, she continued. “I got hold of the Time-Turner specifically to go 

back in time to meet you on an even field. I wanted you to see me as an 

equal.” 

 

“So,” he said, nimbly freeing the last two buttons and slipping the coat slowly 

over her shoulders. “Equals, are we?” 

 

“Remove the convention of our school relationship, then yes. We are both of 

us of a singular and taciturn disposition. We adhere to the rules only to break 

them when it suits our needs to further our ideals and principles.” 

 

He leant forward and kissed her. She met his lips with hers, and each 

demanding move he made she matched with her own. Running her hands 
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upwards, across his chest, she relished the lines of his now defined body. 

She fiddled with his collar until she found his top button. Holding the 

fastening in her hand she twisted and pulled away from his kiss. He glared at 

her, angry that she should deprive them at that moment. 

 

“You left your story at my sorting. One button will be released for each 

truthful answer. What went through your mind as I attended Hogwarts—how 

did your perception of me change?” 

 

“In the beginning I resented you. I wanted to push you as far away from me 

as possible.” His top button was undone. “Despite myself, I couldn’t help but 

look out for you. It was a paternal feeling at first; you were no more than a 

child. When you had the altercation with that Troll …” he faltered, and 

swallowed hard.  

 

“You gave Harry a very evil look, I remember that.” 

 

“You could have been killed. I blamed him for putting you in danger. After 

that, my resentment lessened, and I just had to compensate by hardening 

my outward resolve toward you.” 

 

Hermione had forgotten about the buttons, so she undid three in quick 

succession.  

 

“Dashing off after the Philosopher’s Stone, you put yourself into needless 

danger. Second year you’re brewing bloody Polyjuice. I was almost relieved 

when you got yourself petrified.” 

 

“What!” 

 

“Well, at least that way you were unable to throw yourself into that God 

forsaken Chamber with a sixty-foot Basilisk. That was a close run thing for 

Potter, you do know that?” 

 

“And Ginny. Point taken,” she sighed. 

 

“Third year you were held hostage by Black in the Shrieking Shack. If I 

hadn’t followed Lupin that night—” He paused again, and looked at her 

earnestly. “Your magical ability wasn’t half what I knew you would be 

capable of … eventually. When I saw you being threatened by that animal I 

lost control completely. It took three of you to subdue me, for which I 

haven’t forgiven you, lady.” 
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“Two buttons, then. As an apology. If you remember, I did try to reason with 

you that night.” His coat was now half open and Hermione stroked his chest 

through the crisp, cotton, collarless shirt. “You are doing very well. But I feel 

there is still more I need to know.” She withdrew her hand and looked at him 

in mock severity. 

 

He sighed. “Very well. The end of your fifth year, I was summoned to Dolores 

Umbridge’s office. You and your friends had been rounded up by Malfoy and 

his cronies. The dainty Miss Bulstrode was demonstrating her wrestling hold 

on you. It was all I could do to keep my eyes on Potter, otherwise I would 

have tried to rescue you. There was nothing I could do without compromising 

every ruse the Headmaster and I had created. I left the room as quickly as 

possible, intent to return, once I had confirmed Black was missing and 

alerted Albus.” 

 

“You told Vincent Crabbe to loosen his hold on Neville.” 

 

“I was hoping the message would penetrate Bulstrode's unusually thick skull 

as well.” 

 

“It did.” 

 

“Another button, perhaps?” he prompted. 

 

“No. Your subtle saviour tactics are counter-acted by the ‘I see no difference’ 

comment about my teeth. I suppose you were only saying that to cover your 

double agent status in front of Malfoy?” she asked hopefully. 

 

“No, I said that because it amused me,” he replied. His smile broadened. 

“Damned funniest thing I’d seen in years! Remind me, what form does your 

Patronus take?” 

 

Hermione tried to look offended. “Otter,” she said quietly. 

 

“Priceless!” Snape laughed.  

 

Hermione chided him by crossing her arms and giving him a hard stare.  

 

He lifted her chin, and curbed his laughter. “I came looking for you, 

Hermione. That day in the forest, I was desperate to find you. Neither you, 

Potter or even the detestable Dolores were anywhere to be found. Then you 
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turned up gravely injured after the fight at the Ministry. Dolohov received 

retaliatory retribution for that. My own brand of personal and undetectable 

revenge which makes being a Potions master so rewarding." 

 

The last of his buttons were undone and Hermione stood up to remove his 

jacket. 

 

"Hermione, I won't pretend to be comfortable with the student and teacher 

aspect of our relationship, in fact, it irks me no end. I ask that you allow me 

my discomfort and reticence on this point." 

 

She reached for his shirt, and unbuttoned it. He reciprocated, negotiating the 

lace of her blouse that concealed her tiny pearl buttons. 

 

“The night I brewed Vanity for the first time. What were your feelings toward 

me then?” 

 

He stilled his hands. “I knew it was only a matter of weeks until you would 

take your trip into the past. It was all I could do not to take you on the desk 

right there and then.” 

 

“You are a bad boy.”  

 

“You can’t blame me, it has been nineteen years.” He opened her blouse and 

blinked in astonishment when he saw she wore nothing underneath. “A little 

underdressed, aren’t we?” 

 

“Hmm, I liked wearing a frock coat and trousers—it feels a little bit like 

cross-dressing—thought I would forego the bra today. I like this feeling of 

freedom.” She teased him by running the flat of her hand over one of her 

nipples. He brought his hand up to touch her, using his fingertips to stroke 

her breasts slowly. When she spoke again, she did so in a much lower voice. 

“What do you mean it’s been nineteen years? I didn’t expect you not to see 

other women. Chartreuse seems quite the old flame, for example.” 

 

“You really don’t know, do you?” he said, his voice husky. 

 

“Know what?” She reached down and felt for his erection. She gently teased 

through the cloth of his trousers, touching and encouraging him with feather-

light strokes. 

 

“Hermione, that betrothal parchment had a fidelity charm attached to it. The 
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two ribbons in the seal? I found out about five years later when I, well, I was 

having certain problems when it came to women.” 

 

“You don’t mean to say that for nearly two decades you haven’t—” 

 

“I mean exactly that. Wiggleworth had the parchment researched; they had 

no idea it contained such magic. We signed and consummated the betrothal, 

and that constituted a binding commitment. All the ancient magic needed 

were four words to condemn me to the solitary life of a pious monk.” 

 

“What four words? Who said them?” 

 

“Do you remember a conversation about hand-fasting and a ghoul as best 

man?” 

 

“You didn’t find a ghoul—oh!” Realisation hit her—“So mote it be.” 

 

He nodded, “Four little words. Put another way, Amen.” 

 

“Shit.” 

 

“Yes, my sentiments exactly.” 

 

“Severus, I’m really sorry.” 

 

“I hated you, but only for the first fifteen years,” he said with a smile. 

“Honestly, what’s done is done. In the past.”  

 

“How can I possibly make it up to you?” 

 

He ran his fingertips from her breasts down her navel and toyed with the top 

button of her trousers. “They really are quite boyish these trousers, aren’t 

they?” 

 

“Most definitely. It feels very naughty. Do you like it?” 

 

“They have an appeal, but only because it’s you that’s inside of them. Now, 

despite the best efforts of the Council of Magical Law, we are still bound by 

our betrothal and I would very much like to take my due. I think we should 

start by finding out what day of the week it is.”  

 

“Sunday. What are you talking about, Severus? It’s Sunday.” 



 129 

 

“Ah, but your knickers were always so inaccurate, so uncertain as to which 

day of the week they were meant to be worn. I never realised ‘days of the 

week’ knickers could be so alluring. Their memory has been my erotic 

fantasy for many years, which is not something a grown man would usually 

care to admit.” He unbuttoned her trousers, but stopped before removing 

them. “Let’s see. I predict ... Wednesday.” 

 

“I didn’t pay attention when I put them on. Okay, I’ll guess Monday.” She lay 

back on the bed and lifted her hips so he could remove her trousers 

completely. 

 

“Ah, Friday, my favourites.” He traced the embroidered lettering with one 

finger before standing up and removing his belt. “You look so inviting. I could 

almost feel seventeen again.” He unbuttoned and removed his own trousers 

and then his underpants. His erection was straining, eager and upright.  

 

He stroked himself as Hermione watched. Her own arousal made her nerve 

endings tingle and her body quivered in anticipation. She stared at his naked 

body and licked her lips. Her hands groped for her knickers, desperate to 

remove them. She needed him, wanted that beautiful feeling of being taken 

and possessed by him. As she slid her underwear down her thighs, he knelt 

on the bed and grasped the flimsy cotton, pulling them off and tossing them 

to the floor.  

 

He opened her legs by sliding his hands up her inner thighs, exerting just 

enough pressure to encourage her to spread for him. She lay back and 

released a deep sigh. This was wonderful. She needed this, she needed him 

to make her whole. He completed her and their previous couplings were the 

most incredible experiences she had ever had. She had missed him.  

 

He was kneeling between her legs, gently stroking her, spreading her 

moisture, preparing her. “Hermione, it’s been nineteen years since I was with 

you,” he said in a ragged voice. “Don’t expect this to last very long.” 

 

She reached forward and slid her hands on each side of his hips. Guiding him 

forward, she adjusted her own position to meet his. He lowered himself over 

her, whilst Hermione positioned his aching shaft at her entrance. She arched 

her back in encouragement, but he needed none. He pushed his way inside 

of her, letting out a groan as her tight little passage gripped him. She 

wriggled underneath him, desperate for him, wanting him to fill her 

completely.  
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He gave her just a few thrusts before he stopped. His hair fell across his 

face, and his body was taut and sweating. “If you move,” he gasped, “I’m 

going to come.” 

 

She moved his hair aside so she could see his face. Severus was trying hard 

to control himself. He looked so tense, almost pained. He needed his release, 

and quickly. “Then come,” she said, and squeezed her inner muscles as hard 

as she could. He wrapped his arms around her and gripped her tightly. His 

head was thrown sharply back. Crying out, he climaxed.  

 

~o0o~ 

 

They lay together, entwined. She felt Severus’ fingers delicately graze her 

arm as she explored his chest with the tips of her fingers. He leant down, his 

mouth covering hers; searching, remembering.  

 

His left arm lay across her chest. As he broke the kiss Hermione looked down 

with distaste at the hideous mark left by the insidious Lord. She raised her 

hand in morbid fascination and took hold of his wrist, turning his arm. The 

Mark was very similar to a tattoo, except it shimmered in such a way that it 

gave the impression that it was always moving. Etched into his once 

unblemished skin was now a hideous skull with a protruding serpent that 

symbolized a long, searching tongue.  

 

Hermione released his wrist and slid her hand along his forearm. She 

expected to feel the Mark slither under her touch, but despite its appearance, 

she felt nothing. 

 

"Exotic, isn't it?" he asked, disdainfully. 

 

"It's unfortunate to see it. I'll not pretend it's particularly pleasant. I can try 

to learn to live with it, tolerate it, accept it as part of you. It is you I want, 

Severus, exactly as you are, and that means with blemishes, history and 

everything that goes along with it." She laid his wrist down and raised her 

hand to his face.  

 

He pulled back—his gaze piercing—his eyes incredulous.  

 

Hermione reached her hand up and slowly caressed his hair, “You’re not 
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using Neptune?” 

 

He couldn’t help but raise one eyebrow. “I’m in disguise. I don’t want anyone 

to get suspicious about my business interests. It would ruin my image; 

better this than some glorious, silky-haired, pin-up boy.”  

 

He ran his hand through her hair. “It’s been so long.” 

 

He lowered his face to hers, his lips devouring her. She stroked his tongue 

with hers, slowing the pace to gentle licks, guiding him with her hands.  

 

“Severus, slow down, we have time now; all the time in the world.” 

 

She sucked on his bottom lip and soothed it with her tongue, her hand 

massaging the soft skin and fine hair on his chest. She ran her fingers round 

his nipple then replaced her fingers with her mouth, sucking gently. Severus 

let out a low moan, sifting his hands through her hair, desperate for 

purchase.  

 

He pulled her face up to his and kissed her gently. Hermione thought she 

heard him whisper, “I've always loved you.”  

 

Her brown eyes widened slightly at the unexpected declaration from the man 

before her. He didn’t look at her, couldn’t look at her; he buried his nose into 

the delicate skin of her neck, darting small, teasing licks with his tongue. “As 

I recall,” he continued easily, as though he hadn’t just said anything out of 

the ordinary, “this was a particularly sensitive spot.” 

 

Hermione gasped at the contact, relishing the feel of his silky tongue.  

 

“Oh yes, this feels familiar, right here,” he said, as he circled a slightly raised 

freckle that had been ingrained in his memory. 

 

She reached out and wrapped her hand around his swelling erection, tickling 

the underside of the damp head. “As I recall, my 'King-of-the-Snakes', this 

was a particularly sensitive spot for you.” She laughed throatily as Severus 

closed his eyes, panting against her, thrusting slightly into her hand.  

 

She wanted to re-learn his body; explore him, probe him, see if his likes 

were the same. She knew young Severus; to her it was just last week, but 

he was different now, this was different. The skin on his chest was not the 

soft boyish flesh; it seemed almost harsher, marked with the shadows of 
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scars, and ripples of wounds from years of hard living. She didn’t know what 

had transpired in those missing years—she wasn’t entirely sure she wanted 

to—all she knew was that she wanted to know him now. 

 

She squeezed his cock gently, caressing him, running her hand up and down 

its length. She tried to position herself to take him in her mouth, but he 

placed a hand on her arm. “Wait, Hermione,” he looked at her pleadingly, 

“Let me taste you, it's been something I have … desired.” 

 

Hermione dropped back on the bed, planted her feet and allowed her thighs 

to part, her arms fanned out to the side. She gave him the view he’d longed 

for all these years. He nuzzled her dark curls, and inhaled her scent. He 

tentatively explored the pink lips with the tip of his finger, and tested the 

warm droplets of moisture trapped within her darkened folds. Severus 

brought his finger up to his mouth and, in an act of unconscious curiosity, 

licked the pearly-white substance from its tip. Hermione ran her tongue over 

her lips while her eyes were fixed on his deliberate movement. He dipped 

once again into her warmth and this time offered it to her. She inclined her 

head and licked the tip, tasted it, then wrapped her hot mouth around it and 

sucked. Severus plunged his finger in and out of her mouth as Hermione 

moaned her approval, lost in a haze of lust. 

 

Encouraged, Severus spread her legs wider and explored once again, using 

his tongue. Even with his still untutored movements, he was doing something 

very, very right.  

 

Hermione writhed underneath him, “Yes, oh God, yes—there, right there.” 

One more stroke, a swipe of his tongue across that little spot and she would 

surely … Oh, she needed to breathe … 

 

Looking up, Hermione realised she was unprepared for this; unprepared for 

how she would feel, exposed before not Severus the teenager, but her 

professor. It was erotic to have an older man, the one she had fantasised 

about, with his long greasy hair, moving rhythmically between her thighs. 

 

She wanted to come—his tongue was driving her insane. She also wanted to 

wait, and savour the orgasm with him buried inside of her. Hermione’s mouth 

felt empty and she wanted to suck his hefty, hard, hot flesh. 

 

“Wait,” Hermione’s eyes were burning. “Could I also … while you … could we 

try …?” She motioned toward his now weeping cock and ran her tongue 

unconsciously across her top lip.  
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He paused and looked at her. His cock throbbed and twitched at the idea of 

his beautiful young witch pleasing him while he did the same to her. “You’d 

better let me lie down then, I think.”  

 

Hermione moved to the side and straddled Severus about the waist. Her 

former Potions master was definitely different from the younger man she had 

known, in every way. She hadn’t really had time to really look at his penis 

yet but the time had come for some exploration. She raked a hand through 

his wiry jet black curls. There was definitely more hair now, and it was 

coarser, not as fine as she remembered.  

 

She rubbed her hands together to warm them up a bit, then smoothed the 

skin of his torrid shaft with her fingers. His skin was darker; his penis, even 

in this aroused state, was not as pale and fine as it had been. She fingered 

his balls, tracing the fine skin of his sac. It was more brownish than before, 

just a little. Severus let out a frustrated moan at her almost scientific 

investigation of his veins and ridges. “Hermione—get on with it, will you?” 

 

She shot a glance over her shoulder at the anxious expression on his face. 

He never did have much patience, and apparently, some things never 

change. She sat further back, and bent her head to her task. He pulled her 

hips up, and stroked the soft skin of her buttocks. He propped himself up to 

the right angle by shifting the pillows around a bit and got himself 

comfortable. He parted her lips with two fingers, and extended his tongue. In 

one quick movement, he pushed it inside of her.  

 

Hermione relished this new sensation he was giving her. Wanting him to feel 

just as good, she gripped his member in her hand and licked her way up the 

underside of the shaft. Twirling her tongue around the head, she gathered 

his juices. Sucking the tip she opened her mouth and began working her way 

down his length, swallowing him, until she had as much as she could 

manage. Then she relaxed her throat, forced her head down, and took more. 

Stretched past her limit, she gradually sucked her way back up. The increase 

in pressure elicited a stifled moan from Severus.  

 

He was now licking and sucking her outer lips, tracing a line back to the tight 

bud of her anus. Hermione gasped as his tongue circled the sensitive area 

around the ring, while his hands teased her buttocks. Her moan travelled up 

his member, the length of his spine and back, pleasure bursting in his groin. 

He redoubled his efforts, lifting her higher so he could work his mouth 

around her clit, sucking firmly on the engorged nub. As Hermione moaned 
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around his cock, his hips rose unbidden, desperate for more. His own groan 

of pleasure sent sparks of intense pleasure that overwhelmed her.  

 

Hermione was in a state of blissful agony. Her breasts were swinging with the 

combined movement, tickling his belly. The touch to her hardened nipples 

sent more pleasure straight to where Severus’ mouth was. Her jaw ached but 

she continued sucking him, teasing him with occasional nips along the 

underside. They were both writhing in shared pleasure.  

 

“Hermione, turn around.” His ragged voice, so out of character to his 

normally controlled demeanour, aroused her more than she thought was 

possible. She slipped him out of her mouth, placed a kiss on the tip, and 

turned around to see him panting and swollen lipped, his mouth still coated 

with her juices.  

 

Hermione bent and ran her tongue across his lips, cleaning them, tasting 

herself as she did so.  

 

Severus grabbed her hips and helped her position herself over him, as she 

slid down onto his warmth. Hermione closed her eyes at the fullness of him 

within her. She bent down, capturing his lips in a kiss, caressing his tongue 

with hers, as he moved rhythmically under her. His thrusts were becoming 

faster.  

 

They were both so aroused, she knew they wouldn’t last long. His hands 

moved up to cup her breasts, and tease the darkened, prominent tips. She 

leaned slightly forward, grinding her clit into his pubic bone.  

 

“Severus ….” Hermione’s eyes closed as the bolts of pleasure shot through 

her. His thrusts became uneven until he gave one long arch, and gasped, 

holding her hips firmly to him.  

 

She collapsed onto him, breathing hard against his chest. He wrapped his 

arm around her, and kissed her temple. She quirked her head, looked up at 

him and smiled.  

 

“So did you …?” he asked, reviving their old adage. 

 

She gave him a sly smile. “You know I did.” 

~o0o~ 
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My great-great-grandmother was born in The Still and West. Spice Island 

was so named because of the bad drains. There were large gates separating 

it from the rest of Old Portsmouth, it could only be reached from the sea. It 

became a den of prostitution, allegedly. (Although we know differently. Those 

sneaky wizards!)  

 

Rickman film references: There are twelve. One is Robin hood, all the others 

are all the actual film names, and they all occur on the walk to Hogsmeade, 

before they get to the Hog's Head. Happy Hunting! 

 

 

 

Chapter 12 – Snape's Helping Hand 

 

 'Lumos!' 

 

Hermione shone her wand-light around her dorm room. She was awakened 

by what sounded like the distant rumble of a construction site—Lavender was 

snoring. Parvati was asleep, too. Her chest rising and falling; she smiled 

contentedly back from dream-land. The other two girls had their curtains 

drawn.  

 

Stepping carefully off of her bed onto the cold wooden floor, she crept over 

and crouched in front of her friend’s bedside cabinet. Lavender snorted and 

turned over in her sleep. Hermione froze, afraid she would be caught. Only 

when Lavender’s lumbering, heavy breathing had returned did she dare to 

open the small cupboard door. Shining her wand inside, she perused the 

array of bottles and jars. 

 

‘Vanity’ - Hair Strengthening and Smoothing Serum.  

‘Vanity’ - Shampoo for Luscious Locks.  

‘Vanity’ - Conditioner for Spell-Damaged Hair. 

‘Vanity’ - Extreme Hold Hairspray for Styling Spells. 

‘Vanity’ - Halloween Essential Leave-In Shimmer Spray. 

‘Vanity’ - Pre-wash, with Essence of Murtlap (0.3%).  

 

Hermione opened the lid of the conditioner and took an investigative sniff. It 

smelled rich, like spicy orange, and of good quality. The bottle was small and 
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the packaging opulent. It was definitely pitched at the luxury, top-end of the 

market. Lifting her wand higher, she read the label: 

Pegasus Personal Products, Lancashire, England.  

Customer service and hair care advice available by owl. 

Registered office: Neptune House, Spice Island. 

 

Not for consumption. If accident occurs, drink an infusion of  

sweet clover tea while Flooing directly to St. Mungo's. 

Gently replacing the conditioner back amongst the other bottles, she quietly 

closed the cupboard door and returned to bed. Vanity was a huge success. 

Their products were used, or at least known, by almost every witch and 

wizard in the world. Draco’s mother would probably be buying the chamomile 

range on its release, parting with some of that precious Malfoy money. Draco 

had most likely been bathed in Vanity's ‘Infant Infusions’ range of 

homeopathic baby products when he was small. That stuck-up elitist snob 

would probably be using their shaving gel—Neptune Facial Elixir for the 

Magical Man—tomorrow when he woke up and found his way to the 

bathroom. That is, if he even shaved yet. She doubted it. 

 

Hermione snuggled into her pillow and pulled the duvet up and around her 

chin. She was rich, she was happy, and she was back with the man she 

loved.  

 

It wasn’t just Bowtruckles that Vanity had made smile tonight. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

“No, Albus. I’ll not accept it. I see it for what it is—preposterous nonsense.” 

Minerva shook her head in disbelief, crossed her arms, and refused his offer 

of hot cocoa and a custard cream. 

 

The Headmaster sighed, sat back behind his desk and made a show of 

selecting one of the biscuits. “What’s done is done. As much as we might like 

to interfere, I fear we cannot. Only time and their combined ingenuity can 

find a situation to their problem—if it is a problem, that is.” 

 

“Of course it’s a problem! This is the most ridiculous tomfoolery I have 

encountered in the whole of my forty year tenure at Hogwarts.” 
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“There may be more going on here than just inconvenience and impropriety,” 

Albus sighed. “Did you know he took her away from the Castle yesterday? I 

don’t think they went to collect Potions ingredients, either.” 

 

McGonagall’s question was full of suspicion. “Where did they go?”  

 

The Headmaster smoothed his beard slowly and thoughtfully. “I cannot say. I 

only hope he keeps Miss Granger well away from Tom and his followers. I 

fear there is more at stake here than just Gryffindor honour, Minerva.”  

 

Her head snapped up. She narrowed her eyes, scrutinising her colleague. 

“You don’t think he would—” 

 

“All I am saying,” he interrupted, “is that I think we may need to keep a 

closer eye on their comings and goings from now on. He still calls Lestrange 

and Avery, ‘friend’, and I believe she may do so as well. There is something 

going on, and I don’t yet know what it is.”  

~o0o~ 

 

The week after their trip to Neptune House seemed to pass very slowly. 

Hermione hadn’t seen Severus since their return to Hogwarts very early on 

Monday morning. They had parted with a brief kiss in the Entrance Hall just 

before five o’clock in the morning. The next day she had been so tired that 

she struggled to pay attention in class. Thankfully, Snape, who seemed none 

the worse for wear, took it easy on her in his class. He ignored her as she sat 

at the back of his classroom, and he resisted the temptation to remark upon 

her distinct lack of hand-waving whenever he asked a question. 

 

By Wednesday, Hermione felt a little better, but her sleep was so disturbed 

that her concentration had dropped dramatically. Her nights were full of 

excitement and anticipation—excitement for the success of their business 

venture and anticipation for when she could be alone with Severus again. 

 

The physical need to touch and feel his warm body wrapped around hers 

aroused and frustrated her. Lying in bed did nothing to quell her yearning for 

him. Darkness made her suggestive imagination work overtime, delivering 

salacious dreams of his body covering hers, him rhythmically pulsing inside 

of her. She wanted him so badly, she seemed to be in a constant state of 

insatiable arousal. He’d turned her into a nymphomaniac which only he could 

satisfy. She was now a lascivious libidinous lust monster, MOM classification 
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XXXX, which ‘only a skilled wizard may handle’.  

 

Transfiguration on Thursday afternoon was by far the worst lesson of the 

week. Her Head of House seemed determined to look down at her as if she 

was some sort of harlot. Taking vengeance where she could, McGonagall 

upped the pace her lesson to some sort of Masters degree level which even 

Hermione, in her exhausted state, could not follow. Much to Minerva’s 

satisfaction, Hermione had to ask for their instructions to be repeated on 

more than one occasion. 

 

The last lesson of the week was Double Defence Against the Dark Arts on 

Friday afternoon. Non-verbal instruction had progressed to working in pairs, 

trying to cast and repel spells with a partner. Hermione worked with Neville, 

choosing him as the person least likely to cast any sort of jinx on her. He 

spent the lesson purple-faced, straining to get his spell to work without 

whispering the incantation. 

 

Every time Snape circled the room he came a little closer to Hermione than 

on his previous circuit. As he stood behind her, glaring at Neville, she was 

sure she felt his breath on her neck. 

 

“Longbottom!” he snapped. Hermione jumped at the sudden sound of his 

voice. “For goodness sake, boy, picture the desired outcome of the spell in 

your mind. Concentration is what you lack. Granger—show him.” 

 

Poor Neville looked terrified. Sparks flared out of his shiny new wand, igniting 

his trouser leg. He hopped around the room, alight and shrieking like a 

Banshee. Malfoy doubled over with laughter and Goyle threw bits of rolled up 

parchment, trying fuel the flames. Harry, Ron and Hermione tried to corner 

him to get him to stop and calm down. Eventually, Professor Snape, wand 

drawn, got himself close enough to cast two spells in quick succession. 

 

'Locomotor Mortis!' he shouted, freezing Neville on the spot. ‘Aguamenti!’ A 

jet of water doused the flames.  

 

Snape looked down his long nose at his pupil, standing rigid in front of him 

with steaming trousers. His voice was low and silky when he spoke, laced 

with sarcasm, “It would appear, Mr. Longbottom, that your destructive streak 

is not limited to the Potions classroom. Five points will be taken from 

Gryffindor for unauthorised alterations to your school uniform. Ten points for 

attempted arson.” 
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~o0o~ 

 

Saturday morning came and Hermione was feeling tired and resentful. She 

grunted a ‘Good Morning’ to Ron as she sat down next to him at breakfast. 

 

“Morning, flower,” piped Ron, with an insanely cheerful grin. “Coming to the 

Quidditch tryouts this morning?” 

 

“Of course,” she answered. In truth, she had forgotten all about the blasted 

Quidditch team selection. Spending the morning out on the Quidditch pitch 

had not been on her agenda. “After tryouts, I think we should go and see 

Hagrid.”  

 

She looked properly at her friend as she spoke, and he seemed on edge. 

“Ron, you’re not nervous about anything, are you?” 

 

“No, not at all,” he replied, fumbling with and then dropping the marmalade. 

“Hagrid, yeah, we should go see him. None of us has explained to him why 

we didn’t take his N.E.W.T. class and he’s not been eating at the staff table 

all week” 

 

Harry looked up from his breakfast. “Agreed, we go after Quidditch. I’ve been 

feeling guilty, but there’s been so much coursework to do. We have to 

practise non-verbal charms for Flitwick this afternoon, so I hope these 

tryouts don’t take too long.” 

 

Ron still seemed nervous. His voice was getting higher and cracking a bit 

when he asked, “Have you seen the list of people wanting to join the team, 

Hermione? Long as your arm!” 

 

“Well, they do have the added incentive of wanting to be on a team with 

Harry,” Hermione offered in explanation. 

 

“What have I got to do with it?”  

 

“Wake up, Harry, it’s not the Gryffindor Quidditch team that’s the lure, it’s 

you. You’re the Chosen One, you’ve grown about a foot over the summer 

and, quite frankly, you are—speaking from a woman’s perspective—hot.” 

 

Ron spat cornflakes all down his jumper. Trying in vain to wipe them away, 
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he managed to choke out, “Hey—I’m taller than he is!” 

 

“Yes, Ronald, but you eat like a piglet,” Hermione informed him matter-of-

factly, and looked up to watch as the post owls circled overhead. Two 

swooped down to Ron and Harry carrying identical parcels. 

 

Ripping off the packaging, which had ‘Flourish and Blotts’ stamped diagonally 

across it, Harry held up and perused both sides of the cover of a pristine 

copy of Advanced Potion-Making by Libatius Borage.  

 

Hermione was immensely relieved. Now she could get Severus’ book back 

from her friend before any damage could be done. “That’s great, Harry. Now 

you can give that nasty book with all the scribbles back. I could take it back 

to Professor Slug-” 

 

“No way, Hermione,” Harry interrupted, “I’m keeping the Prince’s copy, I 

have an idea, look…. 

 

‘Diffindo!’” 

 

To Hermione’s horror, Harry spelled the new cover onto the old book, 

disguising it. The old cover was spelled onto the brand new book and he 

placed it triumphantly on the table. The look on her face must have shown 

her shock and disapproval because Harry felt the need to react in his own 

defence. 

 

“There—Slughorn gets a nine Galleon book for nothing, and the Prince and I 

keep hitting top of the class.” He sat back and crossed his arms, daring her 

to challenge him. 

 

Hermione was angry. How the heck was she going to get Snape’s book back 

from Harry now? Before she could think of something to say to him, an owl 

plopped a copy of the Daily Prophet into her lap. Slightly bemused, she 

unfolded it. Written daintily in pink ink on the front page was a message:  

 

'Miss Granger, your newspaper will be delivered daily. Paid on 

account. Sheri.' 

 

She turned the paper away from Ron’s gaze, but she needn’t have worried. 

He was slurping his tea and talking balls with Colin, only glancing up briefly 

to ask, “Anyone we know died?” 
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Hermione was looking at the business news, where Vanity’s profit forecast 

had been announced. On hearing Ron’s question she quickly scanned the 

main news headline. “No, but Stan Shunpike’s been arrested and there have 

been Dementor attacks.” 

 

“Shunpike?” asked Harry, “What’s he done? Overcharged someone on the 

Knight Bus?” 

 

“Says here he was caught discussing Death Eater tactics in a pub.” 

 

Sir Nicholas wafted past, carrying a birdcage, arguing with Peeves, "Never 

mind that, my lad. I wish to complain about this parrot what I purchased not 

half an hour ago from you." 

 

"Oh yes, the, uh, the Norwegian Blue ... What's, uh ... What's wrong with it?" 

Peeves asked. 

 

"I'll tell you what's wrong with it, matey. 'E's dead, that's what's wrong with 

it!" Sir Nicholas sounded cross. 

 

Peeves tried to appease him, "No, no, 'e's uh, ... he's resting." 

 

"Look, you stupid poltergeist, I know a dead parrot when I see one, and I'm 

looking at one right now." 

 

"No, no, he's not dead, Sir Nicholas, he's, he's restin'! Remarkable bird, the 

Norwegian Blue, ah? Beautiful plumage!" 

 

"The plumage don't enter into it. It's stone dead."  

 

"Nononono, no, no! 'e's resting!"  

 

They drifted off, and out of ear-shot. Hermione’s eyes wandered back to the 

article about the increase in the price of pure Murtlap from source. She could 

imagine Chartreuse sitting at her desk doing her calculations and alerting the 

board. Four Sickles an ounce was substantial in the cutthroat world of 

designer toiletries. Margins; it was all about profit margins. 

 

Harry and Ron were discussing Shunpike’s arrest and its implications. It was 

only when Harry mentioned that they were safe as long as Dumbledore was 

in the Castle that she put the paper down and listened to their conversation. 
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“The thing is,” she contemplated, “I don’t think we have his full attention all 

the time.” She looked up at the High Table, at Snape. Her friends would think 

she meant the Headmaster, and perhaps originally she did, but Severus was 

having an animated and lively conversation with Professor Slughorn. 

 

As silly as it seemed, she was jealous. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione didn’t want to talk much on their way to the pitch. She left Harry 

and Ron —without even wishing them good luck—to start organising the 

tryouts and made her way silently to sit in the stands. Wanting to be alone, 

she climbed to one of the high boxes, usually reserved for the teachers and 

V.I.P.s. 

 

The latent drizzle seemed to have stopped, but Hermione kept her cloak 

wrapped tightly around her against the chill wind. She leant over the railing 

and looked down at the pitch—there were loads of students milling around 

who had come to try out— at least a hundred. She moaned in anguish as she 

calculated the time it was going to take to complete the selection process. 

 

“Stupid Quidditch,” she muttered out loud. “Stupid tryouts. Stupid, stupid 

boys.” 

 

“How very … articulate,” whispered a voice behind her. 

 

She didn’t turn around. She didn’t move. She could sense him, so close. She 

closed her eyes. 

 

“Good morning, Professor Snape. Have you come to watch the opposition—” 

 

“—Select its mighty warriors for the coming season? I think not.” He stroked 

the small of her back as he walked behind her and sat down on one of the 

benches. 

 

She dared not turn to face him, but kept standing, watching her housemates 

down on the pitch. “Are you not worried, Sir, that we might raise suspicion 

by being seen together in such close proximity?” 

 

“Not at all, my sweet Ophelia. There are many more interesting sights and 
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spectacles on the pitch this morning. Two figures, merely observing the 

assembled menagerie, are hardly an adequate reason to divert one’s 

attention.” 

 

She relinquished her pose and turned to face him. “In that case, Professor, 

may I take the seat next to yours? It seems to me the most desirable.” 

 

He made a conciliatory show of moving slightly to accommodate her. Once 

seated, she stretched out her legs, reclined in her seat, and surreptitiously 

leant her head against his shoulder as she made herself comfortable. He 

withdrew his wand. She raised an eyebrow and looked up at him. 

 

“What would you be doing with your wand out, Sir?” 

 

“A time-honoured tradition, Miss Granger. We are about to partake in a little 

Quidditch trial of our own. Take out your own wand, please.” 

 

Confused, but willing to play along, Hermione pulled out her wand and held it 

in her lap, awaiting instruction. 

 

“This morning, we are playing Quidditch—or, if you prefer, anti-Quidditch. 

We are representing the mighty and indomitable House of Slytherin. Over 

there—in the stand opposite—playing for Ravenclaw, Filius Flitwick. Down 

there—on the pitch, good Lord, how many are there?—are Gryffindor's 

sacrificial lambs.” 

 

“And what about Hufflepuff?” asked Hermione. 

 

“Pomona’s on her way. Minerva caught her, but she’ll be here as soon as she 

can. She'll take the stand over to our left.” He gestured to the far stands. 

 

“Err, Severus, is this a regular thing, this anti-tournament?” 

 

“Every year, my love. Minerva has managed to stop me coming for the last 

four years, with one excuse or another. So today I have a lot to make up for. 

Gryffindor have held the Quidditch Cup since 1992, and this is our little way 

of evening the field.” 

 

He looked squarely at Hermione. “Before we start, we must change your 

house colours back to their preferred form.” He touched her tie with his 

wand. Red and gold transformed to green and silver. 
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She liked it. 

 

“The rules are,” he continued, “we disrupt the tryouts, in our favour, as much 

as possible. Here—they are about to start, let me show you.” 

 

A group of ten first years had mounted their brooms and were starting out on 

a circuit if the pitch. One youngster in particular mounted confidently and 

showed he was potentially a competent flyer. Severus waited until he was 

level with the goal and flicked his wand,  

 

‘Rictusempra!’  

 

The boy looked surprised as he was hit by a tickling charm, lost control and 

hit a goalpost. 

 

“Professor Snape!” Hermione chided, turning to face him, shocked at what 

she had just witnessed. “That was the foulest, most despicable, single act of 

treachery I have EVER witnessed.” 

 

“Thank you,” he acknowledged with a small bow. “Watch Flitwick, he’s very 

creative.” 

 

Hermione scrutinised the opposite stand. Professor Flitwick could just be 

seen, standing on a bench with his arms crossed. His wand, held casually in 

his hand, twitched almost imperceptibly as the second group of hopefuls flew 

past. There were shrieks of alarm and the sound of splintering wood as the 

entire group collided. 

 

“Charming!” exclaimed Hermione. 

 

Severus was applauding. “That was excellent. Observe the master at work. A 

perfectly executed Horton-Keitch braking charm cast simultaneously with a 

Hurling Hex.” He raised a hand in silent salute to his colleague and mouthed, 

‘Superb!’. Flitwick bowed and disappeared. His work was done. 

 

“You don’t actually expect me to believe that every year the Head of Houses 

lower themselves to disrupting the tryouts?” 

 

He answered her by flicking his wand at a third year boy who was attempting 

to try out for Chaser. His Comet Two Sixty collided with the ground as he 

was thrown clear.  
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“Clumsy boy!” Snape sneered, with a satisfied smirk. 

 

Katie Bell took to the air showing all the talent of a seasoned player. She was 

passed the Quaffle and chicaned through the young hopefuls, demonstrating 

a passable Woollongong Shimmy, desperate to impress the new Captain. 

 

“Please, Severus,” Hermione pleaded in desperation, “don’t do anything to 

Katie.” 

 

“Rest assured, Miss Bell is quite safe. She’s excellent to have on the team. 

An asset to Slytherin. We can out-manoeuvre her on the pitch easily,” 

Severus mused, as he studied the prospective Chasers performing their 

Reverse Passes and attempting a Parkin's Pincer. “And I am quite partial to 

the young Miss Weasley. I think we could do with her on the team. Draco will 

easily intimidate her into losing on a match day. Let’s help her selection 

along, shall we?” 

 

Severus cast a succession of non-verbal spells. Ginny’s broom sped up 

dramatically and he assisted her in scoring a number of goals by clearing her 

path to the goal hoops. Students and brooms were scattered hither and 

thither as Ginny, red hair flying a trail behind, made her triumphant path to 

the hoops time and time again. 

 

Demelza Robins was in trouble. While Severus continued his assistance at 

the goal end, Hermione noticed a Bludger aimed straight at Demelza’s back. 

 

‘Impedimenta!’ Hermione cried, slowing the Bludger enough for Demelza to 

see the oncoming threat and make an avoiding manoeuvre. 

 

“That’s the spirit!” encouraged Snape. 

 

“It was going to knock her head off, I had to do something!” Hermione 

retorted as she deflected another Bludger away from Demelza. Katie drew 

Demelza upwards with a Porskoff Ploy and threw the Quaffle to Ginny who 

then executed a perfect double loop and sped—flat out—toward the goal 

hoops. 

 

“Keep going, we’ll have her on the team in no time,” he said, sounding 

amused. Snape pointed his wand in the direction of the Bludger. 

 

“You're controlling that damned ball, aren't you?” Hermione snapped, slightly 

out of breath. The Bludger once again headed for Demelza. 
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“I can neither confirm or deny your accusation.” 

 

“‘Mobilis bludger!’ Well stop it, Severus, it’s not funny!” 

 

“On the contrary, I find it most comical.”  

 

“'Protego!'” Hermione threw a shield at Demelza that deflected Snape’s last 

Bludger. 

 

Harry called the Chasers back to the ground. Hermione was red in the face 

from her frantic spell casting. 

 

“You really are awful. Look, the Keepers are taking to the air. Please, don’t 

do anything to Ron. He wants this more than anything.” 

 

Snape turned to her. “Defending Mr. Weasley, Hermione? Why would you be 

doing something like that?” He tucked a curl behind her ear in order to study 

her face better. 

 

“I’m not defending him, not exactly. He’s my friend. He wants to be on the 

team so much, that’s all.” She turned her face away and looked down onto 

the pitch. Harry had his hands on his hips and was arguing with the students 

who had failed to be selected as Beaters. Things were not going well for the 

Chosen One. His voice rose up in the cold, swirling air; he could just be 

heard threatening to hex the unsuccessful moaners. 

 

Severus stroked a slow line down Hermione’s back, kneading and massaging 

through her clothes. “Are you sure that’s all it is? I see the way Weasley 

looks at you—like a child gazing through a shop window, longingly, at an 

international standard broom. He covets you.” His eyes sought out Ron who 

was watching the potential Keepers take turns trying to impress Harry with 

their varying skills. 

 

“Perhaps,” Snape continued after a pause, “we would do well to give Mr. 

Weasley a distraction, something to keep his hands and mind occupied and 

away from you.” 

 

Hermione turned sharply, she looked at Snape—fear and dread for her friend 

apparent in her wide-eyed face. 

 

“Ah, there’s that concern again. Yes, it would serve me well to have Mr. 
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Weasley otherwise engaged with his Quidditch team. He will then be much 

less likely to cause you a distraction, I think.” He raised his wand. 

 

Hermione panicked. She didn’t have any but the feelings of a sib for Ron, but 

fear he would be hurt caused her to raise her hand to meet Snape’s, stilling 

the spell that threatened to spill from his lips. 

 

“Have no fear for your suitor, Hermione. I merely wish to assist him in his 

attempt to make the team,” he said, with a hint of malice. He then gestured 

toward the goals. “This fellow here seems to be doing rather well, he’s saved 

four from four.” Concentrating for a moment on the boy who was, at that 

moment, in front of the goal hoops, he muttered, ‘Confundus’. 

 

The lad veered off clumsily to the right as the Quaffle found its mark and a 

goal was scored. Cursing, he flew back toward Harry. He threw his broom to 

the ground in frustration. 

 

“Who was that you just Confunded?” asked Hermione, craning her neck to 

get a better view. 

 

“McLaggen. An irritating, petulant, little twit,” he muttered disdainfully. 

 

Ron mounted his broom and flew to the hoops. He saved all five penalties 

without any magical intervention, although Snape’s wand was drawn and he 

was prepared to deflect the Quaffle as far as Hogsmeade, if necessary. 

Hermione cheered, and gave Snape a kiss on the cheek.  

 

“Thank you. The end, in this case, justified the means.” She kissed him again 

before dashing off to find Ron and congratulate him. 

 

Snape stayed seated, glaring down at Ronald Weasley. He also observed 

Lavender Brown mooning at the new Keeper as he was congratulated by his 

teammates. There was a potential little romantic ensemble to contemplate. 

Perhaps a little encouragement might be needed … 

 

~o0o~ 

 

“Ron, you were brilliant!” Hermione shouted as she ran across the pitch. 

 

Ron stood up straight, proudly pushing out his chest. “I was much better 
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than Cormac McLaggen, did you see him take that dive on the fifth?” 

 

Hermione didn’t answer. She dipped her head and blushed deeply. 

 

Harry looked at her, head to one side. He had noticed her blush. 

 

~o0o~ 

The trip to Hagrid’s had been, well, tense. He was sullen that they had 

apparently been ignoring him since the start of term. His insistence that the 

three of them could have used Time-Turners to fit his class into their 

schedules made Hermione so nervous that she blurted out that the entire 

Ministry stock of Time-Turners had been destroyed when they had had their 

skirmish there last summer. A falsehood, perhaps, but it allayed suspicion. 

 

They quitted their friend’s company when it was time for dinner. Making their 

way across the Entrance Hall they saw McLaggen. He kept bumping into the 

door frame, like he was tipsy or something. Ron went forward to help him, 

well, have a gloat really. Hermione moved forward to follow them, but Harry 

held her back. 

 

“Hermione, what happened today at the tryouts?” 

 

She didn’t meet his eye. “I don’t know what you mean.” 

 

Harry turned her to face him. “McLaggen looks like he has been Confunded, 

Hermione. And you were sitting high enough in the stands to have cast it.” 

 

What could she say? It was glaringly obvious that McLaggen was still under 

the effects of a powerful Confundus Charm. Either admit to it being Snape 

that had cast it and prepare for Dr. Filibuster’s Industrial Strength Fireworks 

to go off, or lie.  

 

“Okay, it was me,” she said, looking at the floor. “I did it. There—satisfied?” 

 

“Hermione Jane Granger!” Harry admonished. “How treacherous of you, and 

I thought you were a perfect Prefect.” He grinned from ear to ear and 

slapped her playfully on the back. 

 

“Hey—come on you two!” called Ron from the doorway. “What are you 

doing?” 
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“Nothing,” Harry and Hermione replied together. They looked at each other 

and grinned, before hurrying off toward Ron and their aromatic roast beef 

dinner. 

 

“Ah, Harry. My, my, in a rush, aren’t we? Jolly good, I say, jolly good,” 

Professor Slughorn’s perpetually jovial voice called from behind them. “I’m 

glad I caught you. I’m having a soiree of sorts this evening. I do hope you 

can make it.” 

 

Hermione looked her Potions master up and down. He was as flamboyantly 

dressed as ever. His moustache twitched for a moment, before he made a 

flourishing bow and spoke directly to her. "I do hope the delightful Miss 

Granger will be able to attend my little shindig tonight, too?" 

 

He ignored Ron, which irked Hermione. Why did Professor Slughorn wear his 

biases on his sleeve? Didn't he realise what an ignominious prat he was? 

 

“I’ll not be able to come, Professor,” said Harry, sounding relieved. “I have a 

detention with Professor Snape this evening.” 

 

“No matter, my boy. I’ll have a little word with Severus, sort that little matter 

out for you, eh?” He winked and patted Harry on the arm conspiratorially.  

 

“And I am not sure I can make it, either, Professor,” said Hermione, thinking 

on her feet, “I have to practise Transfiguring … umm … something.” 

 

“Nonsense!” cried Slughorn. “There’s nothing like one of my little parties to 

relax a young lady. They do say that ‘all work and no play makes Jill a dull 

witch’, after all.” With a wide-mouthed grin, and not waiting for a response, 

he was off, belying his years by scooting down the corridor like a satin 

draped frog after a juicy fly. 

 

Hermione watched him until he was out of sight. The last place she wanted 

to be this evening was in the company of her old Head of House and his 

pompous Slug Club. There was still every chance he would recognise her 

from the Seventies. Lost in her thoughts, she followed Harry and Ron into the 

Great Hall, unfastening her cloak as she dawdled behind them.  

 

Severus was watching her as she came in. No doubt he had seen the 

exchange with Professor Slughorn. As she draped her cloak over one 

shoulder she saw him stiffen and grab his collar, giving her a meaningful look 
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and twisting his neck slightly. 

 

Oh, Merlin! She was still wearing her Slytherin tie. 

 

Taking out her wand as casually as she could, she drew it upwards toward 

her throat and coughed out the reversal incantation. Looking about, she 

couldn’t see anyone that had noticed. Raising her eyes to the High Table, she 

saw Snape give her a quick nod before returning his attention to the food in 

front of him.  

 

Someone else’s gaze burned into her; she could feel it. Scanning the 

teachers' table, she saw Professor McGonagall glaring at her, distaste 

apparent in her unblinking stare. Hermione smiled at her weakly, before 

taking her seat between Ron and Harry.  

 

“Yorkshire pud’, Hermione?” offered Ron, passing her the serving dish. 

 

“Lovely, Ron. Thanks,” she replied absently, her thoughts elsewhere. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

They settled down in front of the fire in the common room of Gryffindor 

Tower. First and second years ran about playing their childish games, making 

as much noise and disturbance as they could. Lavender and Parvati gossiped, 

heads together, in the window seat. The portraits moved to stretch their 

tired, aching, painted limbs. The tapestries, in livery of gold and crimson, 

warmed the stone walls and gave Hermione a feeling of being snug and 

content. 

 

Harry and Ron were bickering about Draco, as usual. Ron got up and stormed 

off just as Demelza Robins approached. 

 

“Hi Harry,” she said, timidly. “I have a note here for you.” 

 

Harry looked up at her. “From Professor Slughorn, I expect.” 

 

“No,” she said, shaking her head, “Snape.” 

 

Harry took the note and read it. “He says I have to see him for my detention 

at eight thirty. Going to be up to my armpits in Flobberworms! Damn it!” 
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As he spoke, Demelza delivered another note, unseen by Harry, this time to 

Hermione. She opened it discreetly. The paper was lightly lemon-scented. 

She read it quickly before tucking it away into her skirt pocket. 

 

'Ophelia, 

 

Be at the Gates of Hogwarts at 9.20 p.m. 

 

Dress not for flattery. 

 

Until then,  

 

Hamlet, your Prince of Denmark.'  

~o0o~ 

 

 

The Dead Parrot Sketch is the property of Monty Python. I just played with it. 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 13 – Silver and Opals 

  

 

The Slug Club party was rubbish. Pants, in fact. Hermione was grateful to 

leave early. At nine o’clock sharp, she made her excuses and disappeared to 

her dorm room, where she grabbed her little Snape cloak.  

 

As she reached for the door, she checked the time. Twelve minutes past 

nine. She had to rush, or she would be late. Pulling up her skirt she quickly 

checked which day of the week was written on her knickers—Saturday—

perfect. 

 

Sprinting down the moving staircase she bumped into Ginny. 

 

“Left the party early, then?” her friend asked accusingly. 

 

“Sorry, Gin, I didn’t mean to drop you in it. It’s just I have to be 

somewhere.”  
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“Well, next time, let me in on the escape committee and I’ll come with you.” 

 

Eighteen minutes past. “Okay, Ginny, I promise. I’m sorry.” 

 

Hermione hurtled down the last two flights of stairs, only to be halted as the 

last staircase moved, stranding her. Unable to go back up, she ran forward, 

detouring via the classrooms down a narrow staircase to the Entrance Hall. 

 

Flying through the Main Entrance she threw her cloak over her shoulders, 

fastening the clasp as she ran. He breath became short and her leg muscles 

ached as her feet pounded on the stone chip path. The gates came into sight. 

She was panting heavily. Her lungs felt tight, and burned as if they were on 

fire.  

 

The main gates had been left open. A dark shadow moved to intercept her. 

Throwing her arms forward, she propelled herself at the mysterious figure. It 

caught her, spun them both around and drew her into a tight embrace. 

 

“You’re late,” Severus chided. 

 

She struggled to regain her breath. “I’m… sor… stairs… Gin….” 

 

“Don’t try to talk,” he soothed gently, setting her feet back on the ground. 

He kept his arm around her as they started their walk to Hogsmeade. 

 

Hermione leaned into him, relishing their closeness. She slipped her arm 

around his back and they fell into step. She was mesmerised by him. His 

perfume, his natural scent, was like snow cake. Crisp and delicious. 

 

“Feeling better?” he asked, giving her a squeeze. 

 

“I’m much better now,” Hermione replied, smiling up at him. “I’ve missed 

you, Severus.” 

 

She saw him turn up the corners of his mouth, ever so slightly. “Is that a 

smile? Are you smiling?” 

 

“No,” he replied, adamantly, but he looked down at her as he spoke and 

gave her a fleeting wink. 

 

They strolled together until they reached the entrance of the Hog’s Head. As 
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before, they turned to look at each other, and put up their hoods in a 

synchronised movement. They ducked under the low eaves of the porch. 

Severus opened the door and they entered into the noisy, crowded world that 

was ‘Pub on a Saturday night’. 

 

Low voices rumbled from all around her. She was jostled by the melee as she 

tried to forge a path through the madding crowd. Severus quickly put a hand 

on her and guided her to the bar. His height advantage was what she lacked. 

All she could see was shoulders. 

 

“Excuse me, madam,” muttered Severus as he pushed a Hag off a bar stool 

and seated Hermione in her stead. 

 

“Oi!” shouted the Hag, pulling the pipe out of her mouth. “Watch who you’re 

pushing, prissy-boy!” Her voice was deeper than most men Hermione knew. 

Scary. 

 

Severus elbowed some room on the bar and held two Galleons aloft to get 

some attention from the barkeep. Aberforth ambled up, looking unflustered, 

despite the fact half his customers were flagging him in a vain attempt to get 

served. 

 

“Friend,” he acknowledged. No names were used in this pit of a pub. “What’s 

your poison?” 

 

“Two mulled meads and a packet of Cockroach Crunchies—when you’re 

ready,” Severus prompted casually, laying the Galleons on the bar but 

keeping his hand over them. 

 

Aberforth shrugged and slouched off. 

 

“Busy in here tonight,” Hermione observed, raising her voice so she could be 

heard over the din. 

 

“Writer’s Guild’s in. Comedy writers meet here once a week,” he informed 

her, bending his head to her ear. He kept a close eye on Aberforth. Just 

because you’d placed your order was no guarantee of getting served.  

 

“Never heard of the Comedy Writer’s Guild,” she said, looking around the 

room. It was filled with witches, Hags and a couple of Sirens. “Perhaps I read 

too many textbooks.” 
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“Over there,” he gestured to a sexy, red-headed witch leaning over the bar, 

“is Shiv. She’s allegedly having an illicit affair with Lucius. Visits him in 

Azkaban three times a week, says she’s writing his biography. He’ll never 

leave Narcissa, though; the Malfoy name couldn’t stand any more scandal.  

 

“There—” he inclined his head to a table in the far corner, “—is Aestel. She’s 

published in Occlumency journals. Damned funny, yes … but completely 

distracting.” The witch in question was chatting animatedly with an old Hag 

Hermione recognised. 

 

“Hey—that’s Warty! What’s she doing here?” 

 

Severus huffed and turned back to the bar. “That old slapper goes anywhere 

where there’s free booze and a few loose wizards. Still, at least she’s 

predictable.” 

 

“Sev, is that you?” a seductive voice whispered from behind them. 

 

Snape turned sharply; the owner of the voice had her hand on his shoulder 

and was gently stroking him. Tall and leggy, this witch was impeccably 

dressed and wore her jet black hair in a neat bob.  

 

“Fervesco,” he acknowledged, sounding weary. “Stirring up trouble again, are 

you?” 

 

“Aw, come now, Sevvy-wevvy, it’s only a joke,” she replied with a pout. 

 

“Madam,” Severus said, crossing his arms and knitting his brow. “You are 

mischievous in the extreme. As much as I may have enjoyed your little 

ménage à quatre, I am now an engaged man and cannot partake in your 

sordid trysts any longer!” He gave her a sly wink before turning his back on 

her.  

 

Luckily, Hermione didn’t see their exchange; the mead had arrived along 

with what looked like a packet of crisps that seemed to be wriggling across 

the bar. 

 

Warmed by her drink, Hermione relaxed. The mead was strong, but it was 

sweet and yummy. Her head started to swim and she felt the desire to sing 

raucous rugby songs. The jukebox was turned up. Freak of Nature was 

playing. The entire crowd bobbed to the music, including Hermione. Severus, 

leaning on the bar, sipped his drink and offered her a Cockroach Crunchy. 
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Peeking into the proffered bag, she saw chunky clusters of some deep-fried 

gunk that could only be … eww … cockroaches … nausea caused her to gag. 

 

“No, thanks,” she shouted above the loud music, “I’m trying to give them 

up.” 

 

He nodded and popped another of the revolting snacks into his mouth and 

chased it down the rest of his mead. Turning to look for Aberforth he waved 

his empty glass and rummaged in his cloak pocket, drawing out two more 

Galleons. 

 

“Another?” he asked. 

 

Hermione was having a great time. “Sure,” she said, giving him the thumbs 

up. 

 

She sipped her drink. Was it her second? She wasn’t sure, but dismissed the 

thought as she swayed and bopped to the music. It was a bar stool disco. 

Her feet tapped, legs swung, shoulders rocked back and forth.  

 

Severus grinned and leant down to speak into her ear, “You’re drunk, aren’t 

you?” 

 

She laughed, reversing their position so that she was speaking into his ear, 

“I have no idea, but I feel GREAT!” She beamed at him.  

 

He put his arm around her shoulders. Squeezing her affectionately, he bent 

down to kiss her. Still both wearing their hoods, they could not be seen. As 

he pulled back he said, “We missed out on all this, you and I. You went back 

too soon.” 

 

Hermione had two fuzzy thoughts. Firstly, those cockroach thingies didn’t 

taste half bad; his kiss had been savoury, salty and made her want more. 

She reached out for the packet - empty, damn it! The second thought was 

that he was right, she should have stayed in the past, or been there 

legitimately in the first place. She’d been born twenty years too late. Still, 

they were here now, and they were enjoying themselves. 

 

Aberforth and Severus were having a discussion, both leaning across the bar. 

Aberforth nodded and pulled a key ring out of his pocket. 

 

“Ever heard the expression ‘get a room’?” Severus asked her a moment later. 



 156 

 

“Not insa way you mean,” she slurred. Focusing was becoming a bit difficult. 

 

“I think you’ve had enough, Miss,” he said, taking her drink from her hand 

and knocking it back. “Come on, time to go.” 

 

He helped her up and led her by the elbow to a narrow corridor off to the 

side of the bar. They walked a short way until they came to a narrow wooden 

staircase. Their boots clumped as they climbed the stairs. 

 

Hermione giggled. Her head seemed to be having difficulty staying in one 

place and her eyes kept losing focus. Halfway up she tipped backwards and 

Severus moved smartly behind her, steadying her in case she fell. 

 

“Oh, the grand old Duke of York,” she started to sing as they marched up the 

stairs, “he had ten thousand men….” 

 

“Please spare me …” pleaded Severus just behind her. 

 

“… he gave them all a jug of mead, and they fell back down again.” 

 

“Yes, very melodic,” he commented dryly.  

 

At the top of the stairs he swung her to the right and steered her toward a 

door marked ‘Honeymoon Suite’.  

 

“Very decadent,” she remarked with surprise. “You’re not trying to hint at 

anything, are you? I’m spoken for.” 

 

“Just you remember that,” he muttered as he unlocked the door with his free 

hand, still holding Hermione upright with the other. He kicked the door open 

and guided them in. 

 

The Honeymoon suite at the Hog’s Head was everything one would imagine it 

to be. It was an uninspiring room with an ebony bed, a fireplace, two faded 

armchairs placed on a worn dark green rug, and a mottled full length mirror. 

It was lit by three seeping candles, placed in saucers, and dotted about on 

shelves and ledges. It was technically a suite, however, because it boasted 

its very own bathroom.  

 

Hermione pulled her hood down and looked around her. She immediately 

wished she hadn’t. The mead had gone straight to her head and she felt 
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dizzy all of a sudden. “Have you got some Sober-Up Potion in your pocket?” 

she asked. 

 

“You only had three small glasses,” he pointed out, unfastening her cloak. 

 

“I’ve never had alcohol bef—” She stopped mid-sentence. He had been in the 

process of taking her cloak off and had suddenly frozen. He was holding her 

cloak open, staring at her. “What’s wrong, Severus?” 

 

“Oh, great Merlin's ghost! You’re wearing your school uniform,” he said at 

last. He looked like he’d just had the wind knocked out of him. After an 

awkward moment, he came back to himself and lifted the cloak off of her 

shoulders. He swept it away and draped it over the back of a chair. Removing 

his own hood, he unclasped his cloak. It joined Hermione’s on the armchair.  

 

“You’re wearing your teacher's robe,” she giggled. 

 

“I was overseeing a detention, what’s your excuse?” He folded his arms and 

looked at her expectantly. 

 

“I was at Professor Slughorn’s brown-nose party. Sorry, Sir, it won’t happen 

again.” She giggled again at the absurdity of the situation. Did it really 

matter what they wore?  

 

“It’s not funny, Hermione.” He shifted slightly, his discomfort evident. 

 

She cleared her throat and tried really hard to keep a straight face. “No, not 

funny. At all. Please don’t give me a detention for laughing, sir.” 

 

He pulled himself up to his full height. There it was—the bat stance. He 

looked down at her with a piercing stare. Demonstrating control you could 

only achieve through years of practise, he very slowly raised one eyebrow. 

Hermione took an involuntary step backwards, into the rickety dressing 

table. 

 

“Excellent,” he whispered, enunciating the word in three distinct, hushed 

syllables. He relaxed, lifted his head and softened his voice, “Glad to see I 

haven’t lost my ability to intimidate. Even you, my little minx!”  

 

Hermione leaned back against the wooden surface, and gave her best 

attempt at a seductive pose. “Oh, Professor, I love it when you’re masterful.” 
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His eyes wandered the length of her body. “That sounded like a proposition, 

girl.” 

 

She ran her hand up and down the length of her tie, concentrating on the 

smooth fabric under her fingers, before looking up into his eyes. “What 

proposition did you have in mind, sir?” 

 

Being called ‘Sir’ by Hermione, dressed as she was in her Gryffindor uniform, 

was his undoing. He bent his head and captured her lips in a possessive kiss 

that took her breath away. Its intensity was unmatched by anything they had 

shared before.  

 

He gathered her up and carried her to the bed, never breaking their kiss. He 

laid her down, fumbling to free her tie. He sat her up to pull her jumper up 

over her head. That’s when Hermione looked down. His teaching robe trailed 

behind him like a long, black train. It had fanned out across the floor as he 

knelt on the bed. She realised, then, what it was Severus found so unsettling 

about being together in their school clothes. This was forbidden love, taboo, 

a deviancy and improper in every way. It was also exciting, arousing and 

erotic. She wanted it. 

 

Impatiently, he fumbled under her skirt, pulling her knickers down. He tossed 

them over his shoulder, leant in and kissed her again before turning her over 

and positioning her on all fours.  

 

Hermione felt him moving behind her, heard the clink of the belt buckle, and 

the smooth running leather rub against her thighs before it was thrown to 

the floor. He lifted her skirt, pushed it out of the way and draped it inside out 

around her waist. She felt her arousal grow as she tingled and moistened. 

She was exposed, but she also felt secure and wanted to satisfy his every 

whim.  

 

He stroked her bottom with one hand while undoing his fly with the other. 

“Are you all right?” he asked softly. 

 

“Oh, yes,” she replied, spreading her knees and pushing herself into his 

caressing touch. 

 

He massaged her thighs with both hands. He kissed her soft buttocks, 

nipping gently and intermittently, while lightly stroking the inside of her 

thighs. Sensitive fingertips rose higher, brushing the eager flesh of her sex. 

Severus ran his fingers in delicate circles, increasing in intensity, that sent 
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exquisite shivers of pleasure through Hermione’s entire body.  

 

Relaxed and ready, she lowered her head to the pillow, unable to support 

herself while being subjected to such sweet torture. Her arousal was 

heightened by his intimate touch, and by the imagery of her lover wearing 

his teaching robe—just as he had on the night she had first desired him, all 

those months ago. Unconsciously, she began gyrating into his hand.  

 

Severus groaned at his lover's unknowing move. He repositioned himself 

behind her. The wool of his trousers brushed against her calves. With the 

head of his penis he traced a line upwards along her inner thigh, leaving a 

damp, sticky trail. When he rubbed his arousal against her backside, 

Hermione could stand his teasing no longer, and angled herself to meet him. 

 

“You want me, don’t you?” he asked in a voice so low and filled with lust that 

it made her turn to look at him.  

 

His eyes were wide and his pupils dilated, his breathing short and laboured. 

His hair hung down, half-concealing his face and making him look primeval 

and unpredictable. Dangerous.  

 

“I do want you, you know I want you,” she pleaded. 

 

He pressed against her folds and found his path. Her body was so willing. 

Clenching his buttocks, he claimed her in a sharp, smooth thrust. Her 

dampness clung to his navel and upper thighs; they became chilled each 

time he withdrew and warmed once again as he drove deep within her. 

 

“… never been … so wet,” he gasped, his voice guttural. 

 

Grasping at her hips, he plunged deeper. Her shoulders lay on the mattress, 

her head was to one side and she panted with each thrust. He caressed her 

back, which seemed to revive her. She rose up onto her elbows and pushed 

against him, eventually finding their rhythm. Severus burrowed his hand into 

to her pubic curls, seeking out her clit. His nimble fingers found their mark 

without hesitation. Frantically he rubbed, desperate to feel her spasm around 

him. He impaled her, time and time again, in an erotic dance as old as time.  

 

He caught sight of himself in the full-length mirror, teaching robes draped 

around his exposed cock as he thrust into her. He couldn’t see her face in the 

moving image, just the school blouse, raised skirt and knee-length socks and 

him, taking his pleasure from a student. His control evaporated at the sight. 
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He threw his head back and grunted with each movement, sure that he had 

at last found bliss in the body of this eager young girl.  

 

Hermione was aroused beyond belief by the sound of him grunting as he 

rutted with her, his movements were so intense that was the only way she 

could describe it. She moved her hand to replace his on her clitoris. He had 

become inconsistent and had lost momentum. She increased her backward 

thrusts to match his, lest she be thrown forward onto the headboard, such 

was the power he was exerting on her. Feeling the tension building, she 

instinctively squeezed her thighs together to help her find release. 

 

Severus groaned loudly—he felt like he was going to explode. When she 

climaxed around him, he clung to her tightly. Never had he been in so deep. 

Never did he want this to end. Staying inside of her, he eased her forward 

until her head rested on the pillow, placing a hand on either side. As he 

positioned himself over her back, he stroked a gentle and precise rhythm. 

The intense constriction and his intimate contact with her inner walls 

compensated for the lack of free movement of this new angle. One last 

spasm from Hermione was all it took. He came with such force that he let out 

a roar as he rode wave after wave of his release.  

 

“Nirvana,” he gasped, as he lay beside her. He pulled a blanket over them 

both and stared at her in wonder. 

 

He'd found Nirvana. Her name was Granger. 

~o0o~ 

 

The sea air awoke her senses, reviving and refreshing her tired body. They 

had risen early at the pub and Flooed to Portsmouth. Severus wanted to 

spend his day off away from the Castle; that way they could be together. 

He’d left her watching the boats for a moment while he went off to fetch a 

surprise for her. Mysterious wizards always had a secret up their sleeves.  

 

The Isle of Wight ferry manoeuvred carefully into dock. A group of children 

waved down at Hermione from their spot on the top deck. As their mother 

ushered them to disembark, Hermione waved back. Portsmouth was a nice 

place. She felt free here.  

 

“Used to be a den of whores and Dark wizards,” came a low, growling voice 

behind her. 
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She turned around in surprise to see Alastor Moody. His grizzled grey hair 

tousled by the wind, his body jerked with a nervous twitch. 

 

“Good morning, Pro-, Mr. Moody. What are you doing—?” 

 

“Never mind me, young lady” he interrupted, advancing on her. “What are 

you doing this far from Hogwarts?”  

 

“That’s really none of your business, now, is it?” Snape had appeared. His 

voice, soft and dangerous, advised caution. “She’s with me, Moody. That’s all 

you need to know.”  

 

Moody spun around and squared up to Snape. “Is that right?” 

 

“It is. Now, if you would excuse us?” Severus held out his arm, an invitation 

Hermione accepted without hesitation. He placed her hand in the crook of his 

arm and they walked off together without a parting word to the crooked old 

Auror. 

 

“I’m watching you, Snape. I’m always watching you,” Moody called from 

behind them. 

 

Hermione waited until they had turned into the alley before she spoke. “You 

do have rather a negative effect on people, don’t you, Severus?” 

 

He patted her hand reassuringly. “It has been my experience that the 

reticence people harbour for me is merely fear for someone that they cannot 

understand. Those that know me well find my company acceptable. Alastor 

Moody falls into neither category. He would distrust the Easter Bunny—

accuse him of subverting the minds of children with chocolate.” 

 

Hermione chuckled. “I don’t think incarceration in his own trunk helped his 

persecution complex much.” 

 

“Fuel to an already blazing fire, my dear.” he agreed nonchalantly. 

 

They had walked the short distance to Neptune House. Snape released her 

arm as they climbed the steps and stood back, allowing her to face the door. 

 

"The password is: Severus solus patientia,” he prompted her. 
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“Alone and patient? Oh, Severus, what did I do to you?” she asked, begging 

for forgiveness in both her pleading tone and remorseful face. 

 

“Come on,” he said, putting his hand on her shoulder, “we can’t stay here all 

day.” 

 

‘Severus solus patientia,’ she whispered, tapping the door with her wand. 

The lock released, and Hermione opened the door. 

 

As soon as the stepped into the entrance hall, he took her hand and led her 

up the stairs to their room. Once inside he closed the door, casting a locking 

charm. He gathered her to him and kissed her.  

 

“Severus!” she cried, pulling back, “please let me freshen up before you 

ravage me again. I stink of pipe smoke, old Hags and stale mead.” 

 

“You smell like a wanton goddess and, is that? Hmmmm, yes, you have my 

scent on you, too. I think I like you this way, but,” he sighed and shrugged, 

“if you insist on conventional cleanliness …”  

 

Severus opened a door to an adjoining room and Hermione gasped—it was a 

bathroom, but so much better than the Prefects’ bathroom at Hogwarts. At 

first the room appeared black, but once Severus had lit the sconces, 

glistening colour radiated. It was as though rivulets of blood and veins of 

gold poured down the crystalline walls. Jewel-like colours glowed amidst the 

overwhelming blackness.  

 

“Severus, this is amazing,” she gasped, craning her neck to see all the 

designs of opalescent colour. 

 

“Opal, my love. Black opal. A special magical supply Chartreuse managed to 

obtain from Australia. I thought you’d like it.”  

 

Apart from the spectacular surfaces, there was, most importantly, a large 

rectangular pool-like bath. She turned around, eyes shining at him. “Our own 

Prefects’ bathroom—but much more beautiful. Even the diving board! 

Severus, you are a closet romantic.” 

 

He coloured slightly at her words, at once embarrassed at the term 

‘romantic’ and thrilled to have given Hermione such pleasure. “Well, I did 

need somewhere to … shall we say, relive the past?” he said, caressing her 

spine with the back of his hand. 
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Hermione snorted. “You mean somewhere to have a good wank, don’t you, 

darling?” 

 

Severus pinched her bottom and shoved her further into the room. Waving 

his wand, several of the large eagle-shaped silver taps sprang to life. “I’ll 

thank you to keep those thoughts to yourself. And if you expect me to 

discuss my … masturbation … with a pupil, Miss Granger, you are very much 

mistaken.”  

 

She spun around and pulled him into a soft kiss, her tongue sliding over his, 

catching his taste. Digging her nails into the soft flesh at the back of his 

neck, she kissed him harder. Pulling back, she brushed his hair out of his 

eyes. “I was so afraid you wouldn’t want me anymore, Severus, when I came 

back, I mean.” 

 

He pulled her hand down to his erection. “Does this feel like rejection?” He 

slid a hand down to cup her breast, palming her nipple, teasing the peak. 

“You’re a dirty girl, Hermione; time for your bath, I think.” Severus had 

manoeuvred her to the edge of the bath—then he pushed her in. 

 

“Oh, Severus, you, you …” Hermione spluttered, foam dripping into her eyes 

and down her face. 

 

“Whoops! Did you forget to undress? How unfortunate.” 

 

Hermione pulled her heavy, sodden uniform off and slopped it on the bath's 

edge. “Well at least hand me some shampoo, my hair smells like a 

werewolf’s armpit.” 

 

Severus scanned the room, then looked at her, embarrassed. “Do you want 

the good news or the bad?” 

 

“Bad first,” she answered. 

 

“No shampoo,” he informed her, taking off his clothes.  

 

“You are joking!” she admonished. “We manufacture eight out of ten bottles 

of shampoo in the Wizarding world and we both have dirty, scuzzy hair? Well, 

at least we will be as smelly as each other.” 

 

“That’s the good news. Don’t worry, I’ll wash you clean.” He climbed into the 
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bath and swam up behind her, dunking her head underwater. 

 

When she broke the surface, she laughed, snuggled against his chest, then 

began tugging at his nipple. “I think I’ve got a better idea than playing 

children’s games, Severus.” 

 

Grinding his erection into her he leant down and captured her mouth with 

his, savouring her. “I can never get enough of you, Hermione. Will never get 

enough of you.” He pushed her up against the edge of the pool and nudged 

her thighs apart.  

 

“Let me show you what you do to me, Severus, how I’ve coped without you 

this week.” She shoved him back, waving him away from her slightly. Pulling 

herself up to sit on the side of the pool, Hermione sat with her legs splayed. 

“This is what I do, when I think of you.” 

 

Severus swallowed, knowing he was about to witness a most intimate 

moment. 

 

She moved one hand down to circle her clit ... one finger, then two ... she 

prodded her soft folds, spreading them apart. She began to rub, open 

palmed, across her lips, spreading the sticky fluid with her fingers. She 

closed her eyes, murmuring, “Oh, how I want you.”  

 

Hermione then re-opened her eyes, and found Severus’ gaze locked on the 

movements of her hand. She took one finger up and licked it. His eyes met 

hers as she moved her hand down to cover her breast, rubbing her juices 

into it. Severus groaned from across the pool. His hand had disappeared 

under the water as Hermione began pinching the tip of her nipple, her other 

hand snaking down to tease her clit.  

 

“Oh, Gods, oh Severus.” She pumped her fingers wildly, her thumb circling 

her clit. 

 

Severus made a strangled cry, “Stop, before I come.” 

 

He swam back to her and pulled her hand away. He whispered, “Let me, 

Hermione. Let me.” Severus ran light, feathery touches around her clit, and 

along her slit. She cried out at the gentle caresses and thrust into his hand. 

 

“More,” she groaned.  
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He began to thrust his fingers into her in earnest, thumb grazing her clit, 

while he kissed and nipped at her hard nipples. It was all Hermione could do 

to hold on to the edge of the pool. She rocked back and forward in time with 

his motions, arching into him, crying out her release. 

 

Panting hard, Hermione slid into the water, her arms circling his neck as she 

pulled him down into a brutal kiss. 

 

“Oh, how I’ve missed you, missed this,” he whispered, capturing her lips, 

pouring himself into the kiss.  

 

Pushing herself from the edge, Hermione floated in the pool, the water 

rippling seductively against her. The water became unseen hands, caressing 

her breasts, bringing them back to hardness. She became even further 

aroused as the bubbling water lapped against the sensitive flesh between her 

legs. She closed her eyes, revelling in sensation.  

 

Severus simply watched, unbearably aroused, yet not wanting to intrude on 

his witch’s bliss. His hand went back to his own length, stroking it, enjoying 

the water grazing his balls and cleft. 

 

He pulled her to standing, kissed her, turned her in his arms and settled her 

hands on the edge of the pool. Sliding his hand across her stomach, he 

pulled her tightly against him, his penis grinding into her buttocks. She 

moaned as he began trailing kisses down her neck, his hands feathering 

across her breasts, before paying special attention to her ear, nipping and 

licking the shell.  

 

She thrust back into him, knuckles whitening on the edge of the pool as her 

breath became ragged.  

 

He leaned over her and bent her slightly as he pressed his erection into her 

soft wetness. He groaned at the contact, and held her still for a moment 

while resting his forehead against her. “Now. I need you now,” he 

commanded. 

 

Unable to wait, he began his long, even strokes, thrusting into her at an 

almost unbearably slow pace.  

 

“That’s so good,” Hermione ground out, as she met him stroke for stroke. He 

increased the pace, bending her over even further, wanting to graze that 

sweet spot within.  
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The smooth, pale skin on her back looked like silk in the warm glow. Severus 

was entranced as the play of light and colour of the candle-lit opals shone 

through the tawny highlights of her hair.  

 

Hermione was overwhelmed. Severus ran his finger back down her cleft, 

teasing her entrance, while his balls slapped against her. Her nipples were 

brushing against the warm surface of the pool, and his cock was reaching 

that magical place inside.  

 

Her cry startled him. “Severus, yes! Right there, yes!” She thrust back 

harder and he began to feel that tightening within his own gut, radiating 

down, the sparks reaching his toes.  

 

His face contorted as the climax of pleasure and wanton need overwhelmed 

him.  

 

He fell against her back, crushing her to the pool edge. “Now that’s what I 

call a bath.” 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Four weeks later, Hermione was in Hogsmeade. Her weekends were 

becoming routine. Saturday afternoon she would spend with her friends; 

Saturday night she would slip away to meet Severus. They had resisted the 

urge to stay overnight at the Hog’s Head again, and they bore their loss 

stoically. As erotic as the Honeymoon Suite was, a tarpaulin covered car port 

had about the same ambiance and Hermione had no wish to sleep in one of 

those, either. 

 

She was still smiling at the story Harry had told her at breakfast. Trying out 

one of Snape’s scribbled spells from Advanced Potion-Making, he had turned 

Ron upside down in mid-air. Poor Ron had been asleep in bed at the time; it 

must have been very funny to see.  

 

She had tried to warn Harry, stop him reading any more of Snape’s 

incantations. She even asserted an opinion that this Prince fellow must be 

very untrustworthy. In truth she thought Snape to be inventive, intuitive and 

original in his spell creation. Her opinion of him grew the more she knew him, 

as did her love. 
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The October wind was biting cold. Hermione, Ron and Harry went to take 

shelter in The Three Broomsticks. Two men were huddled together outside 

the pub, one tall, one squat. Just as they were about to open the door Harry 

lunged forward at the smaller of the two men, who was standing closest to 

the entrance way.  

 

Before she could intervene, the second man dragged Hermione away 

urgently by the arm. She was taken several feet away, but could still hear 

Harry shouting furiously. The man that held her lowered the scarf that 

concealed his face just enough for Hermione to recognise him as Aberforth. 

He had obviously recognised her as Snape’s girl and seemed to be pulling her 

away from danger. 

 

“Get back to the castle. There’s evil here, stick close to yer man,” he urged. 

Before she could ask him what he meant, he released her and disappeared 

into the swirling sleet. 

 

Harry’s angry shouts were increasing. It looked like Mundungus Fletcher he 

had by the throat. Hermione forgot all about Aberforth’s warning and 

ploughed in like the United Nation’s Peace Reconnaissance.  

 

“Harry, let him go!” she shouted, with as much authority as she could 

muster. 

 

With a sharp crack Mundungus Disapparated. 

 

Tonks appeared out of nowhere and tried to calm Harry down, before 

escorting them through the door to the pub. Hermione excused herself and 

slipped away to the bathroom. 

 

What was all that about with Mundungus? It wasn’t like Harry to act so 

hostile toward somebody, except perhaps Malfoy. Hermione was baffled and 

determined to get to the bottom of his puzzling behaviour, but not before she 

had been to the loo. 

 

Hermione washed her hands and looked at herself in the mirror. The chill 

wind had made her nose turn red and her lips were dry and starting to peel. 

Behind her the door opened and Madam Rosmerta stepped inside.  

 

“Oh, good afternoon,” Hermione said politely. She received no answer. 

 



 168 

Madam Rosmerta walked toward her holding out a brown paper package, 

offering it to her. 

 

“What’s this?” asked Hermione, confused as to why the landlady would be 

giving her a gift. 

 

“Stitch the witch, make and mend. Pass the package—Potter’s friend,” 

Madam Rosmerta chanted. Her eyes were glazed and her voice deep and 

unfamiliar. 

 

Aberforth’s warning came back to her, there’s evil here. Hermione grabbed 

her shopping and fled the bathroom, away from Rosmerta and back into the 

pub. 

 

Harry and Ron were chatting and drinking their Butterbeer. What could she 

tell them? Aberforth’s words linked her to Snape and therefore she was 

bound to silence. Rosmerta’s actions were cause for concern, but Harry had 

just tried to throttle one ally this afternoon. All in all it was best to get the 

boys to drink up, get back to the castle, and follow Aberforth’s advice—stick 

close to Severus, he’d know what to do. 

 

Five minutes later they were back out on the street. The wind chill felt like it 

had dropped another ten degrees. Ducking her head against the oncoming 

sleet and snow, Hermione went over her plan to seek out Severus as soon as 

she arrived back at the Castle. 

 

“It’s nothing to do with you, Leanne!” a voice shouted ahead of them. 

Hermione looked up. It was Katie and her best friend arguing. The two girls 

grappled with something between them. Suddenly, Katie rose six feet into 

the air and was suspended like an angel above their heads. In abject terror, 

fear and pain, Katie screamed. Her anguished cry and tormented expression 

chilled Hermione to the bone. She rushed forward. There was evil in 

Hogsmeade today, and it had found Katie Bell. 

 

Dropping suddenly, Katie landed on Hermione and Leanne. Harry and Ron 

were inspecting something on the ground. 

 

Hermione looked over, but what they were looking at was unclear. She had 

to tend to Katie. Leanne was hysterical and of as much use as a chocolate 

teapot. Thrashing and crying out, Katie was in need of emergency treatment. 

Harry ran off to the Castle without a backward glance. 
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“What were you looking at?” Hermione asked Ron as they struggled to hold 

Katie still, afraid she would hurt herself. 

 

“A necklace,” he replied, trying to restrain his teammate without touching 

any of her girly bits. “It’s what they were fighting over.” 

 

Hermione couldn’t see much from where she was kneeling, so she 

concentrated instead on calming Katie as best she could. 

 

Hagrid came running up with the speed of a rampaging Erumpent, Harry 

close on his heels. He gathered Katie in his arms and thundered off toward 

Hogwarts. 

 

Hermione leant over and looked at the necklace on the ground. It was 

wrapped in brown paper packaging, tied up with string. These were a few of 

her favourite things. She felt an overwhelming desire, a need for raindrops 

on roses and whiskers on kittens, bright copper kettles and warm woollen 

mittens … she shook herself. There was powerful latent magic in this 

necklace.  

 

“Leanne, what happened?” she asked. 

 

“She, Katie that is, was muttering about cream coloured ponies and crisp 

apple strudels. I thought she had too much Butterbeer at first. She was 

fingering this package and kept saying ‘bell.’” 

 

“A doorbell?” asked Harry. 

 

“A sleigh bell?” asked Ron. 

 

“A schnitzel with noodles?” asked Hermione, with slightly more 

understanding. 

 

“I thought she was just saying her surname,” Leanne sobbed, and leant into 

Hermione’s shoulder. 

 

“There, there,” comforted Hermione. “Look, it’ll all be okay, Leanne.” 

Overhead, a flock of wild geese flew with the moon on their wings. 

 

"These are a few of my favourite things ..." intoned Ron, reaching down for 

the necklace. 
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“Don’t touch it!” screamed Harry, grabbing Ron’s wrist as he was about to 

pick up the necklace. 

 

“S ... sorry Harry, it’s just, I feel the need to hold it. It’s drawing me to it. I 

can see ... I want ... girls in white dress robes with blue satin sashes.” Snow 

flakes clung to his nose and eyelashes. He blinked, and turned away.  

 

"That's enough!" shouted Harry. He pulled off his scarf and carefully wrapped 

it around the necklace and its packaging, and the four of them started their 

sombre trek to the castle. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

 

McGonagall was in a fluster. She took the parcel from Harry and gave it 

carefully to Mr. Filch. 

 

“Take this to Professor Snape, Argus. Don’t open it, don’t touch it, keep it 

wrapped up tightly in this scarf.” 

 

Filch jogged off toward the dungeons, carrying the parcel at arm’s length. 

 

They went to Minerva’s office and had to explain everything that had 

happened. Leanne was dispatched to the hospital wing, and eventually they 

were sent back to their common room. Hermione waited until the boys went 

off to change out of their sodden clothes before slipping back out through the 

portrait hole intent on finding Severus. 

 

The dungeon corridor was deserted. Hermione opened the door to Snape’s 

old office and watched him as he circled his desk, wand drawn, casting spell 

after spell over the necklace. 

 

“It’s from Borgin and Burkes,” she said, closing the door and walking over to 

him. “I saw it there last summer.” 

 

Severus spun around and stared at her. “What on earth were you doing in 

Knockturn Alley?” 

 

“Following a ferret that had slipped its leash,” she answered. “I have every 

reason to think that Harry was the target in some way. This parcel was 
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intended for ‘Potter’s friend’. Katie is both his friend and his Quidditch 

teammate. 

 

“Hermione,” Snape said, seriously. “Have you not seen what was written on 

the packaging?” He picked up the torn paper and showed it to her. 

 

“Granger?” she read in surprise, “why would it say ... you don't think ...?”  

 

“Yes, Hermione, that's exactly what I think. The Von Trapp family curse is on 

this necklace,” Severus informed her. “And it was meant for you.” 

~o0o~ 

 

Slapper: British slang for a loose or vulgar woman. 

 

 

 

Chapter 14 – Dilligrout 

  

“The Von Trapp curse?” asked Hermione, stunned. “That’s a myth, isn’t it?” 

 

Severus pulled out a chair and motioned for her to sit. “It is considered to be 

a myth, a fanciful story, by many in the Wizarding world. However, I can 

assure you that it is a tale based on fact.” 

 

He walked over to one of his bookshelves, withdrew a heavy, leather bound 

tome and placed it on Hermione’s lap. Magical Myth, the title read. Opening 

the first page, she scanned the index: 

 

Bewitched - Nose-wiggling wandless magic from Tabitha?  

 

Houdini - Wazzie a Wizard?  

 

Mary Poppins - Suspicious goings-on in the Banks’ household. 

 

Maria Von Trapp - Witch? Nun certain.  

 

Practical Magic - Bullock and Kidman in the Coven? 

 

The Sorcerer’s Apprentice - Did that mouse pass his N.E.W.T.s? 
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Witches of Eastwick - Cher goes public, but is Veela Pfeiffer a real 

witch? Wizards everywhere hope so.  

 

Flicking to the page on Maria Von Trapp, Hermione scanned through then 

read aloud selected paragraphs: 

 

“Maria fled the Austrian school of witchcraft and wizardry in her seventh 

year, taking a job as governess to a local Naval Captain. In what many 

consider to be her first display of magic outside of school, she produced 

seven sets of matching play-clothes out of a single pair of curtains in nine 

minutes.” 

 

“Try doing that without a wand,” Hermione muttered to herself while flicking 

through the text. 

 

“In 1938, Grindelwald’s tyrannical regime was spreading into Austria from 

Nazi Germany. Maria allegedly sought help from her former Headmistress, 

‘Mother Superior’, who ‘crafted her an accursed necklace of the finest opal’. 

In a brave move, the Von Trapp family performed at the Salzburg Folk 

Festival to draw out their enemies. Maria had given the necklace, bound up 

in brown paper, to the Captain’s eldest daughter, Liesl. Whilst still wrapped, 

the necklace was harmless. 

 

The package was delivered to Herr Zeller, a suspected minion of 

Grindelwald’s and the highest-ranking member of the Nazi party in the area. 

He opened the parcel, touched the necklace, and was thrown six feet into the 

air by the curse. He remained a gibbering idiot for almost a year."  

 

"Oh, poor Katie … that’s exactly what happened to her. I hope she recovers 

quicker than that!" 

 

"Maria and the Von Trapps immediately Portkeyed to Switzerland in order to 

escape persecution. The whereabouts of the cursed necklace is not known. It 

is assumed destroyed and laying in pieces under old Berlin."  

 

“I have contained its magic within a stricture spell. It will hold indefinitely.” 

Severus carefully picked up the necklace from his desk with the fire tongs. 

He held it aloft and spoke while he examined its iridescent but potentially 

fatal beauty. “Borgin and Burkes, you say? How did it find its way there?” 

 

“Mr. Borgin may be able to shed some light on that mystery, Professor. He is 
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a dislikable, rude and unscrupulous man.” Hermione replied with distaste. 

 

“I concur,” agreed Snape. “A little visit to Knockturn Alley is called for. 

Unfortunately, tonight’s excursion will have to be … delayed, my dear.” 

 

“Do you really think that curse was meant for me?” 

 

“After careful consideration I think you were, perhaps, to play the role of 

bearer, as opposed to recipient. Do we know to whom Miss Bell was 

supposed to deliver the necklace?” 

 

“Leanne didn’t say. We were all becoming befuddled by its magic.” 

 

“I shall make discreet enquiries.” He placed the necklace into a metal box 

and sealed the lid. “Meanwhile, you must return to your common room and 

stay there. I will take this object to the Headmaster’s office and explain all 

that we know. This evening I will be paying a visit to the nefarious Mr. 

Borgin.” 

 

~o0o~ 

 

The pounding on the shop door had awoken him from his nap. 

 

“We’re closed!” shouted the shopkeeper, walking in front of the counter and 

gesturing to the sign on the door. “Can’t you read, Wazzock?” 

 

The Death Eater stepped out of the shadows so he could be seen through the 

glass of the shop’s door. Caractacus Burke swallowed back the bile that rose 

in his throat. He sank to his knees and closed his eyes as the door was 

discreetly unlocked by magic. The bell on the top of the door tinkled gently, 

as if blown by the breeze, as the door was opened part way and the masked 

man swept inside. 

 

Frightening memories, flashbacks, overwhelmed Caractacus. Sixteen years 

may have passed, but the attack he had endured had left him mentally 

scarred and afraid of the shadows. Three Death Eaters had bullied him, 

tortured him, until he had given them information on a colleague that had led 

to abduction and murder. Mortal fear gripped his soul, squeezing his heart, 

as the shrouded figure closed the door and stepped towards him. 
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Inside the shop, the darkness was broken only by dusty beams of synthetic 

light, seeping through the grimy windows from the gaslight in the street 

outside. Burke kept his head down as he cowered in fear. 

 

The Death Eater sighed to himself as he watched the terrified man’s body 

shaking. Folding his arms, he towered above the shopkeeper, steeling 

himself for his task. Drawing a slow, rattling breath, he spoke in a barely 

audible whisper, “Where is your partner?” 

 

“He … he’s not here, sir, he’s out,” spluttered Burke, “Gobstones tournament 

at the ’Cauldron.” 

 

Circling his prey, the Death Eater’s boots echoed menacingly on the hollow 

timber floorboards. He stopped abruptly, bent down, and hissed into Burke’s 

ear, “My Master wishes you to bestow upon him a … cadeau, a gift. A sign of 

your unquestioning loyalty.” 

 

Burke felt reprieved; summary execution did not seem to be on the agenda 

tonight. Filled with relief, he offered the cloaked stranger every damned thing 

he had in the shop. “Take whatever you wish, my lord, I beg of you.” 

 

The Death Eater straightened, paused, and seemed to be considering his 

options. “A necklace would be appropriate,” he said at last. “A string of opals 

would be befitting. You are in possession of such an object?” 

 

Burke’s heart hammered in his chest and his greasy hands were slick with 

sweat. “Until only last week, Sir, we had exactly that piece for sale. I regret 

it was bought for fifteen hundred Galleons.” 

 

“By whom was it purchased?” whispered the Death Eater, directly into the old 

man’s ear. 

 

“Ros … Rosmerta. The Landlady of Th … The … Three Broomsticks,” he 

managed to stammer. Fear gripped his every fibre and tears spilled down his 

cheeks.  

 

The Death Eater bought the toe of his boot down onto Burke’s hand, crushing 

his fingers. “Where,” he whispered threateningly, “did the object in question 

originate?” 

 

“A man, I got it from a man … during Oktoberfest two years ago. He said it 

was the Von Trapp necklace.” 
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“What man?” 

 

“I dunno, guv’, honest! In this business we have learnt not to ask questions. 

I’m telling you the truth! Please!” he begged. 

 

The Death Eater crushed the pathetic man’s foot under his boot. “You have 

displeased me. Give me a gift to appease my Lord. An amulet would suffice. 

A talisman empowered with such abundant protection that it would resist an 

attack by Dumbledore himself!” 

 

Burke pulled his hand free, shakily got to his feet and staggered to a display 

stand. He lifted an ornate silver bangle and an onyx ring from the glass case 

and wrapped them in a black silken handkerchief. He offered the bundle to 

the Death Eater. “Protects the wearer from everything except the Killing 

Curse,” he assured in a quivering voice. 

 

The Death Eater took the dubiously procured gift and turned toward the 

door. In a lightning movement he turned back, drew his wand, and pointed it 

at Caractacus. 

 

‘Obliviate!’ 

 

Exiting the shop, he silently locked the door. Once outside he slipped into the 

embracing night-shadows. Unseen, he stepped into an alleyway and removed 

his hated robes. Tucking them under his arm, he slipped the amulet into his 

pocket, withdrawing in its place a Gryffindor Prefects’ badge. Hermione’s 

Prefect badge.  

 

Muttering ‘Portus’, Snape disappeared, back to Scotland. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Gigi Lovegood paced the floor outside the Operations Manager’s door, 

anxiously awaiting his arrival for their noon meeting. She needed to make 

her report on new product developments. She wasn’t sure why he was 

working on a Sunday, but she didn’t really mind. Clutching her notes in one 

hand, she ruffled her unruly red hair. She felt far more nervous than she 

should have been, under the circumstances. She reported to him every 

month, so why should today be any different? Perhaps it had something to 
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do with the warm smile he’d given her at the last board meeting … 

 

She heard the whoosh of the Floo inside his office, and forced herself to stop 

pacing. Straightening her lab coat, she attempted to smooth out the 

obstinate wrinkles in her parchment. Taking a deep breath, she knocked at 

the door. 

 

“Come in if you’re beautiful!” Davy called out. 

 

Gigi opened the door hesitantly and smiled as she walked into the richly 

appointed office. Davy wore casual clothes today, jeans and a navy blue 

turtleneck, and a luxuriously soft lambs’ wool sweater that begged to be 

touched. She thought he looked like he’d just stepped out of one of those 

glossy Witch Weekly adverts for romantic broom excursions in Southern 

Ireland. He was standing at the mahogany sideboard, pouring tea.  

 

“Sugar, Gigi?” he offered, gesturing to the porcelain teapot. 

 

“Thank you, Mr. Gudgeon, Sir,” she replied, “just the one, please.” 

 

Davy smiled at her and sighed exaggeratedly. “And I thought you were sweet 

enough …” he commented smoothly.  

 

He walked toward her, offering her the cup, “Gigi, when are you going to 

start calling me Davy? I think I’ve only asked you to do so eight thousand 

times now,”  

 

“Yes, Mr. Gudg … I mean, Davy.” She blushed. “You look so sporty today. 

Are you going to the Wasps match later?” 

 

“No Quidditch for me, I’m afraid. I just dressed up for my favourite girl. It’s 

nice of you to notice.” 

 

Did he just wink at her? She became so flustered she splashed tea down the 

front of her pristine lab coat. “Yes, right … well, um, did you want to go over 

my report now, sir?” 

 

Davy smiled warmly at her. He was a patient man. He’d had to be, all these 

years, as he’d watched Gigi grow into her position and out of her shyness. 

His old friend Severus wasn’t the only man willing to wait for the woman he 

desired. Stout loyalty to his friend had meant that he daren’t flaunt his 

pursuit of the most creative mind in the company when Severus had been so 
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lonely, but now that Snape had his girl back, his conscience was eased, and 

it was time to see if he could draw Gigi out of her shell. 

 

“Sure, Gigi, what’s new in development? You mentioned in your owl that you 

had some ideas for new products that you wanted to discuss?” He knew that 

once she warmed to her subject, she’d loosen up. 

 

Gigi set her teacup down on the desk and shuffled through her notes.  

 

“Well, let’s start with the new product concepts I’ve been developing. Firstly, 

there’s a hair removal potion for witches. Shaving charms leave a prickly 

stubble which can be such a nuisance, and there are parts of the anatomy 

where it’s all but contortionism to cast the charm properly. I got an idea 

inspired by the Muggles. They have this awful goop they use for hair 

removal. It stinks like a Troll, but they keep buying it because they like the 

results. So I thought there’d be a market for something similar among 

witches, as long as I can rectify the stench problem.” 

 

She shuffled her notes and ploughed on, “Next, there’s a nail polish that 

dries in eighteen seconds, never chips, and can be charmed to change 

shades according to complexion and wardrobe.” 

 

Davy held up his hand to interrupt her. “That sounds promising, but if it 

never chips, how will we ever get repeat sales?” 

 

Gigi’s light brown eyes twinkled with mischief. “I was a bit worried, too, until 

I tried putting a time-out spell on it, so that after seven days it evaporates 

completely. No mess, no fuss, no explosive solvents to remove it. It works 

every time.” 

 

“Gigi, you’re a genius. Have I mentioned that lately?” Davy asked, marvelling 

at her creativity and resourcefulness. “What else do you have for my 

amazement and delight?” 

 

“Um, well, the Christmas and Solstice gift packages are ready to roll out 

immediately after Halloween. The gift season is always very good business. I 

suggested to Marketing that we put a sample size of the nail polish in each of 

the gift baskets. I thought it’d increase new product awareness while letting 

the consumers think they’re getting a freebie. Southern thought it was a 

good idea. And I’m finishing a new Amortentia-based his and hers cologne 

set for Valentine’s Day. It’s just a variation on Amortentia so it’s not going to 

induce any sort of compulsive behaviour, but it will still have the ‘golly, don’t 
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you smell like all of my favourite things?’ aspect to it. I brought a couple of 

vials along with me, in case you wanted to test it?” 

 

Davy’s smile grew even wider, if that was possible, and slightly predatory. “I 

think that’s a brilliant idea! Would you demonstrate for me?” 

 

“Yes, of course,” Gigi complied, as she took the two vials out of her lab coat 

pocket. “You just touch it on right …” 

 

“I meant,” he interrupted, “could you show me how to apply the wizards’ 

version?” 

 

Her scientific mind battled with her woman’s intuition, and the resultant 

confusion was plain on her face. She was positive he was flirting with her, 

and she was enjoying it, but she was not sure what she should do about it. 

However, his request had taken the decision out of her hands, since the only 

logical response was to do as her boss had requested. She stepped forward, 

took the stopper out of the vial, and placed dots of the liquid gently behind 

his ears, at the base of his throat, and on the insides of his wrists.  

 

“There,” she told him, “now you just wait for a few minutes while it works its 

magic.” 

 

“What about yours?” he prompted. 

 

“Um, well, how about if you help me do mine?” she suggested boldly. “It’s 

only fair …” 

 

Looking very much like the Kneazle that had caught the Gnome, Davy 

complied. Gladly. 

 

“Anything else to report, while we wait?” he asked, not moving away after 

administering her perfume. 

 

“Well, the chamomile line is still progressing nicely. It's on track for its 

release date. We’re just determining which packaging best suits. I think I’ve 

sorted out the colour-changing shampoo. It was a problem with the charm 

that’s cast as it simmers, but that has been resolved. No more puce, that did 

make for an awkward few days.” She shook her head, her expression wry in 

recollection.  

 

Davy laughed at the image of Gigi’s hair turning red-purple. She looked at 
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him, startled out of her scholarly analysis.  

 

“Did you take any pictures of that?” Davy asked, once he’d caught his 

breath. “That’d make for a bit of a pick-me-up on a hard day.” 

 

He was surprised when she frowned at him. It wasn’t just a little frown, 

either—it was a profound, seriously pissed-off frown. “I’m just teasing, Gigi, I 

didn’t mean to offend you.” 

 

Her frown vanished and was replaced with a look of benign puzzlement. 

“Eh?” she asked, ineloquently. “Oh, I’m not offended, why would you think 

that?” 

 

“Well, you scowled at me with such a look I thought maybe you’d been 

taking lessons from old Severus,” he replied. 

 

Gigi blushed again, turning almost as red as her hair. “Well, I, um, well …” 

she stammered, then blurted out quickly, afraid she’d lose her nerve, “I 

would just feel … cross with anyone who’d … cause you to have a bad day.” 

 

There. That was it. The opening he’d been waiting for since Gigi had joined 

the company. And it didn’t hurt that the scent was obviously weaving its 

magic. He thought he perceived the gentlest aroma of freshly baked bread, 

butterbeer, broom handle polish and Honeydukes’ finest semisweet 

chocolate. He closed the short distance between them, set the cologne vial 

on his desk, and took her hands. He kissed the back of her hand gently, 

saying, “Gigi, that’s the sweetest thing anyone has said to me in years. 

Thank you. I think I’d be pretty quick to hex anyone who hassled you, 

either.” 

 

Stunned, and slightly disbelieving that Davy Gudgeon would actually be 

saying this to her, the geeky, goofy, invisible inventor of personal hygiene 

products, Gigi just stared at him in wonder. Her eyes shone at his attention, 

and after a moment, during which they did not break eye contact, she 

murmured, “I don’t think I’d hex. Too obvious. Itching potion is more my 

style—subtle yet efficient at making someone suffer.” 

 

“That’s my girl,” he told her softly. “My clever, beautiful, brilliant witch.” And 

he leaned the last few inches in toward her and kissed her as he’d wanted to 

do for so long. 

 

The whoosh of the Floo behind them went unheard by the couple, as did the 
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sharp intake of breath from the trespasser on their intimacy.  

 

“IS THIS WHAT I PAY YOU FOR?” thundered Snape. 

 

Hermione had followed through the Floo and just caught Severus’ heated 

words. Davy had Gigi against the desk, and was doing some pretty nifty 

kissing. 

 

Alarmed, Gigi pushed her boss off of her, blushed beetroot in embarrassment 

and fled the room. Davy, unable to grab Gigi before she bolted, stared up at 

Snape angrily. 

 

“Thank you very much, Severus!” shouted Davy, throwing a book across the 

room. Hermione didn’t wait to hear the rest of their argument. She rushed 

off after Gigi, out of the office and up the stairs. 

 

Ahead of her a door slammed and Hermione halted, finding herself in an 

unfamiliar corridor. Snape Mill was unrecognisable now to the ruin she had 

visited nearly twenty years ago. It was still as austere and archaic from the 

outside, since structurally it hadn’t changed. The interior, however, was 

completely renovated and was as streamlined and utilitarian as you would 

expect from a modern magical production plant. 

 

She strained her ears, trying to hear a sound that would indicate to which 

room Gigi had fled. As she walked slowly along the corridor a dry sob emitted 

from the room, a lab, on her left. Inching the door open, she peeked inside. 

 

“I must have Loser’s Lurgy,” Gigi sobbed. She was leaning against a stainless 

steel worktable, hugging herself. She looked up, seeing Hermione approach. 

Tears had smeared her cheeks. “Professor Snape is going to think I’m a 

floozy,” 

 

“He’ll think no such thing, I promise,” comforted Hermione. She put her arm 

around Gigi and playfully ruffled her hair. “You would have to do a lot more 

floozying to out-floozy a girl I know called Pansy Parkinson.”  

 

“I was at Hogwarts with her cousin, Matilda,” sniffed Gigi. “She worked her 

way through every boy in sixth and seventh year, three fifth years, Madam 

Hooch and a Centaur called Mezzein.” 

 

“See?” soothed Hermione, wiping the tears away from her new friend’s face, 

“A little kiss with the delicious Davy Gudgeon hardly compares to that tale of 
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immorality.” 

 

Gigi blew her nose and tried to compose herself. “I have always had the 

utmost respect for Professor Snape. The day I completed my N.E.W.T.s he 

summoned me to his office to congratulate me on finishing top of my year.” 

 

“Were you a Slytherin, then?” asked Hermione in surprise. 

 

“Ravenclaw,” Gigi corrected. “I was surprised by his words at first, why he 

had taken the time to congratulate me, but then I became extremely 

alarmed. He said that he was no longer my teacher and wanted to make me 

an unusual proposition, as long as I knew how to be discreet.” 

 

“Alarmed—I bet you were!” cried Hermione, reassured in the knowledge of 

the fidelity charm. “What did he proposition?” No harm in being sure. 

 

“He offered me my job here with Pegasus. That was eight years ago.” 

 

Hermione breathed a small sigh of relief. Gigi stretched out her hand and 

fingered Hermione’s bracelet. 

 

“That’s unusual,” she remarked, “where did you get it from?” 

 

“Severus gave it to me this morning,” Hermione replied. “He’s worried in 

case I get hurt; there was a bit of a to-do in Hogsmeade yesterday.” She 

twirled her wrist and both girls watched as her bracelet fractured the light. 

“It has a protection charm on it or something. I’m going to look it up when I 

can get to the Library.” 

 

“I think you’ll find that’s more than a protection charm,” said Gigi, leaning 

forward and grabbing Hermione’s wrist excitedly. “That looks to me like a 

full-on top-of-the-range protection amulet with tracker, alloy clasps, impact 

sensors, GPS navigation system, CD and metallic paint.” 

 

’Leather upholstery, electric windows, and a free service every five thousand 

miles…’ a little Muggle voice added in Hermione’s head. “CD? You mean it can 

play music?” 

 

“No, silly! Calling Device, CD, it alerts someone if you are in trouble. Probably 

Professor Snape, I expect he set it to alert him if you’re in trouble.” 

 

They walked together back to Davy’s office. Hermione covered her new 



 182 

bracelet with her sleeve and fingered the wand in her pocket, just in case the 

third Great Wizarding War had broken out between the boys in their absence. 

She tentatively opened the door and was surprised to see Davy and Severus 

sitting either side of the desk, like nothing at all had happened, talking 

animatedly about Quidditch.  

 

“You’ll not see the Falmouth Falcons beat the Tarapoto Tree-Skimmers in the 

World Cup qualifiers, Sev.” 

 

“Perhaps,” Snape said softly, considering his response, “but Chartreuse is 

heavily tipping the Wollongong Warriors, and I am inclined to agree.” 

 

Men! They forget all about defending your honour if there is something as 

important as Quidditch on the menu. 

 

Davy looked up at the two witches standing in shocked disbelief. “Ladies, did 

you have a nice time? Did you give Hermione the tour, Pumpkin?”  

 

“I didn’t think …” 

 

“No matter, Miss Lovegood,” reassured Snape, rising from his seat, offering it 

to Gigi and giving her a warmer reception than he had previously, “I shall 

escort our visitor around the plant myself. I should imagine she is eager to 

view the substantial changes that have been made since her last visit.” 

 

Taking her arm, Snape guided Hermione through the office door and back 

out into the corridor.  

 

“What happened with Davy? When I left I thought you two were about to 

duel to the death or something.” 

 

“Not at all. I may have overreacted,” he offered. “Gudgeon knows me well 

enough to take my outbursts with a pinch of Bulbadox.” 

 

Hermione had no answer. She had been rendered speechless, struck dumb 

by the contrast two decades had made to the scene around her. Instead of a 

dusty shell, the mill was now a modern magical marvel.  

 

Conveyor belts moved slowly around the walls, upon which stood lines of 

empty plastic bottles. Wands suspended in the air waved over the bottles, 

moving them, filling them, labeling, capping, boxing. Hermione had heard of 

wandless magic, but what she was witnessing was armless magic. 
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Severus stooped down, reaching into one of the boxes and withdrew a filled 

bottle, reading the label. “The original, Hair smoothing serum,” he handed 

her the bottle. “Here you are—I see you have been neglecting your signature 

frizz of late.” 

 

Hermione clutched the bottle tightly. All the parchment figures and projected 

sales had nothing on holding your dream in your hand. 

 

Severus wrapped his arms around her and kissed her cheek. “We’ve come a 

long way since brewing in the cauldron in your dorm room.” 

 

Hermione returned his kiss and gazed at her bottle of Vanity. “It’s all so 

amazing, and all down to you.” 

 

“From an original idea by your good self, I believe.” He lifted her up against 

the wall, lowered his lips to her neck and kissed her delicate skin. “Never,” 

he whispered softly into her ear, “think that I felt wronged by your time 

travel experiment. You have given me love, amazing sex and financial 

independence.” 

 

His hand had crept under her skirt and he stroked the gusset of her knickers 

playfully until they became suspiciously damp. Claiming her mouth in a 

languid kiss, he lifted the hem of her skirt and slid her knickers down. 

Hermione wriggled until they fell to her ankles and felt her way, stepping out 

of them and kicking them aside. The October wind drifting through the open 

portal chilled her exposed sex. Severus’ fingers worked a frenzied rhythm as 

he spread her moisture and then worked his fly.  

 

Their kiss deepened. He tasted of brandy, which she sampled over and over, 

running her tongue over his, darting across its surface, feeling its texture. 

His need seemed so frantic, desperate, and demanding. She gasped as he 

suddenly thrust upwards, entering her. 

 

Taking her here, in the mill, risked discovery, but he would defy all to be with 

her at that moment. Severus couldn’t get enough of his witch. He closed his 

eyes in a heady delirium at the enveloping feeling as he penetrated her, like 

sliding in to a perfect, warm, silky smooth glove, wrapping itself around his 

erect and throbbing penis. He wanted her so badly that he couldn’t wait any 

longer.  

 

Frantically, they coupled. He supported her weight, plunging her down onto 
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his shaft in time with his thrusts. His brow glistened with sweat and his 

breath came in short gasps. Hermione wrapped her legs around his waist and 

grabbed at his hair, entwining the dark length in her fingers. Her head flew 

back and she came quickly and forcefully, squeezing her wet sheathing 

passage in ecstatic climax.  

 

Biting back the urge to cry out, he came as silently as he could, burying his 

face into her robes to stifle his moans. He held her in position while he 

regained his breath. Hermione leant down, repeatedly kissing his forehead.  

 

Releasing each other gently, they straightened each other’s clothes, and tried 

their best to look unflustered, regaining their composure. Satisfied, they 

wrapped their arms about each other, staring through the window onto the 

cobbled street below. 

 

“You’ve done really well,” she congratulated him, “renovation and a 

revolutionary automated production line.”  

 

He rested his chin on top of her head and rocked her gently in his arms. “We 

do find that using magic instead of a conventional workforce cuts down the 

wage bill, wastage and ridiculous demands from the union.” 

 

Hermione indicated her head toward the street below. “Is your mother still 

living here?” 

 

“No, I found her a cottage in Eastbourne when the business started to turn a 

profit, and I’m very glad I did. Times are changing, Hermione,” he turned her 

to face him fully and looked at her seriously. “There are plans afoot. Both 

sides in this inevitable war we are facing are jostling for position. I had to 

endure Pettigrew’s unwelcome presence in my house in the summer 

months.” 

 

“You still live here?” asked Hermione. 

 

“Rarely,” he replied. “It was convenient to have a place to stay when Davy 

and I were renovating, but I only stay there now when there is a need to 

oversee a new project or, as in the case of Pettigrew, I need to maintain an 

outwardly humble lifestyle.” 

 

“What did he want, Pettigrew?” 

 

“Unfortunately, ‘Spinner’s End’, is still listed as my current address in the 
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Death Eater directory. When the Dark Lord wanted somewhere to hide his 

pet while he went on holiday he bestowed the dubious honour of rat-sitting 

on me and I had to bring Pettigrew back here after a gathering. 

 

All connection between myself and the mill had to be kept secret. Which was 

a shame because I would have enjoyed putting little Peter to work lifting 

boxes and manually peeling Shrivelfigs and Sopophorous Beans. However,” 

he sighed, “I could not. Instead I had to spend an interminable month with 

that rodent under my feet.” 

 

“Is he gone now?” she asked, “Will he come back?” 

 

Snape nodded. “Yes, he’s gone. I will keep the house as it is for the moment. 

I received two unexpected guests on Midsummer’s eve which confirmed that 

maintaining the Spinner’s End house as my official residence was not only 

convenient but essential.” 

 

“Who came? What unexpected guests?” 

 

“Suffice it to say, I was visited by an anxious witch with a recently 

incarcerated spouse, and her pit bull of a sibling.” 

 

Narcissa, thought Hermione. But who was her sister? Oh Merlin, Bellatrix 

Lestrange. 

 

“Come on,” he said, turning her back toward the room and picking up her 

discarded bottle of serum. “Time to Floo back to Portsmouth and get a bite to 

eat.” 

 

They descended through the mill, reminding Hermione of the first time she 

had been here, climbing down unsafe ladders. The solid stairwells that had 

replaced the rotten timber were a welcome addition. They entered Davy’s 

office and found him and Gigi chatting to each other over a cup of tea and a 

fondant fancy.  

 

“Everything to your satisfaction?” asked Davy, looking up at Snape with 

feigned innocence on his face. 

 

“For now,” he replied, “but a closer inspection may be called for a little later.” 

 

Hermione gave Gigi a warm smile, and nodded her thanks to Gudgeon before 

grabbing the Floo powder and disappearing in a swirl of green smoke.  
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“Oh, and Davy,” Severus said as he stepped into the Floo, “stock my opal 

bathroom with a comprehensive selection of the famous Pegasus Personal 

Products, would you? When you can find the time, that is.”  

 

With a whoosh, he was gone. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

“Katie’s in St. Mungo’s? Dilligrout,” Hermione asked, as she gave the 

password to enter Gryffindor tower. 

 

“Went yesterday morning, while you were off on your mysterious day out,” 

Ginny replied with a sly grin. They stepped through the portrait hole. “Harry 

says Dumbledore said that he was receiving hourly reports from the Healers 

there. What no one can understand is why anyone would want to hurt her. 

What’s Katie ever done to anyone?” 

 

Hermione remained silent. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Later that day Harry, Ron and Hermione were in Greenhouse Five wearing 

protective goggles, gum shields and thick gauntlet gloves. Their task was to 

de-pod Snargaluff stumps. Practical sessions in Herbology were always a 

good excuse for a quick natter. 

 

Unfortunately, today, Ron was in a cobby one. Harry had asked politely about 

Slughorn’s last party and Ron was feeling left out. Again. 

 

Hermione still begrudgingly attended the Slug Club gatherings, periodically, 

but never stayed until the end. However, she put on a brave face and 

answered Harry the best she could. 

 

“They can be fun, I suppose, if you don’t mind listening to Professor Slughorn 

talking about famous ex-pupils who still treat him like their benefactor. Oh, 

and he positively fawns over McLaggen because of his Uncle Tiberius being 

pals with Rufus Scrimgeour. The nibbles are good and last week he 

introduced us to Gwenog Jones.” 
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“Not the captain of the Holyhead Harpies?” asked Ron, wide-eyed and mouth 

agape. 

 

“Yes, that’s the one, I forgot which team she said she was on,” admitted 

Hermione. Her appreciation of Quidditch stars wasn’t anywhere near Ron’s. 

 

Professor Sprout looked up just at that moment, catching them talking. 

“Quite enough chatter from over there, thank you!” she admonished from 

across the greenhouse. 

 

“Should I cast a Muffliato?” Harry whispered. 

 

Hermione still felt very touchy when it came to Severus’ Potion-Making book. 

“No, you shouldn’t!” she replied, which resulted in a hard stare from their 

Professor. She lowered her voice and tried to whisper without moving her 

lips, “You shouldn’t cast any more of those spells by the Half-Blood Prince. 

And if you do I’ll …” 

 

“Yeah, you’ll what, Hermione?” challenged Ron, still sounding pissed off after 

their discussion about the Slug Club. 

 

She gave them both an apprehensive look. “I’ll confiscate it!” she replied, 

somewhat childishly. 

 

They worked in silence for a few minutes. Hermione managed to remove a 

pod, but not without Harry and Ron wrestling the grasping gnarled vines into 

submission. As the retaliatory stump grabbed viciously at Hermione’s arm 

her bracelet gave an odd tingle and she was released, making her the most 

successful de-podder in the class. First round to the Amulet. 

 

“Slughorn is having a Christmas party, Harry,” Hermione said casually, trying 

to appear if nothing out-of-the-ordinary had just happened with the 

Snargaluff. “He insists on you being there and asked me to find out what 

dates you had free for the third week of December.”  

 

Ron had grabbed the pod and was trying to squeeze the tubers out. “I 

suppose this party is just for members of the Slug Club?” he asked bitterly. 

 

The pod was squeezed in anger, shot out of Ron’s hands, hit the greenhouse 

window, and rebounded onto Professor Sprout’s head displacing her hat. 

Harry chased off after it. 
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“I suppose you’re enjoying this, Hermione. ‘Slug Club’ meetings, parties,” 

Ron sneered, “I bet you can’t wait to spend time with your new best friends. 

McLaggen fawning over you like a pervert—yeah, Ginny told me he ogles you 

at every opportunity. Slimy slugs, that’s all they are, nothing but scum.” 

 

“I didn’t invent the ‘Slug Club’, Ron, and I didn’t ask to join,” she implored, 

just as Harry returned with the Snargaluff pod. 

 

Ron snorted and mimicked her by saying ‘Slug Club’ under his breath. “I 

hope you enjoy your Christmas party,” he suddenly spat. “Why not get 

Cormac McLaggen to take you? He’ll be named King and you can be Queen of 

all the rotten Slugs.” 

 

“Actually we are allowed to take a guest,” Hermione replied quietly, 

fantasizing about her almost non-existent chance of Severus openly escorting 

her on his arm to the party. She blushed a bright, boiling scarlet at the 

thought and tried not to betray herself by looking away, letting her hair 

conceal her face. Perhaps it would be a good diversionary tactic to be seen 

with Ron at the party? He was only a friend, after all. Asking him would cover 

her embarrassment and might mend her friendship at the same time. “I was 

going to ask you if you wanted to come with me, Ron.”  

 

He scoffed in response and turned away from her. 

 

Hermione felt her temper rise and she retaliated, “But, as you seem to think 

the Slug Club is so beneath you, I won’t bother now. Perhaps I will go with 

Cormac, perhaps I’ll go with someone else altogether. One thing’s for certain, 

Ronald Weasley, I won’t be going with you!” 

 

“I said quiet over there!” Professor Sprout berated. “If I have to tell you 

three again I’ll get all annoyed and will think about splitting up your little 

group in future.” 

 

Pomona Sprout was probably the least intimidating teacher you could ever 

meet. But Harry, Ron and Hermione complied, completing the rest of the 

class in stony silence. 

 

~o0o~ 
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“I followed them as far as Portsmouth, Albus,” reported Moody. “I was just 

going to grab the girl and then he appeared.” 

 

“I take it you mean Severus, Alastor?” 

 

“I mean that so-called tamed Death Eater that you allow to run about this 

castle like he’s lord of the friggin’ manor.”  

 

Dumbledore ignored his friend’s outburst. Sometimes there was nothing you 

could do to persuade someone they were wrong. He pillared his fingers and 

looked across his desk, evaluating the Auror. Fear and hatred for your old 

enemies were hard emotions to set aside. 

 

“Every weekend he takes her to a house on Spice Island. Sometimes they 

stay the night, other times they stay only a couple of hours,” Moody 

continued, taking out his notebook. “Here it is, the address …” He tossed the 

grizzled notebook over the desk. Albus took it and smoothed out the 

Spellotape holding the cover together. 

 

Opening the last page of parchment, Albus read aloud the scribbled address. 

 

“Neptune House.”  

 

Albus thought for a moment before abruptly rising, his decision made. 

 

“Grab your cloak, Alastor. We’re off to Portsmouth, for some sea air and a bit 

of investigation.” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

In a cobby one. = In an obstinate or bad mood. 

Havin’ a cobby one. (Variation)  

Havin’ a benny fit. (Alternative) Although this tends to be more vocal. 

 

Chapter 15 - Oppugno 

 

The two old men sauntered along the old city wall. They paused periodically 

to gaze out to sea at the flotilla of boats entering the harbour. A long, grey 

beard blew in the sea breeze. Its owner seemed oblivious to the ice cream 
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dripping down from the cone onto his groomed whiskers. His companion, 

younger, but stooped and wizened, walked with a gnarled stick, followed a 

step behind, glancing around cautiously every few paces. 

 

“You sure you wouldn’t like a cornet, Alastor?” asked the older man casually, 

licking his ice cream. “Best I’ve had in years!” 

 

“No thanks, Albus. Damned things set my teeth on edge.” 

 

“Rock, then?” Dumbledore pulled out six round sticks of foot-long pink sugar 

confectionary from the pocket of his robes with his pitifully blackened hand. 

“Wish you were here, or Southsea castle?” he offered, reading out their 

labels. 

 

“The last thing I’d want them to say about me is that they found him Avada’d 

with a stick of flippin’ rock up his arse. No thank you, chum. I’ll keep my wits 

about me if you don’t mind.”  

 

Albus chuckled and finished his cone. They sauntered together down a set of 

steep stone steps. Moody paused halfway down, placing a hand on his 

friend’s shoulder, nodding toward a row of houses opposite. 

 

“That’s the house there, third on the left. You want me to take a look first?” 

 

“No need.” Albus dismissed, continuing to descend the steps alone. “I’ll rely 

on my abundant charm and doddery determination.” 

 

*************** 

 

Sheri answered the door. The elderly man pushed his way in, looking lost 

and confused. Ice cream stuck to his beard, giving him the appearance of 

someone unkempt and uncared for. His pastel blue robes were crumpled and 

his face was smudged from the Floo. 

 

“Can I help you, Sir?” 

 

“Monkey’s Fist?” jabbered the old man, clearly senile. He was perusing the 

pictures along the panelled wall at the foot of the stairs. 

 

Sheri closed the door and joined him, looking at the sampler of nautical rope 

knots. “Yes, Sir, The Monkey’s Fist,” she confirmed kindly. “In an emergency 

at sea, if you needed to get a line to another boat, the best method is by the 
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Monkey’s Fist attached to the heaving line.” 

 

The old man nodded and moved onto the next picture. This one was an old 

Wizarding photograph of the HMS Victory just before the battle of Trafalgar. 

Nelson saluted at the camera with his good arm. 

 

“Best wizard of the eighteenth century, that one,” mumbled the elderly 

visitor. “Showed Monsieur le Dark Lord Bonaparte a thing or three, he did.” 

 

“What was that?” asked Sheri, straining to catch his words. 

 

He turned from the photograph and shuffled across the polished floor toward 

her desk. “I said I’m blowed if I know where to start, you see.”  

 

He riffled through her in-tray, scanning as many documents as quickly as he 

could. Sheri rushed forward, grabbing the papers out of his hands. 

 

“Is there something I can help you with, Sir? Can I Floo your care worker or 

St. Mungo’s? They must know you’re missing by now.” 

 

“Lots to do, lots to see,” he twittered, taking another pile of parchment and 

scanning quickly through it. He out-manoeuvred the secretary, scooting 

around her chair, avoiding her grasping fingers, using his height, lifting the 

documents out of her reach. His speed belied his years. Tendrils of Sheri’s 

hair came loose as she chased around the desk after the cantankerous old 

codger reading confidential Pegasus memoranda. 

 

‘Evanesco!’ Sheri cleared away every piece of parchment with a decisive 

swish of her wand. 

 

“Sally,” the barmy old man read, picking up Sheri’s brass desktop namebar, 

holding it only an inch from his half-moon spectacles. “I knew a girl named 

Sally once. Thighs like Bathsheba,” he stared ahead, reminiscing. “Would you 

have thighs as soft and sweet as marshmallow, Sally?” 

 

“Right, that’s enough. OUT!” she shouted, grabbing the back of his robes and 

frog-marching him to the door. “I refuse to discuss my thighs with a 

demented pensioner. Here.” She spun him around, and grabbed a 

complimentary goody bag from an ornate basket balanced on a podium. She 

threw the bag forcefully at his chest, which he deftly caught. “Your interest in 

our company is appreciated,” she intoned in her calmest voice, as if reading 

from her scripted tour monologue. “Now, shove off!” 
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She opened the door with her free hand and tossed him out into the street, 

slamming the door behind him.  

 

Alastor came running over as soon as he saw Albus picking himself up off of 

the cobbled pavement, dusting himself down. He pulled the Headmaster to 

his feet, bustled him into an alley and pushed him against a wall. He tried to 

cover them by turning his head and pointing his wand, left, then right. His 

magical eye swivelled excitedly in each direction, covering alternate ends of 

the alley from the Auror’s wand. 

 

“What’s wrong, Albus? Did you not get what you were looking for?” he asked, 

urgently. 

 

“On the contrary, Alastor. I found exactly what we needed and met a 

delightful young lady to boot.” Albus’ mood was much more relaxed than his 

friend’s. He tossed the bag of toiletries to Mad-Eye. “It appears you were 

right. Severus has been hoodwinking us all these years.” 

 

“I knew it! I bloody knew it!” cried Moody in triumph. He opened the bag and 

picked up one of the trial-sized bottles, reading the label. “What the fuck’s 

Const’end Vigilance? Says here it’s a leave-in conditioner for bitter, old, 

grizzled split ends. Is someone taking the piss?” 

 

Albus reached into the bag himself, pulling out another bottle. He read the 

label. Chuckling, he showed it to Moody. “No more than the comedian that 

thought up Bumblebore’s Beard Wash.” 

 

Taking his old comrade by the arm, the Headmaster walked them both back 

toward the Still and West. “C’mon, I’ll buy you a nice haddock and chips 

lunch for your trouble. Severus has been brewing nothing more shameful 

than shampoo.” He paused, and smiled indulgently. “Amusing, actually, when 

you think about it.” 

 

“Ha, friggin’, ha!” mocked Moody, pocketing his wand. He did not find the 

situation funny in the least.  

 

~o0o~ 

 

Sheri bolted the door and rushed to the Floo. Tossing in a large handful of 

powder, she leant in and shouted at the top of her voice, “Severus! Professor 
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Snape, Sir!” 

 

Severus’ head appeared in the flames looking concerned. “What is it?” 

 

“Professor, the Professor, he’s been here, Professor!” 

 

Confusion was written across Snape’s face. “What are you blathering about, 

girl?” 

 

“I’m talking about him. He was here in the office, snooping about.” 

 

“Who? Who was there?” 

 

Sheri knelt down on the hearthrug, knowing that she had failed her boss. 

She swallowed hard before she could find enough voice to answer. 

 

“Dumbledore.” 

 

~o0o~ 

 

“I asked if you had ever snogged anyone, Hermione.” 

 

“All right, Ginny, I heard you the first time. I don’t think I should tell you, 

that’s all.” 

 

Both girls were on Hermione’s bed. Ginny was laying on her front, looking up 

at Hermione who was perched awkwardly on the edge of the mattress. 

 

“You have to tell. C’mon I told you about Dean. It’s only fair.” 

 

“Okay, okay. I have snogged someone. There. Satisfied now?” 

 

“Who?” 

 

“Ginny, saying who wasn’t part of the deal!” 

 

“Yes it was, come on. Spill.” 

 

“I cannot, will not, tell you under any circumstances. Even if my life 

depended on it.” 

 



 194 

“It was Viktor Krum, wasn’t it?” 

 

“All right then, yes. Happy now? Can we change the subject, please?” 

 

“Sure,” replied Ginny, satisfied. She pulled open her homework book. “Runes 

or Arithmancy?” 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Saturday was the first Quidditch match of the season. Gryffindor versus 

Slytherin. Hermione was dreading this day like no other. Her old house 

versus her present. Her friends' team versus her lover’s. She resolved to do 

what any tempestuous teen bookworm would do; she would spend the 

afternoon sulking in the library. 

 

The usual rivalries were on display as she walked with Parvati into breakfast. 

Slytherins were booing across the hall at Harry and his team, and the 

Gryffindors retaliated by cheering louder than ever. It resembled a 

chimpanzee’s tea party. 

 

“Are you ready for the match?” Hermione asked Ron and Harry as she stood 

behind them, looking for a seat in the red and gold decked crowd. 

 

“Absolutely!” replied Harry, rousingly, eliciting a cheer from his housemates 

seated around him. He took Ron’s glass of pumpkin juice and slid it under the 

table. To Hermione’s horror, he poured something from a small vial into it. 

“Here you go, mate,” he said passing the glass back to Ron, “drink up!” 

 

Hermione recognised the little bottle in Harry's hand. It was the Felix Felicis 

he'd won from Professor Slughorn. She sprang forward, stopping the glass on 

its way to Ron’s lips. “Please don’t drink that, Ron.” 

 

“Why ever not?”  

 

Hermione stared at Harry. She spoke softly so no one else could hear. “He 

put something in it.” 

 

“Did I?” asked Harry, unconvincingly. 

 

“You know you did!” She turned to Ron, “He tipped something into your 

juice, I saw him. He just put a bottle back into his pocket. For heaven’s sake 
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Ron, don’t drink it!” 

 

“Oh shut up, Hermione!” Ron silenced her and took a long drink, emptying 

the glass. “It’s about time you stopped your nagging.” 

 

Harry gestured Hermione to come closer. She bent down so he could whisper 

in her ear. 

 

“Confunded anyone recently?” 

 

Hermione stood up and stared at her friend of six years. She felt hurt, let 

down, angry, and above all, alienated. Harry and Ron’s friendship had meant 

everything to her. But now, at seventeen, cracks were showing in their 

relationship. Ron in particular had been frightful to her all week, and in the 

last couple of days he’d been downright snide—when he wasn’t ignoring her, 

that is. She turned without another word to either of them and found a place 

to sit among the third years at the other end of the table. 

 

Taking a sip of coffee, she risked a glance in Ron and Harry’s direction. They 

were getting ready to head out to the changing rooms to prepare for the 

match. She watched them leave the Great Hall with the rest of their 

teammates; adulation followed them as they strode the length of the 

Gryffindor table.  

 

Hermione felt empty, like she was watching her friendship slip away. This 

was all her fault. She had spent so much time planning and plotting to be 

with Severus that she had neglected the other two important people in her 

life.  

 

Ginny tapped her on the shoulder. Eyes downcast, she looked very guilty. 

“I’m sorry, Hermione, I think I made things worse between you and my 

brother.” 

 

“What happened, Gin?” asked Hermione urgently, making space for her 

friend on the bench. 

 

“Ron and Harry caught me and Dean the other night, kissing. Ron was calling 

me names, insinuating I was some sort of trollop.” 

 

Hermione could hardly believe it. Ron calling Ginny names? This wasn’t the 

friend she knew.  
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Seeing the look of confusion on Hermione’s face, Ginny tried to make her 

friend understand. “It was after Quidditch practise on Thursday evening. 

Dean and I were on the second floor, in the secret passageway, just, well, 

getting better acquainted. Ron comes blazing up telling me I shouldn’t kiss in 

corridors. He meant I shouldn’t kiss at all, if you ask me. We got into a row, 

and I told him everyone is snogging except him, and that he has only kissed 

old Aunt Muriel. He drew his wand, got angry with me, and I told him … I 

said ….” 

 

Hermione could guess what was coming. She slumped her shoulders and 

dropped her head onto the table, resigned to her fate. 

 

“… I said even you had kissed someone, that you had snogged Krum.” 

 

Hermione banged her forehead three times on the table, wishing to rid 

herself of the mental image Ginny had just given her. 

 

“Sorry,” Ginny offered. She sounded sincere. 

 

Sighing, Hermione looked at her friend. Her explanation certainly fitted with 

Ron’s odd behaviour since Thursday night. What was his problem? Was he 

afraid they were growing apart? Growing up? Ginny looked so forlorn, it was 

all Hermione could do to try and take some of her guilt away from her.  

 

“S’okay, Gin. What’s done is done.” She patted Ginny’s knee in a gesture of 

comradery. “Come on, you have a Quidditch match to win. Get off to your 

team talk.” 

 

With a parting apology, Ginny rose and left the Hall. 

 

Hermione buried her head in her hands. What could she do to make it up to 

Ron and Harry? How could she explain that she hadn’t kissed Viktor and that 

she was actually kissing Snape? She couldn’t. Telling them about Vanity and 

her new found wealth would alienate Ron further, wouldn’t it? She was in a 

hole with no obvious way out.  

 

Dennis Creevey’s voice penetrated her despair. “Good … good morning 

Professor Sn … Snape!” 

 

“Creevey,” Snape’s voice came from just behind Hermione. She lifted her 

head and twisted around, looking up at him. 
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“Miss Granger, you neglected to remove all your personal effects from my 

class yesterday afternoon. I will expect you in my office to retrieve your 

belongings in exactly fifteen minutes. Do I make myself clear?” 

 

“Yes, Sir.” 

 

His robes whipped around as he turned and disappeared out of the Great 

Hall. Now Hermione had something else to worry about. A meeting in fifteen 

minutes, and it must be important for Snape to approach her so openly 

during breakfast. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione dashed up to the second floor, slammed the Defence classroom 

door and ran straight into his office. 

 

“What’s wrong?” she gasped, pulling breath. 

 

Snape was seated at his desk watching his quill writing in mid-air, making 

calculations on a roll of parchment. He didn’t look up, just announced their 

fate in an even voice. “Armageddon, my dear. The end of the world as we 

know it.” 

 

“Blimey.” She sat down in the chair in front of his desk. “The Dark Lord has 

made his move, is that what you’re saying?” 

 

“Worse.” He looked up, concern etched across his face. “Dumbledore has 

found out about Vanity. On Thursday he went to Neptune House, read 

documents and made sexual innuendo to Sheri. He spent breakfast this 

morning stroking his beard, saying how much softer it is since he washed it 

with Bumblebore’s. He’s wearing a sample of the new no-chip nail polish—in 

Merlin’s Magenta no less. He just suggested that I ‘coiffe my locks’ and 

Pomona is giggling at me like a schoolgirl.” He looked down at what his quill 

had written. “We’re selling up and I’ll suffer no argument from you.” 

 

Stunned, Hermione couldn’t speak for a moment. Hearing her make no 

objection, Snape looked up at her and must have read surprise on her face. 

He spoke again, in an attempt to strengthen his case. 

 

“Ask yourself this; when is the best time to sell a business? When it’s in 

profit, has room to expand, a competent workforce and an increasing 
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customer base. We fulfil all these criteria. The mill has two floors still to be 

developed, and with the right financial backing Davy is ripe for directorship.” 

 

“But you can’t do this without my agreement?” Hermione asked, unable to 

fully appreciate what he was saying. She needed a bigger picture, needed to 

understand her position better. 

 

“Actually I can,” he said, sitting back in his chair. “Under the antiquated 

terms of our betrothal I have legal power over you and therefore can act on 

your behalf in any business or financial matter, exactly as I have done for the 

last fifteen years. I have your power of attorney with or without your 

consent. However, I would prefer to obtain your cooperation and 

agreement.” 

 

“Very magnanimous of you,” she said sarcastically, crossing her arms 

defiantly in front of her. 

 

“I thought so, yes,” he replied, with an amused look on his face. “See it 

objectively, Hermione. Let’s get out now while the going’s good. Do you 

really think that if the Dark Lord triumphs in the upcoming war we will be 

inundated with requests for chamomile colour-tints from the oppressed 

masses? No, we won’t. It’ll be sale or return meltdown at the factory, 

breaking us in a week.” 

 

She could see his point. Liquidating assets would help if they had to make a 

run for Majorca at short notice, too. “How much do you think we’d get?” she 

asked, allowing him to see she was at least considering his position. 

 

He pulled the parchment away from the quill and tossed it to her. “Lock, 

stock and smoking wands? Thirty million for a quick sale,” he told her, his 

voice slightly higher than normal. 

 

Wow, thirty million G'. Not bad for an O.W.L. project. This should make her 

N.E.W.T.s interesting. 

 

“Who would buy it?” she asked, looking over his sums. 

 

“The Goblins might; I’ll schedule a meeting with them next week. There’s 

also a company called Sleekeazy that routinely make me an offer every year. 

They have cornered the market in pet grooming. It seems they have an 

interest in pampering witches, too.”  
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Providence had won out. The irony of Sleekeazy buying back their own idea, 

effectively freeing Snape of his father’s mill at the same time, made 

Hermione smile. She’d made up her mind. “Do it,” she said.  

 

Someone rapped twice on the door, then entered without waiting for an 

answer. 

 

“Sir, I’ve got a …” Pansy Parkinson breezed in, carrying a note. She stopped 

abruptly when she saw Hermione. “Sorry, sir, I can come back when …” 

 

“No problem, Miss Parkinson,” he interrupted, waving her forward. 

 

Pansy looked down her puggy nose at Hermione. Elitist arrogance exuded 

from her glare as she crossed the room and stood at the desk next to 

Hermione’s chair.  

 

“I have a note for you, Professor, sir,” she said in what she probably thought 

was a seductive voice. She leant forward, placing her glossy patent shoe 

directly over Hermione’s flimsy velvet one. As Pansy reached over the desk 

to hand over the note, she put all of her weight onto Hermione’s foot, 

crushing her toes in the process. 

 

Stoically, Hermione stared forward, as if nothing were amiss. Pansy was not 

a featherweight and Hermione’s shoes weren’t designed to protect her from a 

clod-hopping elephant crushing her little piggies.  

 

The Amulet tingled as the pain went from excruciating to unbearable. Snape, 

who had been twisting his onyx ring, jumped up and drew his wand. At the 

same time, Pansy leapt off Hermione’s foot like she had been stung by a 

Blast-Ended Skrewt, flying backwards across the room, ending up in a heap 

against the door. Some very impractical knickers showed their peach ruffles 

from under her skirt, which was now un-daintily askew.  

 

“What the fuck was that you hit me with, Granger?” shouted Pansy from the 

deck. 

 

Hermione looked down at the crumpled girl with as much cool superiority as 

she could muster. “Language, Pansy. I think what you felt was a burst of 

static energy.” 

 

Snape had sheathed his wand and was helping Parkinson to her feet. He 

ushered her out of the door rather hastily. Pansy made the most of her exit, 
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glaring threateningly at Hermione over her shoulder. 

 

“Gives a bad name to the House of Slytherin,” muttered Hermione as Snape 

closed the door and took his seat again. “Nothing subtle about her.” 

 

He raised an eyebrow at her words and picked up the note and started to 

read it. “And you were in Slytherin for how long? Two months? I think the 

experience had rather an effect on—” He stopped abruptly. Pausing for a 

moment, he looked thoughtful, then concerned. “We have another problem. 

Draco’s not playing Quidditch today.” 

 

“I don’t understand. Why is that a problem?” 

 

Snape folded his arms and leant on the desk. He lowered his voice. “Let me 

put it this way, what are your suspicions regarding the perpetrator of the 

necklace incident?” 

 

“I’m trying to remain open-minded,” she replied, “but Harry is convinced 

Malfoy was behind it.” 

 

“For once I am in agreement with Potter.” 

 

“What?” 

 

“Madam Rosmerta actually purchased the necklace, but I suspect the 

Galleons came from Draco’s pocket. Judging by Rosmerta’s demeanour when 

she spoke to you in the ladies’ bathroom, I’ve not ruled out use of the 

Imperius curse.”  

 

“But that’s—” 

 

“Illegal, yes. But then, so is passing about cursed necklaces. He’s acting 

rashly, which makes him dangerous. I have requested Draco visit me in my 

office on a number of occasions, but he is refusing to come. That in itself 

confirms my suspicions.” 

 

Hermione thought his theory had merit but was still confused on one point. 

“So, how does this have anything to do with Quidditch?” 

 

Snape released a slow, steady breath before answering. “A Quidditch match 

draws everyone onto the pitch and away from the school. If I needed a 

diversion, or time alone in the Castle, I would welcome a Quidditch Saturday 
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with open arms. Unless, of course, I was playing Seeker.” He looked at the 

note again. “Feigning suspected spattergroit would get me off the team for 

the afternoon quite nicely.” 

 

“So, are you going to keep an eye on him?” 

 

“I can’t, Hermione, my absence will be noticed. I have to be in the stands 

this afternoon, alongside the other teachers.” He smiled at her conspiringly. 

“You, on the other hand, are in an excellent position to slip away unseen. Do 

you not feel the urge to study in the Library during the match?” 

 

“Snape, are you up to something?” 

 

He raised an eyebrow again. “Perhaps I am.” 

 

“And what if I was sidetracked on the way to the Library by a bit of Malfoy 

watching?” 

 

“Most unfortunate,” he said insincerely, “all that study time wasted.” 

 

“But what if he should see me? What if he doesn’t like me following him?” 

 

“Where’s that intrepid spirit that you used to transverse the time portal? 

You’re the witch that dove nineteen years into the past without really 

knowing in how many pieces she would end up. You possess more cunning 

and guile than I think you appreciate. Besides, should anything untoward 

happen to you, your bracelet will react, as Miss Parkinson has just 

demonstrated.” He held up his left hand, showing her the onyx ring on his 

fourth finger. “And I will be aware of any danger you may be in and be at 

your side as quickly as possible.” 

 

Hermione was feeling nervous, despite his assurances. “Hold on, that calling 

device thing only works when you are in the same room, surely? Where were 

you when I was being mauled by a Snargaluff the other day?” 

 

Snape chuckled. “Ah, the ferocious Snargaluff attack. I was aware, as it 

happens. My ring sent a vibration, an image of your, um, precarious 

predicament with the foliage. I knew you were in Pomona’s capable hands 

and that I was not required.” 

 

“You seem amused, Severus. For you information Snargaluffs are very nasty 

and there could have been a very serious incident in that greenhouse.” 
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“But I trusted the plant was safe,” he teased. “Otherwise I would have saved 

it from you in an instant.” 

 

~o0o~ 

 

After lunch, Hermione dutifully put her Gryffindor scarf around her neck and 

filed out of the Great Hall, toward the pitch, with the other students. She 

hung back, trying to fix Malfoy in her sights. 

 

Parvati pushed her way back through the surging crowd, grabbing Hermione 

by the arm. “C’mon,” she pleaded, dragging her along toward the main 

entrance. “We’re going to miss the best seats if you don’t get a move on.” 

 

Jostled by the mass of students, Hermione wriggled free. “You go on,” she 

called to her friend, hanging back as much as she could. “I’ll see you up 

there!” 

 

She forced her way sideways, through the crowd. “Prefect!” she shouted, 

“I’m a Prefect, let me through!” Once free of the melee she swiftly crossed 

the Entrance Hall, past the gemstone hourglasses and went inside the small 

wooden door at the bottom of the stairs. The broom cupboard.  

 

This spying lark wasn’t very glamorous. She hadn’t been in this cupboard 

since third year, the night she and Harry saved Sirius and Buckbeak. It 

hadn’t improved any with time; in fact it was worse than she remembered. It 

was freezing in here, and reeked of old cat.  

 

Something rubbed against her leg, and it was purring. So, the cupboard was 

innocent. It didn’t smell of mangy old cat, Mrs. Norris did. 

 

“Psssst! Cat!” she hissed. “Make yourself useful and go and find Draco 

Malfoy, would you? The one that smells like ferret? Go, shoo!”  

 

Mrs. Norris looked rather disgusted at being shooed away, but nudged the 

cupboard door open and slipped through. With the moggy gone, Hermione 

could concentrate on her task. She stationed herself at the door, squinting to 

see through the small louvre panel, waiting for a glimpse of Malfoy.  

 

The Headmaster was the last to leave the Great Hall. He was accompanied by 

a number of dignitaries here to see the match. Every one of them was 
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admiring his nail polish. “It adds distinction, does it not? Detracts the eye 

from the injured limb,” he said to one of the school governors, who was 

commenting on the shade. Shepherding his guests through the entrance 

doors, Dumbledore paused. He turned around and seemed to look directly at 

Hermione through the cupboard door. Lowering his gaze, he peered over the 

top of his spectacles, raising his eyebrows. 

 

Hermione gasped and jumped back, afraid she had been seen. When she 

peeped back through the slats, he was gone. The Entrance Hall was empty 

now. The magical rubies in the Gryffindor hourglass shimmered as ten points 

were lost. Severus was apparently on form, at any rate. She was stuck in a 

cupboard and he was out there enjoying himself. Bastard. 

 

Mrs. Norris lightly sprang down the staircase, touching only every fourth step 

as she nimbly pranced across the Entrance Hall. Hermione expected to see 

Filch at any moment, come to drag her out of her hiding place and manacle 

her to his office wall. Instead, Mrs. Norris raced over to the cupboard door 

and mewed insistently at her. 

 

“Go away!” Hermione whispered, but the cat just meowed louder and louder. 

Cover blown, she left the cupboard in defeat. Mrs. Norris, however, increased 

her attempts to get Hermione’s attention, standing up on her hind legs and 

padding at her Gryffindor scarf. 

 

“What is it, cat? What do you want?” 

 

Mrs. Norris looked up at her. Unblinking stare of demonic red eyes met hazel 

and an understanding passed between them. “Well go on then,” encouraged 

Hermione, “show me.” 

 

The pair of them ran up staircase after staircase. The cat outstripped 

Hermione and circled on each landing waiting to be caught up with, 

impatiently. At last they reached the seventh floor. Mrs. Norris ran past the 

statue of Lachlan the Lanky and toward the Fat Lady’s portrait.  

 

“Shouldn’t you be outside, dear?” called the Fat Lady, ruffling her pink silk 

shirt, fluffing it out. 

 

Hermione didn’t stop. She ran past, shouting, “Dilligrout!” 

 

“Oh, very funny …” cried the Fat Lady as she was forced to swing open, 

frustratingly losing sight of the sixth year. 
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Mrs. Norris raced onwards, stopping only when she got to the portrait of 

Barnabas the Barmy and his dancing Trolls. A second year girl was standing 

by the painting. She dropped a jar of frog’s spawn, jumping back in fright as 

Hermione approached.  

 

“What are you doing here?” asked Hermione. The little girl looked scared out 

of her wits. 

 

Without answering the youngster fled in the other direction. Mrs. Norris, 

however, didn’t follow. She stayed by the door, the entrance to the Room of 

Requirement. 

 

“Where now, puss?” 

 

Mrs. Norris circled in front of the door, purring triumphantly.  

 

“It’s hardly the time for a D.A. meeting, is it?”  

 

The cat looked at Hermione as if she were stupid. Damned fleabag. 

 

Trying the handle, Hermione couldn’t get into the room. She thought hard, 

concentrated on Draco and finding him. Unconsciously, she started to pace. I 

need a place where I can find Draco, she thought, I need to find Draco 

Malfoy. 

 

The lock clicked open. Hermione spun around in surprise as the door slowly 

opened. She threw herself against the wall, behind the door. Mrs. Norris 

scarpered. 

 

Draco’s blond head appeared, slightly dishevelled, from behind the door. He 

glanced the other way and didn’t see Hermione at first. Closing the door 

behind him, he walked out into the corridor. 

 

“Hey, where are you?” he whispered. 

 

Hermione flattened herself against the wall. There was nothing between her 

and Malfoy. If he turned around he would see her. 

 

“Where did you go?” he whispered again, louder this time. 

 

Fingering her bracelet, Hermione searched desperately for some way to turn 
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it on. She could really do with a six foot tall Defence Professor at her side 

right about now. Her movement caught Draco’s eye. He slowly, predatorily, 

turned to face her. 

 

“Granger—what the hell …?” 

 

“Afternoon, Draco. Nice weather for the time of year, isn’t it? Sorry to hear 

you’re poorly, I came to find you, ask if there’s anything I can do to help.” 

 

“Shut your stupid gob.” Malfoy advanced on her. “You’re snooping about 

again, aren’t you? Can’t leave anything alone, you nosy bitch. Where are 

Weasleby and Scar Head?” He looked up and down the corridor just as there 

were loud cheers from outside. “Ah, yes, they’re at the Quidditch match.” 

 

He leaned into Hermione, placing a hand either side of her head. “All alone 

then, aren’t you, little Mudblood?”  

 

Hermione’s heart was beating fast. She squirmed, trying to reach for her 

wand, but Malfoy pressed his body closer to hers. She was trapped.  

 

The crowd outside roared. The Quidditch match was won, but by whom she 

neither knew nor cared.  

 

Malfoy reached to grab her hair, but stopped himself. “Pansy said you hexed 

her this morning when she touched you. Why was that? What did you do? 

Shall we test the theory?”  

 

He fisted a handful of hair, tugging Hermione to the ground. She yelped in 

pain as her hair felt like it was being pulled from the roots. Unable to stop 

herself, she fell to the floor. At last, the stupid malfunctioning Amulet kicked 

in. 

 

Malfoy cried out in surprise as he was thrown backwards against a suit of 

amour. Hermione tried to stand up, fumbling for her wand, but she was too 

slow. Malfoy had got to his feet first and flew at her. He bought the palm of 

his hand down across her face in a resounding slap. 

 

“Filthy little whore!” Draco spat, hitting her again, this time on the back of 

her head. 

 

Hermione tasted blood in her mouth. Her head spun from his last assault. 

She tried to kick out at him, but couldn’t find her mark. Enraged, Malfoy’s 
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slaps turned to punches. Taking a blow to the stomach, she gasped for 

breath. All she could see was blinking stars and grouted flagstones.  

 

A breeze, a swath of black, seemed to encase her. Is this what death felt 

like? No, this was like Snape’s cloak felt like, when you were on the floor, 

and he was standing over you. 

 

There were sounds of a struggle, but no words were said, no spells were cast 

as Severus wrestled with Malfoy. A crack followed a thud and Draco was 

down.  

 

“Bastard!” Severus cursed, bending down to Hermione. His nostrils were 

flared in anger, and his breaths were fast and shallow. Cupping her face, he 

winced at her cut lip and reddened cheek.  

 

His forehead was marked, and she reached up to soothe it. 

 

“You head-butted him?” she asked in disbelief. 

 

Snape drew his wand, pointing it at her lip. “I certainly did. Pure-Bloods 

never expect gutter tactics from the Spinner’s End boot boy. ‘Episkey’. Saved 

my arse on a few occasions, growing up on the wrong side of Manchester. 

‘Enervate minor’. How does that feel, any better?” 

 

“Much,” she said, getting to her feet. Malfoy was sparked out on the floor, a 

nice matching red mark on his forehead. “Why didn’t the Amulet work, 

Severus?” 

 

“It did, it was screaming blue murder at me. It squeezed my finger so hard I 

thought it would sever the damn thing! I broke two Wizarding World sprint 

records getting to the Castle and up seven flights of moving stairs. Could you 

pick your fights on the ground floor next time?”  

 

He studied her bracelet. “You’ve set it to call function only. Were you playing 

about with it?” 

 

“I was trying to switch it on, yes.” 

 

“Good grief, woman, just leave it alone in future, will you?” he sounded 

serious. “You could have been seriously hurt.” 

 

“I’m not feeling un-seriously hurt now, actually.” Her head felt better after 
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his spell, and he’d mended her lip, but she felt shaky. “That’s the last time I 

let you talk me into chasing after Malfoy on my own.” 

 

He held onto her, studying her. Her clothes were crumpled and her hair was 

a mess. Her face was pale and she looked like she had just been through a 

terrible ordeal. “Can you be strong for me, Hermione?” 

 

“I’ll try,” she said, quietly. 

 

“I need to take Mr. Malfoy to Flitwick’s office. It’s on this floor and the closest 

safe hole I can reach without seeing anyone. The match is over and the 

students will be here at any moment.” He let go of her arm and raised his 

wand at Draco. “Get to your common room, clean yourself up, then rejoin 

your friends. No doubt they will be expecting you after their slim, technical 

victory. If there are any repercussions I want you to have an alibi, 

understand?” 

 

She nodded, but felt cold at his dismissal. 

 

‘Locomotor Malfoy!’  

 

Snape used his wand to direct Draco’s unconscious form down the corridor. 

“I’ll come for you later, now GO!” He hurried away, billowing at his best. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

She found Harry and Ron in their changing room. The triumphant team was 

just about to leave as she entered. Wringing her scarf in her hands, she was 

terrified they would question her about her red face and undisguised 

shakiness. Determined to clear the air, tell him everything, and ask for his 

help, she pulled Harry aside. 

 

“Harry, can I have a word?” 

 

She drew breath. She really wanted to tell him that Draco had attacked her, 

that Snape had come to her rescue, but her words stumbled and failed her. 

Not knowing what to say, she reverted back to the last conversation they 

had, about him spiking Ron’s juice. 

 

“You put Felix Felicis in Ron’s drink this morning, that’s illegal,” she said 

sternly, covering the anguish she felt inside. “You know what Slughorn said 
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about it. It’s not allowed in sporting events, and inter-house Quidditch is 

definitely a sporty event however seriously you boys take it.” 

 

“I didn’t,” said Harry defensively. 

 

Ron had been listening, and he came over to join them. “So what if he did, 

Miss Goody-two-shoes?” 

 

“But I didn’t,” Harry repeated. He withdrew the vial from his robes pocket 

and showed them. The stopper was still sealing the vial and none of the 

contents had been used. “You only thought I did, Hermione.” 

 

“You didn’t?” questioned Ron. Harry shook his head. 

 

“See, Hermione.” Ron turned on her, becoming angry. “You don’t think I can 

save anything unless I have been doped up with potion. Some friend you 

are!” 

 

“I didn’t say that, Ron!” she cried, but he wasn’t listening. He pushed past 

her, slinging his broom over his shoulder and walked toward the door. “You 

thought you had taken it too,” she added quietly. 

 

It was the second time that afternoon that someone had shouted at her. 

Ron’s attack, though only verbal, hurt her just as much as Malfoy’s. She 

couldn’t control the tears that spilled onto her cheeks. She’d had enough. 

 

“Hermione?” Harry looked concerned. “Come with me to the party? It will 

make you feel better.” 

 

“You go!” she shouted. She turned, ran out of the changing rooms and across 

the green in the opposite direction from the castle. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

She sat alone in the stands until after it was dark. The cold sank through her 

skin and into her bones. Her heavy school cloak couldn’t keep out the biting 

temperatures. Fear of hypothermia drove her inside and she reluctantly 

climbed the stairs to her common room. 

 

The after-match party was in full swing. Unable to stand even a moment of 

joviality, although mildly amused by the sight of Lavender snogging Ron in 
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the corner, she slipped back out of the portrait hole and walked down the 

corridor until she found an empty classroom.  

 

Staving off boredom, she sat on the teacher’s desk and practised her casting. 

Ten little canaries circled her head, twittering happily. It was just as 

uncomfortable as sitting in the stands, but at least she was warmer here. 

 

“Hermione?” Harry poked his head inside the classroom door. 

 

Hermione’s throat felt raspy and sore from not speaking for several hours. 

“Hello, Harry,” she croaked, “I’m just practising.” 

 

Her friend walked over to her. “Nice birds,” he said awkwardly. He seemed at 

a loss for words. 

 

Still not able to speak to Harry about Malfoy’s attack, she desperately tried to 

think of something else to say. When she did, her strained voice, trying to 

sound even and casual, came out an octave higher than it should. “Ron is 

enjoying the party.” 

 

“Is he?” 

 

“Didn’t you see?”  

 

Speak of the devil, Ron chose that moment to burst into the room, giggling 

and leading Lavender by the hand. 

 

“Oops!” said Lavender. She laughed and backed out of the room, closing the 

door behind her.  

 

Hermione didn’t know what to say. Judging by the silence that followed, 

neither did Ron or Harry. Is this what their friendship had come to? Secrets, 

deceit, raging hormones and uncomfortable silences? 

 

Hermione jumped off the desk. She needed her friends today more than 

ever, and they were distant and cool toward her. She had to find Severus; he 

was the only one that cared for her now. He’d promised to contact her, to 

see her tonight, but she had been outside for so long he was probably frantic 

with worry.  

 

“Harry,” Ron said, his voice bubbly, “I was wondering where you had got to. 

Come back to the party.” 
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Hermione had reached the door. She opened it, but something stopped her. 

Lavender was standing outside, fidgeting her feet, waiting for Ron. Was she 

being ignored by him? Left to wait in a corridor? 

 

Hermione’s temper rose. Anger for being attacked, having to avoid her 

friends, and being ostracised by Ron compounded into fury. Feeling 

desperately sorry for Lavender, wanting to retaliate for his bullish behaviour, 

she turned and pointed her wand. 

 

‘Oppugno!' 

 

The ten little canaries changed direction and flew battalion at Ron’s head. 

They attacked him viciously, beak and claw. 

 

“Get them off!” he shouted, shielding his head with one hand, trying to beat 

them away with the other. 

 

Hermione stared dispassionately at Ron. He deserved this. She wasn’t sorry. 

Her tears fell again. Feeling beaten, tired and hurt, she let out a sob, turned 

to the door and went through, slamming it behind her. She ran past 

Lavender, along the corridor and down the stairs.  

 

Severus was all she could think of. She needed him, needed his arms around 

her while she slept this nightmare of a day away. It seemed to take ages to 

reach the first floor and the Defence classroom, and when she did it was 

locked.  

 

Wiping back her tears, she headed for the staffroom. She reached the 

Entrance Hall and approached the staffroom door. Before she could knock, 

she heard her name being called from across the Hall. She turned to see 

Severus by the dungeon steps, gesturing for her to come to him. 

 

She complied. He stealthfully walked ahead; she kept him just in sight. He 

took a route through the labyrinth of dungeon corridors she hadn’t been 

down before. Quickening her step, she got a little closer, in case she lost 

him. Turning almost one hundred and eighty degrees back on itself, the 

corridor twisted and fell into pitch darkness. She was grabbed and gathered 

in, held tightly to her lover’s chest. 

 

“I was worried,” he whispered. “I couldn’t find you.” 
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“I needed to be alone,” she whispered back, “I couldn’t face the Quidditch 

party.” 

 

‘Lumos!’ He lit his wand and held it out to show them the way. 

 

“Come with me,” he said, wrapping his arm around her, guiding her through 

the passageway. “Our defeat is no cause for celebration, I grant you. 

Underneath that Gryffindor scarf lies a true Slytherin, am I right?” 

 

She didn’t answer. Quidditch, rivalries and politics with Harry and Ron were 

the last thing she wanted to think about. Instead, she focused on where they 

were going.  

 

“Where are you taking me, Severus?” 

 

He bent down and kissed the top of her head. 

 

“My chambers.” 

 

 

 

Chapter 16 – Capulet 

 

The little tabby chased the light that danced across the bookcase. Extending 

an outstretched paw, twice she batted the glimmering speck before 

pouncing, tightly tucking in her tail and rolling over onto her back. Searching, 

she lifted her head and located her prey. The shiny, iridescent ball had 

continued its dance and was now glinting above the biggest book on the 

highest of the shelves. 

 

Flexing her spine, she righted herself and sprang to her feet. Gracefully, she 

darted from one book to the next as she made her ascent toward the light. 

Her tail swished from side to side, tickling the noses of the sleeping portraits. 

One of the old Headmasters grumbled then shifted in his chair before falling 

back to sleep.  

 

Crouching, she watched the reflected light. Creeping forward, her belly 

brushed against the ancient book bindings. Her eyes were wide as she leaped 

into the air and onto the tallest book. Her jump was short—only her little 

front paws made the distance—and she struggled with her back legs to 

scramble the rest of the way. The book’s cover was shiny and she couldn’t 
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gain a hold. With one last desperate grab for purchase, she thrashed out with 

her front paw, and caught a ribbon with her claw.  

 

“Professor Dumbledore, sir?” A deep man-voice came from the doorway. 

 

Surprised, she lost her grip and fell backwards, missing the shelf below, and 

falling to the office floor. Twisting in mid air, she extended her legs and 

prepared for impact.  

 

The fall was steep, her landing hard, and she didn’t recover quickly. Slightly 

stunned, she shook her head, wobbling when she tried to stand. Defeated, 

she sat back down on her haunches trying to look unflustered and regal. 

 

“Puss?” said the big man. “Yer shouldn’ be throwin’ yerself off of bookcases, 

nat a’ your age, my lit’l luv.” 

 

She was scooped up and tucked under his hefty arm. 

 

“I’ll see yer back ter yer basket, yer naugh’y girl,” he told her affectionately. 

She pressed against him, purring, as he stroked the dark markings around 

her eyes and rubbed her nose with his enormous finger. 

 

He held her gently and respectfully, his arm like a soft moleskin cushion 

beneath her, while he strode along the passageway and down the stairs. His 

touch was nice; firm and just right. He stroked along her spine and down to 

the end of her tail.  

 

All too soon he opened a door and plonked her down on the cold floor.  

 

“There yer go, Professor McGonagall, I hope yer feelin’ bet’r now.” 

 

She looked up at him, blinking her thanks, and he left. Her front paw was 

dragging; she looked down to see that her claw was still stuck through the 

ribbon. It was knotted, holding together a rolled up parchment, a very old 

correspondence of sorts.  

 

Transforming back into human form, the parchment fell free of her feline 

claw. Scooping it up from the floor, she untied the knot and looked cautiously 

over her shoulder, before slowly unrolling it. 

Notice of betrothal 

betwixt Severus Snape and Hermione Granger. 
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~o0o~ 

 

There was something very odd about going to Severus’ chambers. She was 

engaged to the man, and had made love to him more times than she could 

remember. Why should entering his personal space feel so intimate?  

 

Trying not to dwell on her apprehension, Hermione allowed Snape to lead her 

through the arched doorway into his quarters.  

 

‘Lumos’, he whispered. Candle sconces flickered to life on the stone walls, 

illuminating a fair-sized dungeon room in complete disarray. Clothes, books, 

parchment and Cockroach Crunchy packets were strewn across the floor. 

Severus self consciously kicked the largest pile of clutter under his Hogwarts 

standard issue four poster in the corner.  

 

“I haven't had the elves in,” he offered in apology. 

 

He moved a pile of clothes off of one of his chairs and offered her a seat. 

Looking around for a suitable place to stash his laundry, he gave up, and 

shoved it under the bed with the rest of his clutter. 

 

Taking the other chair, he made himself comfortable, sitting sideways and 

tossing his legs casually over one of the arms. A quizzical look came over his 

face. He reached behind, pulling a crumpled bag out from underneath him. 

 

“Crunchy?” he asked, looking up from the dishevelled packet. 

 

Hermione laughed. Thank God for chaos. It had been such a crappy day, 

Severus’ disorder was just what she needed to relax. No pressure.  

 

“Oh, why not?” If you can’t beat a ’roach eater, then you might as well join 

him.  

 

He threw her the packet. Reaching behind himself again, he found another 

which he opened and started to eat. “Dinner in the dungeons, not quite what 

I had in mind for this evening.” 
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“I could murder a bacon buttie, Severus. As, um, delicious as these deep-

fried cockroaches are, I haven’t actually eaten since lunch.” 

 

Snape stood up, and walked over to the fireplace behind her seat. She heard 

the Floo flare and he spoke into it, ordering some bacon sandwiches and a 

jug of mead. 

 

“As my lady requests,” he said, sitting back down. He studied her carefully 

before speaking again. “Are you recovered from your episode this 

afternoon?” 

 

“I feel angry and tired.” She leant back in her chair. “I’m battered and I’m 

bruised.” 

 

He scraped his chair across the dungeon floor, moving it closer, and placed a 

reassuring hand on her knee. 

 

“I discovered today that Ron is a prize prune,” she continued, “and Harry is a 

lousy diplomat. I’m growing apart from my friends, and Lavender Brown 

seems to be replacing me as the token girl in the Golden Trio.” 

 

“Ah.” He looked at her apologetically. “That might be my doing.” 

 

“Why? What did you do?” 

 

“I instigated a little harmless matchmaking. I thought having Weasley 

otherwise occupied would be advantageous for the both of us. I’m afraid that 

a small amount of love potion may have been dropped into Miss Brown’s 

pumpkin juice during dinner.” 

 

“How on earth did you manage that? Wouldn’t she have noticed if a tall, 

dark, glaring professor leant over and dropped potion into her glass?” 

 

Severus looked almost offended. “I would think so. At least, I would hope so. 

Dizzy Brown may be as thick as a brick, but the rest of the Gryffindor table 

might have taken a break from cheering their Quidditch team long enough to 

protest against my doping of their housemate.”  

 

He folded his arms and looked down at her, smugly. “I have lived in this 

Castle for nearly twenty-five years, Hermione. In that time I have acquainted 

myself with the odd house-elf. They can be so obliging, so eager to please. I 

merely suggested the potion was an appetite enhancer. The elves do so 
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enjoy a student with a healthy appetite.”  

 

“And the elves dropped the potion into her juice? Nice work.” 

 

“Am I to understand the potion is working? I only ask because Filius added 

an amusing little speech charm. It prevents Miss Brown from being able to 

say the name Ron.” 

 

“It seems to be working efficiently,” she replied, suspiciously. “What will she 

say now instead of Ron? I don’t understand.” 

 

“Won-Won.” 

 

Hermione laughed, “Oh, that’s so cruel.”  

 

“Are you upset?” 

 

“No. It will serve Ron right for accusing me of kissing Victor Krum. He’s been 

beastly to me ever since his sister put about that false nugget of 

information.” 

 

“I heard the rumour. Minerva was quite vocal on the subject. I knew it wasn’t 

true, of course; I didn’t let you out of my sight the night of the Yule Ball. 

Neither did Igor. Between the two of us, Krum’s reputation was safe, I can 

assure you.” 

 

She looked for something to throw at him, but a knock at the door 

summoned him away. He returned with a house-elf bearing a tray of hot 

bacon sandwiches and a jug of mead. Plopping it down on the table, the elf 

bowed, and looked disapprovingly around the room. 

 

“Trixy clean up nice for Professor?” The elf raised her bat-like ears 

optimistically and gazed up at Severus with wide, adoring eyes.  

 

“Wouldn’t be a bad idea,” suggested Hermione, “we could help.” 

 

Edging around the walls, the little servant looked at Hermione as if she were 

brandishing a full set of designer elf-wear. Scared, she tugged repeatedly at 

the pillowcase she was wearing, as if to reassure herself, and scooted for the 

exit as quickly as she could.  

 

“Tomorrow, Professor,” she called from the corridor, “I cleans tomorrow, sir, 
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when that spewy lady’s gone.” The door slammed magically behind her. 

 

Hermione shrugged and took a bite of her sandwich. The little elf seemed in 

a hurry for some reason. Reaching for another, she saw a letter that had 

been delivered with the meal. “What’s this?” she asked, picking up the 

envelope from the tray, confused by the addressee. “Who’s Mr. Libertine?” 

 

Severus choked and struggled to rasp, “Damn that Southern Witch! This is 

her idea of a joke.” He grabbed the letter out of Hermione’s hand, and threw 

it straight into the fire.  

 

“After the day I’ve had, a little joke would go a long way,” she said, between 

mouthfuls. “Perhaps you should tell me about it.” 

 

He sighed. “Southern writes novels. Steamy stories about a tall, dark wizard 

with a big nose and a stiff wand.” 

 

“What has that got to do with the letter?” 

 

“I’m coming to that. About six months ago she sent me a mask, a Phantom 

Of The Opera mask.” 

 

“Does she think you’re a hideous phantom? Or is this an Andrew Lloyd 

Webber fetish? Either way, I’ll should hex her for you, defend my wizard’s 

honour.” 

 

“Thank you, I think you may have to. In the meantime, she sends me letters 

addressed to Mr. Romeo Libertine, a gigolo, a man for hire. She says it helps 

her characterise her story’s hero.” 

 

“Weird.” 

 

“Indeed.” 

 

“Do you still have the mask?” 

 

“I still have my programme from the 1986 Quidditch World Cup, somewhere. 

I never throw anything away.” 

 

Hermione surveyed the chaotic shambles he called his home. “I believe you.” 

 

He groped around under her chair, and produced a Gladrags Wizardwear bag. 
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Pulling out an ivory silk half-visage mask with white ribbon ties, he handed it 

to her. 

 

Hermione stroked the smooth contours of the disguise. She looked up at 

Severus, and gave him a mischievous smile. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Minerva narrowed her eyes, squinting as she held the contract up to the 

light. The magic contained in the old parchment was considered irreversible, 

irrevocable, and it irked her, sparking her moral indignation. 

 

She would save Hermione, her wee Gryffindor, from this abominable 

betrothal. No witch of Minerva’s acquaintance, much less one in her care, 

would be subjected to an antiquated law with its toe firmly wedged in 

feudalism. In frustration she tried to destroy the parchment by tearing it. It 

twisted in her grasp, but would not yield. Angrily, she threw the damnable 

thing on her desk, and withdrew her wand. 

 

‘Incendio!’ she cried. Nothing happened. 

 

‘Diffindo!’ Still nothing happened. Minerva threw a succession of spells at the 

infuriating contract.  

 

‘Finite Incantatem!’ 

 

‘Evanesco!’ 

 

‘Peskiparchment Pesternomi!’ A bit Lockhart that one, admittedly. 

 

‘Engorgio!’ The parchment grew to twice its size. Minerva studied what 

looked like an age spot or a small tea stain at the bottom of the contract.  

 

Bending low over the parchment, she steadied her glasses, while carefully 

pointing her wand. ‘Specialis Revelio!’ she whispered gently at the tiny blot. 

Intrigued, she watched as the stain grew, gasping as new wording slowly 

appeared in its place. 

Bridegrooms take ye notice: 

If thou art not bonded in wedlock by Michaelmas,  
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and if thy witch be deemed unworthy by thy master or overlord, 

to whom thou hast pledged thine fealty, 

If thy lord declare thine match void, at his behest, 

thy betrothal shall, thereby, be severed and dissolved. 

 

 

Excitedly, Minerva considered this clause. If Severus’ master declared the 

match unworthy, and if they had not been married by Michaelmas, it could 

be broken. Michaelmas was on the 29th September; presumably the contract 

meant the following year, 1978. That requirement was fulfilled. Albus was 

Snape’s employer; in this capacity could he be considered his master? His 

overlord?  

 

Rising, she had every intention of speaking directly with the Headmaster. He 

had the power to release Hermione from her bond with Snape. A brief 

declaration and a signature was all that was needed. Miss Granger would be 

free to marry that nice Mr. Weasley and everything would be on track again, 

just as it should be.  

 

“Hold on one wee minute,” Minerva said aloud, reading the parchment again 

in disbelief. She shook with anger and shouted, “BETHROTHED SINCE 1977?”  

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione sighed as she began to shrug out of her robes heading toward his 

bathroom, “Severus, all I want is a hot, foamy bath, and you. I wish we were 

back in Neptune House and the opal bathroom.” 

 

Her passage was halted as he came up behind her, grasping her around the 

waist and running a hand over her still robe-clad breast.  

 

“You may address me as Libertine, my sweet.”  

 

He nudged the shell of her ear with his nose, stroking the length before 

sucking on the flesh of her lobe. “Or Romeo. If I allow it.”  

 

Hermione’s head lolled back against his chest as she let out a groan. He’d 

slipped on the mask and the raw silk was sliding against her face with his 

movements. 

 

He continued stroking and nuzzling her, then whispered in her ear, “But first 
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there is a price to pay, my fee. Fifty Galleons is considered appropriate for 

my favours, young lady.”  

 

With her eyes still closed, she fished around in her robe pocket, pulling out a 

few Sickles, a hair elastic and some Toothflossing Stringmints. She slid them 

suggestively across the surface of his dressing table.  

 

“Fifty Galleons, Mr. Libertine; your fee paid in full.” 

 

A sly grin crept across her face as she turned and looked at him innocently. 

“Do I need to take notes, Sir? I could get my book bag. Will there be an 

essay involved?” 

 

Severus raised an eyebrow and glared at her as best he could from behind 

the mask. “I prefer silence in my tutorials, as well you know, girl. There will 

be no further cheek from you. Payment does not give you such privileges.”  

 

He moved back behind her, once again stroking her breast and gently 

pinching it. “Now, I believe you have a request of me? Tell me what you 

want, Hermione.” 

 

“I, ah ….” Severus was rubbing his well and truly hard cock against the small 

of her back, and she was struggling to think straight.  

 

“Perhaps I can help you, my dear. I believe you mentioned something about 

ridding yourself of your pesky virginity? Now tell me, Hermione, why would 

you need to pay someone for that? Surely there are students at your school 

queuing up for the privilege? Or perhaps a hormonal teenaged Muggle you 

conveniently knew from childhood that you meet up with every summer?” 

 

She swallowed, but the words would still not come out. The dual sensation of 

the friction of his cock against her back and him pinching her nipples was 

sending bolts of heat directly to her core.  

 

“I didn’t want them,” she gasped. “And didn’t want … didn’t want to be a 

virgin for the man I mean to have. I wanted … I want him to think of me as a 

woman. He’s older than I am, you see.” 

 

Severus began removing her robes. “Virginity can be easily remedied, 

Hermione. I’m so pleased you’ve put your trust in me.”  

 

He once again nuzzled the side of her neck and his lips and tongue played 
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gently over her skin. He could taste the faint tang of saltiness of her fragile 

flesh, and he sucked slightly, wanting more. His gesture was hard enough for 

her to feel, but not quite enough to mark. He wanted to mark her, wanted to 

proclaim her as his to all and sundry, but now was not the time. He tilted her 

chin and brushed his lips across hers so lightly it was barely a hint of a touch.  

 

Hermione moaned and turned fully in his arms. She was aching for more of 

him. Pulling him toward her she began tasting him with a swift desperate 

sweep of her tongue.  

 

The familiar tingling low in his gut was turning into a painful need. He 

tangled his hand possessively in her hair, pulling her even closer. “You are a 

very adept student,” he finally ground out as he drew himself out of the 

intoxicating kiss.  

 

“Now, you must be comfortable with your partner undressing you.” Severus 

began plucking open the buttons on her shirt. “While charming off clothes is 

quick and efficient …” He spread her shirt wide, enjoying the sight of her 

puckered, satin-covered breasts. Hermione thrust forward in an unspoken 

plea as his hand hovered close to where she needed attention, but then 

moved to the fastenings on her skirt. “… there is a definite increase in 

anticipation and arousal when one removes one’s partner’s clothes the non-

magical way.”  

 

She stood and allowed her skirt to drop to her ankles and kicked it away. 

 

“You may, at this point, reciprocate, Hermione. The man does not do all the 

work.” Severus waited, expectantly.  

 

Hermione felt suddenly shy and uncertain, as though this really was a new 

experience and a different man. A frisson of excitement ran through her. The 

mask certainly changed the look of him, and with just a shirt and trousers on 

he looked quite unlike his usual self.  

 

She pulled herself together and smiled. He’s teasing. What’s good for the 

goose is good for the gander, Romeo. She ran a hand up his chest and began 

unbuttoning his shirt, raking her nails along his skin as she exposed his flesh. 

“Like this?” she asked, looking up at him wide-eyed.  

 

Severus merely grunted as she pushed apart his shirt and ran her nails 

around his nipples, giving them a gentle tug. Running her palms down his 

chest, she tugged on the dark, silky hairs around his navel, before moving to 
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the buttons on his trousers, and giving him a slight squeeze before 

unfastening them. 

 

He stilled her hand before she could go further; he was not certain how long 

he could restrain himself once his trousers were removed. “Not yet.” 

 

Severus backed her toward the bed and pushed her down. “I think I need to 

investigate a little more, first.” He lay beside her, running his finger around 

her satin-covered nipple then down her belly and beneath the fabric of her 

knickers. She struggled slightly under his touch, arching her pelvis into his 

hand. 

 

“Now, now, Hermione. You must let the man explore. He needs to learn 

where to touch you, how to touch you. He wants to see you react.” 

 

“Sev….” 

 

“No! Libertine is my name tonight. You may only call me Romeo Libertine, or 

this finishes.” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

“Damn it, Albus! I want the truth and I want it NOW!” Minerva paced the 

staff room, too angry to even look at her colleague. “Their betrothal is dated 

1977. What has been going on underneath my nose?” 

 

“Calm yourself, Professor. I can assure you there is a perfectly reasonable 

explanation.” 

 

“Calm myself? I doubt I’ll ever be calm again!” She stopped her pacing and 

glared at the old man. “If there’s an explanation for these shenanigans you’d 

better start talking. Ma wand’s a’ twitching and there’s an ill Hex upon ma 

lips,” she warned, her Gaelic temper rising. 

 

“Then I will ask you to sit.” Albus gestured to the chair beside him. He cast a 

locking and silencing charm on the staff room door to ensure their privacy. 

He waited until Minerva was seated before he began.  

 

“What I’m about to tell you will not leave this room.” His voice was severe, 

assertive and allowed for no misunderstanding. “My story begins with a sixth 
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year Gryffindor girl, a seventh year Slytherin boy, and the Time-Turner that 

bought them together …” 

~o0o~ 

 

Severus reached around and unfastened her bra, exposing her to the cool 

dungeon air, toying with her hardened nipples. He was absorbed by their 

role-play. “You are beautiful, Hermione, perfection. The man you desire is a 

very lucky wizard. Why are you not giving him this precious gift? Why are 

you giving it to me?” 

 

“I … well, he’s older than me, you see. Without experience, I’m afraid he will 

think I’m too young, too much of a child for him. I have been betrothed to 

him since birth.” She looked deeply into his dark eyes. “And if he hadn’t been 

bound to me, he might simply dismiss me as a bookworm, a student—

someone who caused him to waste far too many years of his life while he 

waited for me.” 

 

“Never think that.” He stroked her cheek with his thumb. “Never think you 

are not enough. Your wizard would be insane not to want you. I’m sure the 

only regret he feels is that you weren’t with him during all those years 

apart.” He turned away from her. “Perhaps he thinks you might have been 

better off with someone more your own age. If you hadn’t been bound to him 

you might change your mind … eventually.”  

 

He stopped abruptly, suddenly unsure of what role he was playing. It seemed 

no matter how often they made love, or how often she said she wanted him, 

his ingrained doubt continued to surface. He knew she wanted him now, but 

what of the future? Would he still be attractive to her in ten years? Shaking 

away those thoughts, he slipped back into the guise of the gigolo. 

~o0o~ 

 

“And so, Minerva, they were engaged; bound together by desire, sincere 

affection, a brief romance and a History of Magic project.” 

 

Professor McGonagall was speechless. 

 

“She returned in September to commence her sixth year as if nothing had 

happened. Only Severus had been waiting for her.” 
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“But, Albus, the contract can be broken. The clause—” 

 

“It is not my place to break their engagement. They have found love in a 

time when hatred and mistrust taint our world. Severus’ and Hermione’s 

alliance, relationship, whatever it is they share, may just save us all in the 

war against evil.” 

 

“Then you will not sign?” She held the contract in her hand, pleading with 

him to change his mind. 

 

“I will not.” 

~o0o~ 

 

Dragging down her cotton knickers, Severus gasped at the sight of the large 

purple bruise on her hip. He hadn’t noticed it while they were standing.  

 

“Draco …?” he asked.  

 

She nodded.  

 

“I am so very sorry.” He gently smoothed his hand over the skin and, 

reaching for his wand, murmured an incantation to heal the area. “Are there 

any others?”  

 

Hermione turned over, and seeing another angry contusion on her back, he 

winced. Putting her in such danger had not been his plan. Draco had behaved 

in a totally unexpected way. He would atone to his witch.  

 

Once again, he softly muttered a healing charm, and turned her back over. 

He didn’t know what to say, but knew what to do. He kissed her mouth 

gently and trailed soothing kisses down her arm, flicking his tongue on her 

soft flesh, till he reached the bracelet Amulet. He kissed the inside of her 

wrist, and traced around the intricate silver filigree with his finger. 

 

He slid his mouth across and onto her belly, laving his tongue around her 

bellybutton. Hermione giggled as he knew she would. This was always a 

ticklish spot for her. Moving past her mound he licked and nipped around the 

tops of her thighs. She moaned and lifted her hips, pleadingly. “Sev … I 

mean, Romeo, oh Romeo, I need more.” She giggled again, “Perhaps I 

should be Juliet and we can re-write the ending of the play?” 
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He replied in a low, seductive voice, “What's in a name? That which we call a 

rose by any other name would smell as sweet.” 

 

He licked a path from her hip along the crease at the top of her leg. He 

nudged her with his nose and she spread her legs further apart. He flicked 

his tongue against the warm pink flesh waiting for him. 

 

She giggled again. “But soft! What light through yonder window breaks? It is 

the East and Severus is the sun. Arise fair sun and kill the envious moon. It 

is the east—” 

 

“Shh, wench! You are interrupting a master at work.”  

 

He curved his index finger into her warmth. She pushed toward him, forcing 

him deeper.  

 

"Tempt not a desperate man, Hermione." 

 

Her eyes were glazing slightly. “More ...” 

 

“More, what? You must tell a lover what you want.” 

 

“Just more. Tongue … I want to see your head buried there.” 

 

“You will, my dear. Tasting you is essential,” Severus whispered, watching 

her face. He slowly withdrew his finger and brought it to his mouth and licked 

it. “So sweet, you are so very sweet, my love.” 

 

“Oh, Mercutio,” Hermione whispered, as she fisted the duvet under her 

hands. 

 

“You are trembling, my Juliet, and you haven’t even seen my head buried 

between your supple thighs.” He smirked at her and swiped away a lock of 

hair that had fallen into his eyes. “Now, where was I?” 

 

He reached for his glass of mead and took a sip. Dipping his finger into the 

liquid he traced it around her nipple. “Wisely and slow, wisely and slow.” 

~o0o~ 
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Minerva sat back down at her desk, contemplating what she could do. Albus 

had refused to sign the contract, but Severus had, in his lifetime, pledged his 

allegiance to more than one master. What if she were to sign the document? 

Her position as Deputy Head must account for something; she was his 

superior in the hierarchy of the school. But was it enough, was she his 

master? Stretching for her quill she dipped its tip into the inkwell. 

Thoughtfully, she smoothed the parchment and began to write. 

I declare this match unworthy and unacceptable. 

The wedding has not taken place, Michaelmas has passed, and the 

betrothal contract is now void. 

Signed… 

 

 

Minerva paused. She only had one chance to get this right. Goosebumps rose 

on her arms and the nape of her neck as she found the solution. Pointing her 

wand at the old school document cabinet she concentrated hard on the name 

written on a certain Transfiguration examination paper from the 1940's and 

used a non-verbal Accio. 

 

For a moment, nothing happened. Then the metal cabinet shuddered and 

started to shake violently. The third drawer shot open and a floating ribbon 

of ink slithered its way out and glided toward the desk. Minerva used her 

wand to control the descent of the rippling writing. As it touched the 

parchment it blended with her declaration. 

Tom Marvolo Riddle. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

He reached for his glass of mead and took a sip. Dipping his finger into the 

liquid once more he traced it around her nipple, allowing the droplets to roll 

down her breast before capturing them with his mouth. He stroked his 

tongue over the firm bud and sucked it firmly into his mouth. “Mmmm, a 

lovely vintage.” He swirled his tongue around her nipple once more, 

savouring the combined taste of mead and skin. Hermione arched against 

him, and brought her hand to her other, neglected breast. The abrasion of 

his tongue against her delicate flesh was demanding more. 

 

“Yes, touch yourself, Hermione. Touch yourself for me.”  
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She pinched and palmed her breast, while Severus’ eyes were firmly fixed on 

her movements. Her hand skimmed down her torso to the juncture of her 

thighs, and she plunged a finger inside. She threw her head back in 

abandon; she wasn’t sure how much more she could take. Severus was 

painting her breast with mead, watching her pleasure herself. One touch on 

her clit and she knew she would come.  

 

“Oh, yes, Hermione. Beautiful.”  

 

He kissed her dusky pink nipple, open-mouthed, gathering the final taste of 

the mead. He desperately wanted to be buried inside her. Pushing her hand 

away, he pulled her hips up to meet his demanding tongue. Her breath 

caught as he assaulted her. He thrust his tongue relentlessly into her, 

delving, tasting, and gliding across the wet heat of her lips. His mouth 

sucked tightly on that bundle of nerves and she was gasping and writhing 

underneath his relentless attack. 

 

She wasn’t going to come; she wanted to wait for him to be inside her, but it 

was all too much—too intense. All pretence of gigolo and client now gone, 

she gripped his head and rode him. Her still-moist breasts, sticky with mead 

and saliva, bounced with her ragged movements. With the fire of arousal 

piercing her belly, she wrapped her legs around him, thrust fiercely, and 

arched off the bed with a cry which sounded as though she was exorcising 

demons. Her body relaxed, sated, her mind purged of all the troubles of the 

day. Nothing mattered. Nothing else existed except for being held safely in 

his arms. 

 

Without saying a word, Severus removed his trousers and underpants and 

crawled on top of her. He kissed her deeply and in one movement lifted her 

hips high and thrust into her limp body. Hermione let out a cry of surprise, 

but he could no longer control himself, or hold himself in that role of patient 

tutor. He needed her. He needed to be sucked into the warm, slippery glove 

that was the one place which felt like home. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

The betrothal contract glowed red. The wax seal started to melt and spread 

across her desk.  
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‘Incendio!” she cried, this time with confidence that the spell would work. 

Sparks shot dangerously high from the parchment as it started to incinerate 

from the centre outwards. 

 

Instinctively, Minerva transformed back into feline form, and shot across the 

room. She darted under a chair and crouched low, tucking in her tail as the 

flames rose, flared, and then died away. 

~o0o~ 

 

“Did you feel that?” Hermione asked. She lifted her head from the pillow, and 

looked around the room. 

 

Her Amulet started to tingle, and in response, the onyx ring tightened on his 

finger. Severus reached for his wand, ripped off the mask, rolled off of the 

bed and stood up, naked, ready to fight. 

 

“I felt it, but where’s it coming from? What kind of magic is it?” he 

whispered, scanning the room for danger. 

 

Hermione scrambled to the end of the bed, grabbed her wand and his black 

shirt. Quickly, she threw the garment on. Hurling herself down again, she 

grabbed one of his crumpled teaching robes, tossed it over his shoulders and 

stood with him back-to-back in a defensive stance. 

 

“What’s happening?” she asked. 

 

Severus looked down at his Mark. “It can’t be a Death Eater, I would know if 

one were close.” With a flick of his wand the candles increased to their full 

brightness and the fire in the hearth blazed fiercely. 

 

As soon as it had begun, like a wave receding, the feeling of danger 

subsided, and the Amulet fell still. 

 

“It’s stopped,” she said, still on alert, pushing her back into his. 

 

“Get into bed,” he commanded, “I’ll Floo the Headmaster; whatever just 

happened was serious. I need to ensure the School is secure.” 

~o0o~ 
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The tabby kitty leapt cautiously onto the desk. Edging toward the ashes, she 

twitched her whiskers and tentatively patted the pile of cinders. Smiling in 

triumph, she preened, purred and licked the charcoal smudges from her paw.  

~o0o~ 

 

Severus didn’t sleep that night. He kept a constant vigil, wand drawn, sitting 

on the bed next to Hermione. His young witch slept curled up next to him, 

and he stroked her hair while keeping one eye on the door, expecting trouble 

at any moment. 

 

According to Dumbledore, no one else had experienced the magical presence 

that had swept through his room. It unnerved him that a spell that powerful 

had been directed at them. His list of enemies was as long as his wand, 

whoever had cast the spell he couldn’t say, so he stayed alert, expecting 

trouble. 

 

They had slipped up to Gryffindor Tower a little before six am. Severus had 

walked her to the seventh floor. He seemed tired, distracted, and hadn’t tried 

to kiss her goodbye. Seeing her safely to the Fat Lady’s portrait, he turned 

abruptly in a swirl of robes and disappeared down the corridor, stalking like 

the flightless bat he was often compared with. 

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione made her way to breakfast. Taking a seat next to the seventh 

years, she politely enquired after Katie, while watching Harry and Ron 

whispering together a little further down the table. Lavender was with them 

again, sitting next to Ron, mothering him. She was buttering his toast and 

filling his pumpkin juice.  

 

Severus was seated at the High Table, looking stern as Professor McGonagall 

bent over him, talking in his ear. 

 

Coffee tastes great in the morning. Hermione slowly awoke as her body 

reconnected with her brain and the caffeine hit home.  

 

“Did you hear me, Hermione?” Stephanie Ann asked, leaning over. “Bus 

timetables, schedules, can you decipher them? It’s my Advanced Muggle 

Studies homework, and I’m Confunded if I can make shrunken head or tail of 
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them.” 

 

Hermione, buttering her toast, turned her head towards Stephanie Ann and 

gave her a weary smile. “Of course I’ll help you.” 

 

Jubilant, the seventh year pulled a Muggle leaflet out of her pocket and 

placed on the table between them. “I have to plan a Muggle journey from 

Aberdeen to Inverness on the second Tuesday of the month, just after a full 

moon, with a bye-ci-kel and-” 

 

The sound of smashing plates made every student jump. Looking up, 

Hermione saw Severus rising from the High Table, his thrown breakfast 

sliding down the wall behind him. He straightened up, faced Professor 

McGonagall, folded his arms and glared murderously at her. 

 

Several of the students gasped, others whispered. The Headmaster 

murmured urgent words to the two teachers. After what seemed like an age, 

Severus broke his staring contest with Gryffindor’s Head of House, pushed 

past her, and walked out of the side door, slamming it behind him. 

 

Minerva walked back to her seat, looking a little flushed. Professor Flitwick 

poured her a cup of tea, and patting her hand sympathetically.  

 

Leanne was the first to speak, “What do you think that was about?” 

 

Hermione’s eyes stayed on the side door. “No idea.” She tried to sound 

unconcerned, but her insides twisted with anxiety. 

 

“-and another thing,” Stephanie Ann had resumed her questioning, “why 

would the American buses be driven by Greyhounds?” 

~o0o~ 

The sunlight shone through the Library windows, giving a cheery bright 

twinkle to Hermione’s otherwise dour day. The book she was reading, Eldred 

Worple’s Blood Brothers: My Life Amongst the Vampires, was doing its best 

to hold her attention, but thoughts of Severus and his lost temper at the 

breakfast table had her worried. 

 

“Hermione Granger?” Madam Pince’s voice broke her thoughts. She held a 

hand written note in her hands. “Professor McGonagall would like to see you 

in her office, right away.” 
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Taking a deep breath, Hermione rose, handed the book to the Librarian, and 

made her way to the first floor office. Whatever had sparked Severus’ 

indignation this morning, she suspected she was about to find out. 

 

Pausing before knocking on the Transfiguration professor’s door, she counted 

slowly to ten, and schooled her face into an innocent smile. If this meeting 

was anything to do with Severus, then a degree of concealment would be 

needed. 

 

Invited to enter, Hermione took the hard wooden seat opposite her Head of 

House, in front of her desk. Ignoring the tin of butter biscuits, she studied 

her professor’s face. A victorious smile was on those pursed lips, and 

McGonagall was wearing her best black pointed hat, the one with the tartan 

brocade and thistle trim. 

 

“I have some delightful news, Miss Granger,” said Minerva, hardly containing 

her glee. 

 

Hermione looked surprised; it wasn’t good news she had been expecting to 

receive.  

 

“Your betrothal, your engagement to Professor Snape,” she paused, “Has 

been broken, dissolved, formally revoked, and you are free of any and all 

further obligation to that man.” 

 

“But … but, how?” 

 

“A clause, a very ancient clause, as old as the parchment itself, was 

revealed. The necessary steps were taken on your behalf to end the 

contract.” 

 

“It’s over? Our engagement was called off? Why was I not consulted?” 

Hermione asked desperately. 

 

Minerva held up her hand to stem her student’s questioning. “All was in 

hand. There was no need to concern you at the time. I had your best 

interests at heart and acted accordingly.” 

 

“No need to concern me?” Hermione’s voice was sounding hysterical.  

 

“Settle down, Miss Granger. I know you’re grateful, I can understand—” 
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“You don’t understand. What if Severus doesn’t want me now? At least the 

betrothal gave us a link, a bond, that was so strong—” 

 

“You don’t know what you are talking about!” Minerva interrupted. “Want 

you? Of course he doesn’t want you. Neither should you want him. He took 

advantage, and you’re well rid of that worthless skybald!” 

Hermione had heard enough. She stood up and leant over the desk. “How 

dare you!” 

 

“How. Dare. You,” Minerva warned in a low voice. “If I had thought for one 

second that you would react this way, I would have insisted you be removed 

from his classes as soon as term began, before he could get his claws into 

you. He has you convinced that there is an attachment between the two of 

you that he does not feel. His manipulation of you and your so-called Time-

Turner accident has befuddled your reasoning. He no more cares for you 

than he does for a Kelpie. He himself begged for the contract to be broken. 

Wake up, Miss Granger, he was using you, and I have seen to it that he will 

never use you again.” 

 

“You know nothing!” Hermione’s tears threatened to spill. 

 

“I know enough. You are forbidden to see Professor Snape outside of class. 

You will conduct yourself with the decorum I would expect from my Prefect 

and Head Girl candidate. Find a boy your own age, flirt and folly if you will, 

but stay away from men old enough to be your father!” 

 

Hermione could take no more. She fled the office and ran for the dungeons. 

~o0o~ 

 

Severus was filled with grief.  

 

Hermione had broken off their engagement. Why had she not told him 

herself, why get that meddling McGonagall to give him the news? All these 

months he thought they were happy together, and she had been secretly 

working on a way to break the contract, rid herself of him. 

 

Trixy scampered up, duster in hand, bubbling with excitement. “Spick and 

span, clean as a tooting whistle, your room is, sir.” 
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He couldn’t answer. Yes, his room was cleaner than the day he moved in, but 

it was sterile and lifeless, it reflected his empty heart and begotten soul. 

Without Hermione, his life was nothing. She had filled his world since he was 

a teenager. How could she have played with his affections in this way? 

 

“Thank you, elf,” he said at last. “Clean the bathroom, then you may go.” He 

rubbed a weary hand across his brow. “I must leave,” he said quietly to 

himself. “Find a Knockturn Alley whore, a bottle of Firewhisky and sink to the 

depravity that Minerva thinks I'm capable of.” 

 

The elf scooted into the bathroom. Severus wanted nothing more than to get 

away from the Castle, so he put on his cloak and walked solemnly to the 

fireplace. Neptune House had always been his sanctuary, and he needed it 

today more than ever before. Severus alone, waiting. He would always be 

alone, he knew that now. The jibe about the prostitute was only an empty 

threat, he would no sooner go to a brothel than be seen cheering Potter on in 

the next Quidditch match. But with the contract broken, he could now seek 

out any witch he wanted. The trouble was, the only witch he wanted was 

Hermione. 

 

Tossing powder in the Floo, he stepped into the grate and disappeared to 

Portsmouth. 

 

Immediately, there was frantic knocking at the door. Trixy poked her head 

around the bathroom door. “Hello? Professor?” She looked around, but the 

nice professor man was gone. Dutifully, she answered his door. 

 

A flushed Hermione leant over on the door frame, trying to draw breath. 

“Trixy, where’s … where’s Severus?” she gasped. 

 

“Master Professor is gone, Miss. Went to fetch Whisky and a Knockty Alley 

whore,” she replied innocently. 

 

Trixy closed the door and happily went back to cleaning behind the toilet. 

 

Hermione turned and leant her back against the door. The dungeon corridor 

was empty, cold, and dark. She tilted back her head and allowed her tears to 

fall. Sliding to the floor, she slumped in a heap of hopelessness, sobs and 

tears. McGonagall was right. He had found a way to break the contract and 

had gone out celebrating. He was off to the whores just hours after she had 

vacated his bed. 
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Despair. Wretched despair overwhelmed her. She sat alone, against his door, 

crying until she had no more tears left to shed. It was over. Severus didn’t 

want her, he had used her and thrown her away. 

- For never was a story of more woe than this of Juliet and her Romeo— 

 

 

 

Chapter 17 – S.P.E.W. 

 

Filius Flitwick tip-toed along the dimly lit passageway. His long cream robes 

patterned with five pointed stars swept the flagstones behind him. Wand 

drawn, the tiny professor cautiously moved nearer the sound, keeping to the 

shadows. He heard whimpering and sobbing, sensed a great deal of anguish 

and pain.  

 

The distressed cry came again, closer this time. Straining his old eyes, he 

peered through the gloom and caught sight of one of his students slumped in 

the corridor. Whether she had fallen or been hexed, he couldn’t tell from this 

distance. 

 

“Gracious,” he squeaked, rushing forward. “Miss Granger?” 

 

Placing one hand on her shoulder, and another under her chin, he raised her 

head and, using the light from his wand, looked into her eyes. Her pupils 

were dilated; she seemed overwrought and anything but lucid. With the keen 

eye of a duelling legend, he scoped the passageway for the possible 

assailant, while gauging their position and deciding on the best course of 

action. 

 

“It’s here somewhere,” he speculated, his eyes searching the length of the 

dark corridor. “There’s a magical verse that reveals to others … if only I could 

remember … remember.” He closed his eyes and began to chant. 

 

“At dungeon’s cleft,  

’tis dark and bereft,  

searching is deft,  

my door’s on the left,” he recited softly. 

 

“Aha!” he exclaimed, the door becoming visible to him. “It seems we are 
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already at our destination, Miss Granger. You are at the precise spot, outside 

the very portal, that I was trying to locate.”  

 

Hermione looked up at him, her face tear streaked and her eyes puffy. “W … 

where …?” she croaked. 

 

“Why, Professor Snape’s quarters, of course. He owes me a favour, used my 

office yesterday after one of his chaps took a tumble on the seventh floor. 

Explanation can wait, you are in need of my assistance and I fear you’ll catch 

your death sitting on that cold stone floor.” 

 

Trixy answered when he knocked, pulling the heavy wooden door open a 

crack. She looking startled as the minute man pushed forward, demanding 

entrance. 

 

“Is the master here, little one?” 

 

“No, sir, he’s gone.” As the door opened wider she saw Hermione slumped 

against the Charms professor. “What is spewy lady doing? Is she sick?” she 

asked, frantically. 

 

“Help me please, elf,” he entreated. “This young lady is in need of assistance 

and I must take full advantage of my colleague’s quarters.” Filius directed his 

wand at Hermione, levitating her into the room. “Can you find a blanket?” 

 

Trixy scurried to the blanket box at the foot of Snape’s bed. Prising open the 

heavy wooden lid, she jumped up, pulling the top half of her body into the 

box. Just a wiggling little elf bottom and kicking legs were visible as she 

reached deep inside for the warmest blanket. 

 

Flitwick Summoned cushions from the bed while gently levitating a distraught 

Hermione toward the hearth rug. Pillows and cushions flumped down beside 

the warming fire, and he laid her down gently. She pulled up her knees, 

hugging them tightly to her chest. Silent tears streaked her ruddy cheeks. 

She shivered.  

 

Trixy bobbed forward, clutching a patchwork quilt, and laid it over the 

distraught young witch. She looked up from Hermione, her concern was 

mirrored in Flitwick’s eyes. Together in the firelight, elf and wizard reached 

an unspoken understanding. Hermione needed their help. It was Trixy that 

broke the moment—she spoke first. 

 



 235 

“Spewy lady wanted to see the professor. Trixy knew, sir, he went to Knockty 

Alley. I tells her this. She missed him by a blink." The elf nodded to the 

fireplace, adding, "He just left.”  

 

Flitwick turned to look at Hermione. “She was looking for Professor Snape? 

But why is she in such a distraught state? Has something untoward 

happened, Trixy?” 

 

“Don’t know, Professor. I cleans. I don’t listen,” she paused, “but I sees.” 

 

“What did you see?” he asked, gently, coaxing more information from the elf. 

 

Trixy looked down at her shuffling feet. Her ears sagged and she avoided his 

gaze. 

 

“I need to know as much as possible if I am going to help her.” 

 

Seeming to make up her mind, Trixy raised her head up. “Spewy lady-” 

 

“Miss Granger,” Filius corrected. 

 

“Mizranger was here last night with the professor.” 

 

“What were they doing?” 

 

“Eating sandwiches.” 

 

Filius breathed a sigh of relief. “Is that all?” 

 

“She eats slowly,” Trixy said, thoughtfully. “Mizranger left this morning.” 

 

Stepping back, Filius couldn’t hide his surprise. “Is that everything you know, 

elf?” His tone was business-like. 

 

“Professor McGonagall told master he has depravity, so he left, but Trixy 

don’t think he looks ill,” she offered helpfully. 

 

‘Accio Floo powder!’ The terracotta jar flew down from the mantle. Catching 

it, Filius took a pinch, as he considered what the elf had told him. The pieces 

of this puzzle were slowly fitting together. Snape and Granger were caught in 

some sort of tryst and Minerva had discovered them. 
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He walked over to the grate. ‘Locus Severus Snape!’ he squeaked, casting his 

wand over the fireplace. “He’s not in Knockturn Alley,” he said, examining a 

plume of wispy smoke in the hearth.  

 

Flitwick clambered into the hearth. “He’s sixty miles south of London. I’m 

going after him. Take care of Miss Granger; I’ll be as quick as I can. Contact 

Professor McGonagall, Trixy; she must be informed of her student’s distress.” 

 

“No!” cried Hermione, trying to rise. The concerned house-elf eased her back 

against the nest of pillows, smoothing her hair, and shushing softly. 

 

‘Still and West!’ 

 

Throwing a fistful of Floo powder at his feet, Flitwick disappeared in a green 

flash. The Floo flared as he followed Snape’s trail. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Severus leant his elbows on the bar of The Still and West. His burnished 

black leather gloves nursed his third. The barman, a bald-headed thick-set 

bloke whose parentage suggested the influence of troll, leaned in from the 

other side. He wiped the knarled wooden bar mechanically as he shook his 

tuberous head sympathetically. 

 

“She loved me, you know?” slurred Snape, earnestly. “Came back to find me, 

threatened the hat to get into my House.” 

 

“Uhuuh,” agreed the Barman, not really understanding. 

 

“She stood up to Black, the only one that did.” 

 

“Hmm.” Sniffing, he picked his nose, and in a truly disgusting act, rubbed his 

fingers against his leather jerkin. 

 

“Nineteen years I waited,” Severus droned on, oblivious. “Nineteen sodding 

years. They said I became snarky? You try waiting nineteen years for a girl 

who’s strung you along without becoming bloody snarky.” 

 

“Uhuuh.” The Barman put his finger in his ear and gave it a good jiggle. 

Withdrawing the dirty digit, he studied the tip before popping it in his mouth. 
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Severus rested his forehead on the bar. “Just when I thought we were finally 

back together, the little know-it-all’s been secretly researching to break up 

our engagement behind my back.” 

 

“All the bloody same, witches,” groused the Barman, assuming the time-

honoured role as the pub’s unofficial relationship counsellor. “I expect she’s 

got another wizard stoking her cauldron, ’scuse the suggestion, Sev.” 

 

Slipping back into publican mode, the Barman straightened up, threw his 

glass cloth over his shoulder and looked down. “What’ll it be?” 

 

Severus turned around as small voice came from beside him. “I’ll have a 

cherry and soda, my good man. The big bat here’s paying.” Professor Flitwick 

was there, looking up, gesturing toward him. 

 

“Forgive me, Severus, but I left the castle in such a hurry I seemed to have 

forgotten my purse.” 

 

Complacently, Snape turned back to the bar, sipping his Whisky. “You’re 

welcome, friend. Join me and Grimwig, here. Tell us your crushing tales of 

heartache at the hands of frivolous females.” 

 

“Ahem, Severus?” 

 

He turned back to see Flitwick looking up at him expectantly. 

 

“Could you assist me?” 

 

Muttering an apology, Snape lifted up his colleague and plonked him onto the 

adjacent barstool. 

 

“Does your goblin friend take ice?” enquired the Barman, shaking Filius’ 

drink. 

 

“Yes, thank you, Grimwig,” Filius answered on Snape’s behalf. “The part 

goblin friend will have some ice from the rude troll-person, and a blue 

umbrella if your mutton fingers can manage to pick one up.” He settled on 

his stool and accepted the beverage with a beguiling smile before turning to 

Severus. “What are we drinking to?” 

 

“Being single,” replied Snape, lifting his Whisky. He tilted back his head and 
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finished what was left of his drink. “Another!” he cried, slamming the empty 

glass, rim side down, on the bar. 

 

Filius joined him, but kept watching his colleague carefully. “It is affairs of 

the heart you are lamenting, I take it?” 

 

“Heart?” Severus mocked, “I have no heart. It has been ripped out and 

tossed aside by the woman I trusted.” 

 

“And who is this Jezebel, this despicable harlot?” 

 

Snape bowed his head before replying quietly, “I cannot say.” 

 

“What if I told you that a certain young lady was in your chambers, at this 

very moment, distraught and hardly able to speak?” 

 

Looking up disbelievingly, Snape searched Flitwick’s eyes for a sign of 

falsehood.  

 

“It’s true, Severus. She’s there now. I left her in the care of the house-elf 

while I came to fetch you.” 

 

“Hermione?” he croaked out her name, saying it openly for the first time in 

front of another teacher. It felt quite liberating, like a weight being lifted 

from his shoulders. 

 

“Yes, Hermione,” Flitwick assured him, sipping his cocktail. “Poor little thing 

was outside of your door sobbing her heart out.” 

 

“Hark who you’re calling little!” Grimwig sniped under his breath as he pulled 

at the beer pump in front of them. 

 

“Yes, thank you,” retorted Filius in a twitter. “We didn’t come here for your 

sizeist repartee.” 

 

Grimwig lifted the murky amber pint up to the light. “Oooh, I think someone 

has a Napoleon complex …” 

 

Snape thumped his fist on the bar. “Enough!” he interrupted, before the 

Barman could respond. He turned squarely to Flitwick. “Hermione was 

outside of my chambers crying?” 
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“Cried herself into a stupor, if you ask me,” peeped Filius, fingering his paper 

umbrella. “She reminded me of Arnold Peasegood after his defeat in the 

1947 intercontinental duelling championships. Slumped against the wall, 

weeping. I have to admit, I thought she’d been hexed when I first 

discovered—” 

 

Severus didn’t wait to hear the rest of Filius’ explanation. He shot off his 

stool and was across the pub in an instant. Fumbling with the fine grains of 

Floo powder, he cursed the drink for making him clumsy.  

 

Flitwick edged carefully to the corner of his stool, closing his eyes before 

dropping to his feet. “We are going back to the castle, then, I take it?” he 

chirped with an innocent smile. 

 

Snape, armed with a handful of powder, gave Filius a scowl before ducking 

into the filthy, cold, brick fireplace. He threw down the powder and vanished. 

 

The weary Barman looked up. “That’ll be another six Galleons on the tab 

then, Sev?” he called out to the empty hearth. 

 

The tiny professor chuckled to himself before following his colleague through 

the Floo. “And I was so enjoying our little drink, Severus. I, Oh— Flitwick 

stepped out into Snape’s quarters. His colleague was kneeling down beside 

Hermione, talking to her gently.  

 

Brushing the ashes from his robes, Filius tip-toed around them and went 

looking for Trixy, who had also stepped back to give the couple some 

privacy. 

 

“Any improvement with our patient?” he asked. 

 

Trixy gave him a warm, toothy smile. “No, sir,” she said, brushing some 

stray soot from his shoulder. Suddenly, she stilled her hand, blushed deep 

green and looked down at the floor. “Not ’til the professor arrived. She’s 

talking now, see?” 

 

Filius looked back to where Severus was crouching next to Hermione, wiping 

her eyes and talking softly to her. “I didn’t go to Knockturn Alley, Trixy 

misunderstood,” he said, soothingly. She spoke her reply so softly, neither of 

the observers could hear her, but whatever she said caused Severus to look 

wounded. He interrupted her with a finger pressed to her lips. “I did not beg 

for the contract to end, you found a way to break it!” 
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Hermione shook her head, Filius tried to hear what it was she was 

whispering, but couldn’t make out anything. 

 

“That conniving, sour woman!” Snape cursed under his breath. Then, as if he 

knew he was being watched, Severus glanced up and caught Filius staring. 

“Come, Filius, take a seat,” he said, helping Hermione to her feet. “We have 

matters to discuss.” Severus kept hold of her hand whilst he took a seat in 

the overstuffed armchair. Unsteady on her feet, she teetered before being 

pulled down into his lap. 

 

He cradled her, pulling her close. Nestling into him, she closed her eyes, and 

for the first time that afternoon she looked relaxed and content. 

 

“It seems, Filius, that you have become unwittingly entangled in the affairs 

of myself and Miss Granger.” 

 

“Don’t mind me,” said Trixy, casually. She had picked up her duster and was 

bustling between them, polishing the arm of his chair. 

 

Severus gave her a long-suffering look. “And you, elf, have become party to 

our most intimate secrets.”  

 

“I hears nothing, sir,” she replied defensively. 

 

“Trixy has an uncanny ability to hear absolutely nothing but understand 

everything, Severus,” Filius chirped. He gave the elf an indulgent smile. 

 

Trixy blushed again at the perceived praise. She preened and continued to 

dust the chairs, Severus’ boots and the dropped Floo powder pot. 

 

Everyone looked as Hermione broke her silence. “I think Trixy could be of 

help, Severus.” Her voice was raspy. 

 

Jumping away from Hermione, the elf ran and cowered beside Flitwick’s 

chair, reaching around, grabbing his hand. “Trixy’s not wanting to model no 

hats!” She knelt beside him. “Don’t make spewy lady spew me, sir. Look 

after your little Trixy. I is a good elf!” 

 

Patting her on the head, Filius looked into her big, brown eyes. “No hats for 

you, I promise.”  
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The tiny Charms professor settled back into his chair, and stretched out his 

legs. His feet stuck out in mid-air in front of him. Trixy scampered off with a 

doting look on her face. “I have been very accommodating this afternoon,” 

he said. “I have acted in what I thought to be everybody’s best interest. 

Now, however, is the time for honesty. You have a student on your lap, 

Severus, and I want to know why.” 

 

Drawing a deep breath, Snape relaxed his hold on Hermione and sighed. “We 

are a couple. Engaged—at least, we were engaged before Minerva 

interfered.” 

 

Trixy had returned and placed a footstool in front of Flitwick’s chair. It was 

far too short. She tried to lift it higher, holding it up under his pointed 

slippers in an attempt to make him comfy.  

 

“Was that what the scene at breakfast was all about?” Filius asked, reaching 

for his wand. “Albus was in a stinker after that kafuffle. He had McGonagall in 

his office for about an hour afterwards. It must have been a really bad 

ticking off; she spent the rest of the morning hiding under her chair in the 

staff room, frantically licking her paws.” 

 

“Yes, I heard that,” Snape confirmed. “She took the opportunity at breakfast, 

whilst we were in public—presumably so I couldn’t retaliate—to tell me 

Hermione had broken off our betrothal.” 

 

Flourishing his small, bowed wand, the footstool’s legs grew another seven 

inches, making it just the right height. Filius rested his feet. Trixy’s eyes 

widened and she stared in awe at the miniature wizard. 

 

“But, Hermione hadn’t broken our engagement. Minerva lied to me. She then 

lied to Hermione saying that I had wanted the contract dissolved.” 

 

“Sounds awfully familiar,” piped Filius. 

Hermione sat up. “She’s done this before?” 

 

“Not exactly, but a similar situation occurred a few years ago when she 

thought I was becoming too, shall we say, ‘attached’ to my ... my ….” 

 

“Student?” offered Hermione. 

 

“Colleague?” suggested Snape. 
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“Elf?” asked Trixy, hopefully. 

 

“Fairies,” he finished. “My beautiful fairies. Minerva told me they had gone off 

to join a ring. However, that evening, she sat in the staffroom, looking very 

smug, with a tray of freshly baked fairy cakes.” 

 

“No!” Hermione cried, horror struck. 

 

“Yes,” Filius affirmed. He dolefully looked into his lap and wiped a tear from 

his eye. “It’s the feline instinct, she’s inherently a hunter.” 

 

Trixy shuddered. “Mistress Professor took Trixy’s shiny,” she said in a quiet 

voice. 

 

Snape ignored her, and was about to speak, but Hermione stopped him. 

“What was your shiny, Trix?” 

 

Looking up, eyes brimming with tears, the elf blurted out, “My bell. Trixy had 

a shiny bell. My twinkling, tinkling treasure.” 

 

“And Professor McGonagall took it?” Filius coaxed gently. 

 

Trixy dabbed her eyes with the corner of her tea towel toga. “She says it was 

constipation.” 

 

“Confiscation,” Hermione interpreted. “Where is the bell now?” 

 

“Minerva has a small silver bell on the velvet choker around her neck,” 

Severus said, thoughtfully. “I always assumed Albus made her wear it as a 

warning she was on the prowl.” 

 

The four of them sat by the fire in quiet contemplation, each lamenting what 

the others had lost. After a few moments Severus spoke. 

 

“My friends,” he announced meaningfully, “I have a cunning plan.” 

 

~o0o~ 

Hermione sat in the back row of the classroom during Transfiguration, 

completed her assignments and stayed out of trouble. A month had gone by 

since the incident in Severus’ chambers. December had rolled in with the 
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promise of Christmas just around the corner. Wreaths of holly appeared in 

the Great Hall and tinsel was draped over the portrait of Jacob Marley on the 

stairwell between the third and fourth floors. He sneered and grumbled at the 

garland, and was outright rude to any student that dared wish him a ‘Merry 

Christmas’. 

 

Part of Severus’ cunning plan was to act as if he and Hermione had split up, 

until he felt Professor McGonagall was no longer monitoring their 

movements. Hermione agreed, and reverted to a hand waving know-it-all in 

his Defence classes. Snape griped at her at every opportunity; sneered at 

her in front of Minerva. He deducted a total of forty-three points from 

Gryffindor for various minor infractions on her part. 

 

Professor Flitwick carried on as if nothing had happened. He continued his 

classes as normal and sat next to McGonagall at mealtimes, his usual chipper 

self. 

 

Only Trixy, who had no patience whatsoever, couldn’t contain herself. She 

took over chamber duty of Minerva’s quarters and sprayed the bed with 

bovine tick poison. The mischievous elf’s pleas that she had mistaken the 

cattle spray for domestic flea repellent fell on deaf ears, however, when it 

was discovered that she had borrowed the treatment from a highland cattle 

farmer in Crieff. She punished herself and was demoted from chamber elf to 

washing-up elf for a week. 

 

It was during today’s Transfiguration class that Hermione received the first 

indication that their deceptive plan was working. For the first time in a very 

long while her Head of House gave her a warm smile and full marks on her 

homework scroll.  

 

“And Miss Granger,” Professor McGonagall said as class was packing up and 

getting ready to leave, “perhaps you would take tea with me in my office this 

evening?”  

 

Further confirmation that she was back in her professor’s good books wasn’t 

needed. “Yes, thank you, Professor.” 

 

“Shall we say, seven-thirty?” 

 

~o0o~ 
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Cormac McLaggen had bided his time. Hermione Granger, the arrogant imp, 

would be his for the taking. 

 

She was far from being potential future Mrs McLaggen material. Aside from 

her friendship with Harry Potter, she had absolutely no connections. Her 

parents were Muggles. She knew nobody of any importance, not even a 

minor Ministry minion. But, despite all that, she was enchanting. Her hair 

was soft; her skin looked smooth and untouched. In the last year her figure 

had developed, and even as she hunched over her book bag while walking 

the halls, he could see she was a desirable little witch. She would be his 

plaything, an innocent girl so desperate for male attention, that would be 

sure to drop her panties at his first false declaration of love. 

 

Deflowering Miss Granger was going to be excellent sport. 

 

With only three weeks to go before Christmas, McLaggen made his move. His 

Head of House had been delighted that he had sought formal permission to 

court a certain young lady. All that was needed was to give Granger the good 

news that she was his chosen witch.  

He made his way to McGonagall’s office for his seven thirty appointment.  

 

~o0o~ 

 

S.P.E.W. had undergone complete reorganisation. Under the new leadership 

of Severus Snape it had been renamed ‘Society for the Punishment of an Evil 

Witch’. Students, teachers, house-elves and Slytherins, four very different 

groups that inhabited the Castle, were each represented in the re-vamped 

fraternity.  

 

“It’s the only way, Filius!” insisted Snape, during a S.P.E.W. meeting in 

Flitwick’s office. “A short sharp shock is what she needs!” 

 

“But … but … it seems so very, well, drastic.” 

 

“We only intend to scare her, I’ll tell the others to go easy. She was their 

teacher twenty years ago, and I seem to remember they actually liked her. 

Stop fretting.” 
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“What about Trixy?” asked Hermione. “Can she leave the school grounds?” 

 

“You made your way to Crieff all right, didn’t you, Trix?” Snape patted the elf 

affectionately on the head.  

 

“Can she even wear a robe? Isn’t that considered wearing clothes?” 

Hermione quickly added, “Sorry,” as she saw Trixy quivering in fear. 

 

Severus went down on one knee in front of the little elf’s chair. “Trixy, would 

a wizard’s robe be considered clothes, freedom clothes, if you were ordered 

to wear them?” 

 

Trixy looked downcast. “Yes, Sir.” 

 

Filius thought for a moment. “What if you were given the robes by someone 

other than your master? Would that be considered as setting you free?”  

 

“Yes, Professor. Clothes is clothes. Trixy can’t go with you,” she sobbed. 

 

Hermione suddenly sat up. “What if we Transfigured your tea towel into a 

robe, would that still be considered as freeing you?”  

 

Trixy brightened considerably. “You is clever, Miss! Elves can wear their 

togas however they wish.” 

 

Snape stood up and perched on the edge of the desk. “Right, Filius, you take 

care of the robes.” He received a nod in response. “Hermione, get your 

parents to owl the Headmaster requesting that you Floo home on the 21st, 

rather than take the train. A dental emergency, perhaps?” 

 

“Okay.” 

 

“And Trixy,” Snape looked at her sternly. “Keep yourself out of trouble.” 

 

The elf’s ears sagged and she looked embarrassed.  

 

“I call this meeting of S.P.E.W. to a close, unless there are any questions?” 

 

“Not a question,” Hermione said, looking at her watch, “but an ‘excuse me’. I 

have to be in McGonagall’s office for tea in five minutes.” 

 

Severus looked disappointed. “Go then, and quickly.” 
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Jumping to her feet, Hermione paused at the door to wish her co-

conspirators good luck before heading out of the office, on her way to the 

first floor. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Minerva gave McLaggen her warmest smile and poured the tea. Hand-painted 

thistles adorned the porcelain tea service suspended in mid-air, charmed to 

pour with the flick of a wand.  

 

“I appreciate this, Professor.” 

 

“And I appreciate a young man who still upholds the moral values so many 

take for granted today.” Minerva allowed the teapot to come down to rest 

gently on the tartan tray. “It’s so rare now that a young man would wish for 

the first meeting with his prospective girlfriend to be chaperoned. Miss 

Granger is a very lucky young lady.”  

 

“Well, to tell the truth, Professor, I thought Hermione might be less inclined 

to turn me down if-” He was interrupted by a knock at the door. 

 

Hermione cautiously entered. “Professor?” 

 

“Come in, Miss Granger and take a seat. Yes, next to Mr McLaggen if you 

please. Ah, I see you are wearing your S.P.E.W. badge this evening, very 

nice,” Minerva added conversationally. 

 

Hermione grasped the badge, cursing herself for forgetting to take it off. As 

she took her place on the sofa, as far away from McLaggen as possible, she 

let her hand drop and proudly displayed her badge. There was a silent 

defiance in her actions. It made her feel more confident, as if Severus and 

the other proud members of S.P.E.W. were there with her. 

 

“Tea?”  

 

“Thank you, Professor, yes,” she replied politely. 

 

Minerva levitated the flowering thistle patterned tea cup and saucer over to 

her wayward student. She let them all just sit for a moment, hoping Cormac 
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would take the initiative. But at last, she broke the silence. “Well, isn’t this 

nice?” 

 

“Smashing.” 

 

“Super.” The two students said hurriedly at the same time. 

“Aye, it’s a fine way to get to know each other, having a nice cup of tea." The 

corners of McGonagall's narrow mouth turned up into an ugly smile. "Fairy 

cake? They're nice and fresh." She offered them a small plate of cakes on a 

doily. Hermione declined, wincing as Cormac greedily snatched a cake and 

took a bite. 

 

"Now, Hermione, Cormac here has a question for you,” Minerva continued. 

 

“Oh?” Hermione was surprised and looked at him. Memories of Severus 

Confunding the burly seventh year during the Quidditch tryouts flooded back 

to her. Dropping her head, she blushed scarlet. If he suspected her of casting 

the charm— 

 

“Yes, Hermione,” Cormac interrupted her thoughts. He paused to clear his 

throat. “Would you do me the honour of accompanying me to Professor 

Slughorn’s Christmas party?”  

 

She nearly choked on her tea. Recovering enough voice to reply, she 

stammered, “I, that is, um, I suppose. We will both be going anyway, won’t 

we?” 

 

“I meant as my date.” 

 

Oh Merlin. He was serious. Hermione looked at Professor McGonagall who 

was smiling broadly as she lifted her teacup to her lips. Their ruse, all the 

hard work of S.P.E.W. would be blown unless— 

 

“Thank you, Cormac, I would be delighted.” 

 

What else could she do? 

 

~o0o~ 

 

“Professor? Severus?” Hermione tapped on the door, unsure if they would 
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still be in Flitwick’s office.  

 

“Come in, quickly, shut the door,” babbled Professor Flitwick as he hurried 

behind her, locking his office door. “What happened? Does she suspect?” 

 

“Not a thing,” Hermione assured him. She looked up at Severus. 

“McGonagall's convinced we've forgotten each other and has arranged for me 

to be paraded at the 'Ugly Bug Ball'.” 

 

Snape stiffened. “What are you talking about?” 

 

“I've been cajoled into attending Slughorn’s Christmas party on the arm of 

Cormac McLaggen.” 

 

Flitwick thought for a moment. “Perhaps this isn’t entirely a bad thing. Not as 

bad as it seems at first glance, anyway.” 

 

Giving his colleague an incredulous look, Severus narrowed his eyes. “Are 

you saying that going along with this scheme of Minerva’s would strengthen 

our cause?” 

 

Filius nodded. “I am. As long as Miss Granger can play her part and pretend 

to be happy with the arrangement.” 

 

“I don’t know,” sighed Hermione. “He’s a bully of the highest order. I suspect 

he couldn’t get a date on his own merit. That’s why he had McGonagall there 

when he asked me. He knew it would reflect badly on me if I turned him 

down.” 

 

“A bully in what way?” asked Severus, stepping closer.  

 

“He’s a groper. A fumbling, bumbling thickhead who has tried to force 

himself on most of the seventh year girls at some time or other. He seems to 

think the way to a girl’s heart is up her skirt.” 

 

Folding his arms, Severus looked down at Filius. “I absolutely forbid it. I 

don’t want him in the same room as Hermione, much less attending a party 

with her.” 

 

“But what if you were there too?” reasoned Flitwick. “You could keep a close 

eye on him.” 
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“Perhaps,” Snape said, softening slightly. Before he could respond further, 

there was a knock at the door.  

 

Hermione threw herself behind the door and flattened herself against the 

wall. Severus Evanescoed the S.P.E.W. plans that were spread out on the 

desk. He then sat quickly in the chair in front of the fire, leant back and 

crossed his legs.  

 

Checking that all was set and in place, Filius unlocked and opened the door 

to a distressed Ravenclaw first year sporting long purple hair and a majestic 

set of antennae. Breaking into a sob, the young man tried to speak, but his 

Head of House stopped him. “We must get you to the Infirmary right away, 

young man,” Filius said in a calming tone. He reached up and took his 

student by the shoulders, turned him around and guided him down the 

seventh floor corridor. 

 

Hermione and Severus waited for about fifteen seconds, just in case Flitwick 

returned. With a feral grin, she slammed the door shut. Then, like a 

champagne cork flying from a bottle, and they launched themselves across 

the room at each other. They met in an embrace, holding each other tightly. 

It had been over a month since they had been alone together and neither 

wanted the moment to end. 

 

Severus lowered his lips to her ear. “Before Filius returns, I want to feel you, 

kiss you, taste your skin. I’ve missed you,” he whispered in a desperate 

voice. He nipped at her neck as she tilted her head back, smiling her 

approval. His hands moulded around the contours of her body, rediscovering 

the curves that had been denied him for weeks, as his lips explored her neck. 

Hermione moaned softly as he found the tender spot below her ear. He 

slipped his hand into her robe and released the first few buttons of her 

blouse in order to reach his destination. His fingers teased underneath the 

lace of her bra. 

 

She stroked his back and moved her head to the side, as he placed tender 

kisses down past her collar. She felt him press his erection against her, 

grazing her navel. As he massaged her breasts, his other hand delved further 

under her robes for the edge of her knickers.  

 

She wriggled under his probing hands. “I’ve missed you too, so much, but we 

mustn’t, not here,” she gasped.  

 

“Hermione,” he whispered pleadingly into her ear, swiping the shell with his 
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tongue. “We’ve made love countless times in both the Prefect’s bathroom 

and your Slytherin dorm room, how is this any different?”  

 

He moved his lips behind her ear and inhaled the scent of her hair. His hand 

slipped under her knickers—teasing and exploring—spreading her slickness 

with dextrous fingers. Taking pleasure in the knowledge that he could make 

her so wet with little more than a kiss, he pushed upwards, probing past her 

entrance. Slowly, he stroked the walls of her snug channel, relishing the 

warmth, feeling his arousal grow with each languid movement.  

 

Reaching down between them, she explored with her fingertips until she 

found his erection. Stroking his hardened flesh, tracing the length through 

the wool of his trousers, she closed her eyes and gently moaned in exquisite 

pleasure and shameless desire.  

 

She caught sight their reflection in the low mirror near the door, seemingly 

positioned so Flitwick could check his appearance before leaving the office. 

But it was also situated in such a way that she could see herself quite clearly. 

The sight of her flushed face and the coarse swath of Severus’ dark hair 

against her skin was overwhelming. 

 

She didn’t want their time together to go to waste; Hermione only wished he 

could ward the door and take this further, to its inevitable conclusion. She 

tilted her head back and looked into his eyes. “Severus, I want you.”  

 

His fingers entwined in her hair and moved her closer, to cradle her against 

his chest. “Soon, love. Being apart is utter torture.” Looking down at her, 

tilting her chin upwards to look at him, he added, “Filius will be back at any 

moment. I can wait until after the Christmas party—I desire the whole night 

with you then."  

 

His breath felt warm against her face. Hermione smiled contentedly. “Is that 

another part of your cunning plan?” 

 

“Well, Miss Know-It-All, if you torment me by attending the party on the arm 

of another, the least you can—” 

 

He was cut off as the door opened and Professor Flitwick came in, keeping 

his eyes tightly closed. Hermione threw herself down into the armchair, 

grabbed a book off of the desk, opened it upside down and pretended to 

read. Severus schooled his face into look of cool disinterest and leant 

casually against the desk, mischievously licking his finger. 
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“Is it safe to look? Are your hands to yourselves?” the little wizard babbled. 

 

As Flitwick spoke, Severus was pondering an entirely different pair of hands, 

those of Mr McLaggen. There was no way they would be pawing at Hermione. 

 

“Of course, Filius. We were just discussing this very interesting book of 

yours, Charm Your Own Cheese. He reached out and turned the book over in 

Hermione’s hands. “Who would have thought gorgonzola could be so 

versatile?” 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Two weeks later, on the last Thursday before the end of term, Hermione was 

sitting in her favourite spot in the Library, the Runes section, in the high 

backed chair with a soft tapestry cushion. Her unfocused eyes seemed to 

stare at her parchment as she rolled her quill between her fingertips. An 

observer would think she was contemplating what to write. She was, 

however, thinking about something else entirely. It was two days until the 

winter solstice and their planned revenge against Professor McGonagall. She 

was feeling very nervous. 

 

Tomorrow night, just to ruin her week entirely, was Professor Slughorn’s 

much anticipated Christmas party. Despite her attempts to convince 

McLaggen that she was really not interested in boys, parties or Quidditch 

playing boys at parties, the obnoxious name-dropper still persisted, 

reminding her that it would please McGonagall so very much to see them 

together.  

 

Quite mysteriously, McLaggen seemed to be receiving a spate of evening 

detentions with Professor Snape. He returned to the common room after his 

third such detention looking scared out of his wits, and considerably paler 

than the time he ate a pound of Doxy eggs for a dare. 

 

It was a blessed relief to see Harry. He saw her from the Library door, 

strolled over, and sat down in the chair opposite. Slamming his copy of 

Advanced Potion-Making down in front of him, he gave her a cheeky smile.  

 

“What you working on, Hermione, homework that’s due next Easter?” he 

asked, raising his eyebrows mockingly. 
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Hermione lifted her gaze and gave him a superior look. Tapping her 

homework diary with the end of her quill, she chanted, “Never put off until 

the Sunday following the first full moon after the vernal equinox, what you 

can do today.” 

 

“Smart arse,” he retorted, pulling his homework scroll and quill out of his 

deep robe pocket. 

 

“It’s not my arse that’s smart. Unlike some, I don’t sit on my brains—how is 

Ron?” 

 

Resisting the urge to chuckle, remaining neutral in his friends’ feud, he tried 

to answer her by sounding as detached as possible. “He’s fine, recovered 

from the canary scratches reasonably well. He’s always sucking Lavender’s 

face whenever he sees her. It’s pretty disgusting, really.” 

 

“He can kiss whomever he likes, Harry. I really couldn’t care less.” 

Hermione’s tone was a little bitter. If it wasn’t for Professor McGonagall’s 

infernal interference she would be doing a lot more kissing of her own, with 

Severus. She looked down at her parchment, pictured the Transfiguration 

teacher’s smug expression, lifted her quill, and dotted an ‘i’ ferociously. The 

nib of her quill punched a hole in her parchment. “Oops.” 

They sat in silence for three quarters of an hour, each working on their 

homework. Harry was working on Elixirs for Professor Slughorn’s class and 

pored over Libatius Borage’s text, his nose barely an inch from the page. 

Hermione was doodling little tabby cats on a parchment hidden under her 

Arithmancy homework. Each moggy had spectacle-type markings around its 

eyes, a sadistic grin, and sported a hideous affliction or heinous injury, in an 

ascending scale of severity.  

 

“Actually, Harry Quidditch Star Potter, you’d better be careful,” she said 

absently, while writing the title, One Hundred and One Uses of a Dead Cat, at 

the top of her parchment. 

 

He sat back and looked at her, annoyed. “If you’re talking about my Potions 

book again you can just stop right there. The Half-Blood Prince has taught 

me more than Slughorn or Snape have in-”. 

 

‘There’s just a chance Snape’s taught you more than you realise,’ she 

thought before answering. “I’m talking about Romilda Vane. I’m trying to 

warn you that she’s planning a little Love Potion drop in your direction.” 
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“Vane? No way. How do you know?” 

 

“I overheard her bragging about it in the girls’ bathroom this afternoon to a 

group of her annoying little friends. She didn’t know I was there—I was in a 

cubicle— otherwise I doubt she would have said anything. She’s determined 

to get you to take her to Professor Slughorn's party, and has got her hands 

on a Love Potion from Fred and George Weasley. I’m afraid to say it, Harry, 

but that Love Potion of theirs will probably work.” 

 

“I thought we were finished with bathroom trolls.” Harry leant his elbows on 

the table and put his head in his hands. “Can’t you do anything?” he pleaded. 

“You’re a Prefect; surely you could use your powers of confiscation or 

something?” 

 

“I seriously doubt she has the Love Potion on her, Harry, or I would.” She 

glanced down at Severus' Potions book, still in Harry's possession, wishing 

she could confiscate that too. “Perhaps you should just invite someone to the 

party, throw Romilda off.” 

 

Harry didn’t reply. His eyes were glazed, as if he were miles away. Whatever 

had captured his thoughts held onto them tightly. It was a few moments 

before he spoke. 

 

“How do you think Vane got the Love Potion into the Castle? Aren’t all 

packages being checked for controlled substances and Dark Magic by Filch? 

And didn't he put a blanket ban on everything that came from Weasleys' 

Wizard Wheezes?” 

 

Hermione leant across the table and lowered her voice. “Not if they come in 

as medicinal supplies, disguised as cough mixture or something. That’s how 

Fred and George are keeping up their mail order deliveries through the 

embargo. Everything they send is disguised as either deodorant or 

expectorant. Filch can’t tell one Potion from—” 

 

Hermione stopped. There was a sound behind the bookcase beside them. 

Both Harry and Hermione sat up and looked toward the noise. 

 

“What was that?” she whispered. “Is someone spying on us?” 

 

“Dunno. Shall I take a look?” Harry rose from his chair. 
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Hermione tried to look between the bookshelves by leaning back in her seat. 

“No, I don’t think it’s anything to worry about.” 

 

Madam Pince appeared from behind the bookshelves, making Hermione 

jump.  

 

“The Library is now closed; it’s nine o’clock,” snapped the Librarian as she 

stalked toward their table. Suddenly, she caught sight of Harry’s Potions 

book with Snape’s scribble all over the open page. Her mouth fell open; 

tendrils of limp, black hair quivered as the gaunt witch trembled in anger. 

 

“Boy!” she shouted. Her emerald green sleeve rose slowly in the air, spindly 

fingers extended toward Harry. Green finger nails, painted and chiselled to a 

fine tip, dripping with malice, were held inches from his face. “Boy! Have you 

desecrated a book?”  

 

“It’s not a library book, Madam Pince. It’s my book, actually. I-” 

 

The furious Librarian displayed more vocal range than her bony form gave 

her credit for. She shrieked, “Despoiled! Befouled!” 

 

Hermione saw her chance to get the book away from Harry, Madam Pince 

saw a graffitied book in need of rescue, Harry was just protecting his 

property—all three of them grabbed for the book at once. With the lightning 

fast reflexes of a Seeker, Harry snatched the book away from the table. 

Feeling galled, Hermione scooped up her scrolls in one hand and took Harry’s 

arm with the other, quickly marshalling them out into the corridor. 

 

“I thought she was going to have a seizure.” Hermione giggled as they 

hurried to their common room.  

 

“Me too,” Harry laughed, clutching his book tightly to his chest. “Why did she 

get so upset? It’s only a stupid old book, after all. Baubles.” 

 

They ducked through the portrait hole and into their common room. Just as 

Hermione had predicted, the hopeful young fourth year was waiting for him, 

holding a glass and a box of chocolates.  

 

"Hi Harry!" said Romilda, rushing forward to meet him. "Would you like a 

Gillywater?"  

 

“Told you,” whispered Hermione. 
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Harry gave her a long suffering look. 

 

“Goodnight then, Harry, I’ll leave you too it,” Hermione said cheerfully, as 

she headed up to her dormitory. Tomorrow was going to be a long day, and 

tomorrow night, after the party, she was promised to be reunited with 

Severus. There would be very little sleep for either of them, she hoped. 

 

Ron and Lavender were snogging limpet-fashion on one of the many 

armchairs. “Goodnight, Won-Won,” Hermione said quietly as she walked 

past. Severus’ Love Potion was still working a treat. Clever man. Her clever, 

wonderful man. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Many miles away, the cold December wind whipped across the dirty river, 

flattening the overgrown grass on the rubbish-strewn banks. An enormous 

chimney, the relic of an ancient mill, reared up above the landscape, dark 

and foreboding.  

 

The only sound was the whispering of the black water, the only sign of life a 

fox, sniffing among the discarded shampoo bottles, hoping to find a tasty 

treat among the debris. 

 

There was a faint pop and a cloaked figure appeared out of thin air on the 

river bank. The fox froze. 

 

With a louder pop a second figure materialised. The fox turned, and ran as 

fast as he could into a nearby clump of bushes. He threw himself down in the 

undergrowth and tried to slow his breathing. There was no way this little fox 

was going to get zapped by cloaked figures that appear from nowhere like his 

brother had last summer. No way at all. 

 

The two figures greeted each other with a silent nod, before walking in single 

file up the narrow path toward the rows of red brick houses. 

 

Under the glare of the streetlamp the pair abandoned their attempts to 

approach covertly, and settled into a slow walk, side by side. Their metal 

tipped heels tapped together rhythmically along the cobbled street. They 

both carried leather bound books, old and worn by time, just like the men 
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themselves. 

 

Making their way through the labyrinth of deserted boarded-up houses, they 

turned into a street called Spinner’s End, over which the giant mill chimney 

loomed, like a menacing Mephistophelian figure. 

 

“He still lives here?” the first, a short stocky man, asked with distaste. 

 

“Apparently,” his companion replied. “Bella was here just a few months ago.” 

 

“Oh yes? Your wife comes calling on old Severus then, does she, eh?”  

 

“Oh, shut up! Don’t you try to antagonise me! She was here on Malfoy 

business. You know she can’t stand him.” 

 

The first man stopped walking and looked searchingly at his friend. “Can we 

trust him?” 

 

Halting a few paces ahead, the other man, tall and thin in stark contrast to 

his companion, turned around and put his head to one side as if assessing 

the question, or, perhaps, the questioner. “Of course we can,” he said 

decisively. “If the Dark Lord trusts him, I know I can. Besides, we’ve known 

the silly sod for twenty-five years.” 

 

“You were in Azkaban for most of them, though, weren’t you?” The first man 

resumed walking and they fell into step once again. 

 

“While you were professing you’d been Imperio’d. What a sorry pair we are, 

my friend.”  

 

The conversation ended as they reached a front door. A glimmer of light 

could just be seen through the curtains of a downstairs room. “He’s home.” 

The taller man rapped on the door. 

 

Opening the front door just a crack, Severus looked out at his visitors. 

 

“Rodolphus, Avery. What a pleasant surprise!” He stepped back, swung open 

the door and allowed his friends entrance. 

 

“Cut the bullshit, Sev, you asked us here, remember?” Avery said, pushing 

past Lestrange and stepping into the parlour.  
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“Always the charmer,” said Rodolphus with a chuckle. “Good to see you, 

Severus, it’s been a long time.” He entered the house and sat down in the 

armchair. 

 

Closing the door, Snape folded his arms and smiled in satisfaction. “You 

bought your books with you, excellent.”  

 

Avery’s question was burning him. “And are you going to tell us why we had 

to bring along our copies of Macbeth?”  

 

“Certainly.” Severus strode to the fireplace and picked up his copy of the 

play, and in a swirl of robes, turned to face his old Housemates. His lank hair 

swathed half of his face, and an old, familiar glint was in his eye.  

 

“Tonight, gentlemen, I am reforming the Knights of Walpurgis.” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

One Hundred and One Uses of a Dead Cat is by Simon Bond. 

 

 

 

Chapter 18 – The Rotfang Conspiracy 

 

“Reforming?” The word slipped from Avery’s lips in three distinct and 

incredulous syllables. He looked up at Snape with a look that implored him to 

tell them it was just a joke. “We’re not kids any more, Severus. Why would I 

want to sit around reading Shakespeare with two nasty Death Eaters? My 

days of Donalbain’s soliloquies are over—in life as well as in Snape’s world of 

make believe.” 

 

“Now hold on,” argued Rodolphus, “you’re a nasty Death Eater too, you 

know.” 

 

Snape answered for him. “Perhaps he is here under duress, Lestrange. It 

might be that he is still feeling the effects of his extended exposure to the 

Imperius Curse.” 

 

Avery chuckled. He leant back and absently picked at the loose cords of the 

threadbare sofa. “I see you haven’t lost your dry wit, Severus.” 
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“Nor have I lost my sense of adventure. The plan, gentlemen, is to light up 

the winter solstice in two days’ time. Together we will make the Death 

Eater’s antics at the Quidditch World Cup look like a Sunday afternoon stroll.” 

 

At this, both men looked up at their old housemate, captivated. Rodolphus 

thought for a moment, and then his face darkened in concern. “Do you mean 

just the three of us?” 

 

“To take over the places of the Knights who are, regrettably, no longer with 

us, I have recruited the members of another group. They are currently 

known as S.P.E.W., a worthy group of rabble-rousers that will bring our 

number back up to six.”  

 

“Where are they based?” 

 

“What do you know about them?” Avery and Lestrange fired off their 

questions without waiting for a reply. 

 

“Whose side are they on?” 

 

“Can we trust them?” 

 

“Who’s playing Lady Macbeth?” 

 

“Is that really relevant?” asked Snape, exasperated. 

 

“Not me, I’ve got a beard,” asserted Rodolphus. 

 

Avery looked at him quizzically. “No you haven’t.” 

 

“I’ll bloody well grow one!” retorted his friend. 

 

Snape held up his hand for silence. “They are based in Scotland. I’ve known 

them each, individually for a very long time. Yes, we can trust them, and 

Gregorovitch will play Lady Macbeth.” 

 

“Who?” 

 

“You’re joking!” 

 

“Who’s he talking about?” 
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“His girlfriend, the one he scared off. In seventh year, remember? The one 

you said needed glasses and—” 

 

“No, I didn’t!” 

 

“Did.” 

 

“You said you wouldn’t kick her out of bed, if I remember correctly.” 

 

“Will you two be quiet?” Snape demanded, glaring down at the pair. 

 

“Is that your classroom demeanour, Severus?” Lestrange enquired. “Because 

it’s scary. Softly spoken, yet menacing.”  

 

“Worked for me,” Avery added. 

 

“My classroom persona is as inextricable as my Death Eater mask. Each has 

its function, its place and its use. As you gentlemen seem so attentive to my 

teaching methods, I will continue to use them, for the present.” He reached 

down to the table and picked up two new books. Throwing a copy at each of 

his friends, he continued, “Knights of Walpurgis, your homework assignment 

is to reread Henry V by Saturday lunchtime. We will reconvene here at three 

p.m. and proceed to the Solstice together.” 

 

Avery flipped open his copy. “The battle of Agincourt? Fantastic.” 

 

“Saint Crispin's day ….” Rodolphus stared ahead as he tried to recall the 

Prince’s speech. “We few, we happy few, we band of brothers….” 

 

“Save it for Saturday, Lestrange.” Severus advised. “We will indeed be 

fighting a battle, but not against the French. Our foe is slipperier and more 

conniving. We face the coven of Banchory and the Brig o’ Feugh.” 

 

Avery looked stunned. “McGonagall’s Coven?” 

 

“Precisely.” 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Minerva stood in front of her class, peering down over the top of her 
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spectacles at the students. Her hands were crossed in front of her, holding 

her wand, in the teaching stance she had used for forty years. She was a 

picture of silent intimidation, high collared and topped with a bun. 

 

“Today,” she began, speaking to the pupils in a quiet, stern voice that 

brooked no questions, “we will commence the subject of Human 

Transfiguration.” 

 

As with each sixth-year class every year since she had started teaching, she 

waited and allowed the students a moment to gasp and whisper among 

themselves. This moment of inattention allowed her dramatic pause. 

 

“However,” she enounced in a slightly louder voice, rolling the last syllable 

until the room was still, “do not expect to leave this room as gaggling geese 

or flapping fruit bats. The study of Human Transfiguration is difficult and 

takes many, many years to perfect.” She effortlessly transformed into a cat 

and back again. “I trust I have your attention?” 

 

“Yes, Professor McGonagall,” said the class together. 

 

“Excellent.” 

 

With a whispered incantation and a wave of her wand, the dark bevelled 

panelling on the classroom walls shimmered, as they changed into mirrors. 

 

“Using these mirrors, you will attempt to change the colour of your 

eyebrows. The wand movement thus—” She demonstrated a sweep and flick 

“—and the words ‘Abeo Ocusaetia’.” Her eyebrow changed from dark grey to 

butterscotch. 

 

Jumping up and down her seat, Hermione Granger waved her hand in the air 

with all the enthusiasm of a drowning woman trying to reach a life preserver. 

The Slytherins in the classroom chuckled and Ronald Weasley rolled his eyes. 

 

“Yes, Miss Granger?” 

 

“Please, Professor,” she all but gasped, “are we meant to transform our 

eyebrows light brown, too?” 

 

“I’d be happy with whatever colour you can manage on your first attempt,” 

Minerva replied, looking around the sea of faces. “Concentrate on a primary 

colour at first. We must attain the actual ability to transform before we worry 
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about the shade and hue.” 

 

Weasley guffawed. Minerva narrowed her eyes as the uncharacteristically 

snide young man got up from his seat and walked to the wall of mirrors. 

Keeping him in her sights, she awaited her moment for revenge.  

 

Minerva stepped up to Hermione and patted her on the shoulder. “A word,” 

she whispered and led the way back to her desk. 

 

Hermione looked nonplussed as she stood beside her professor.  

 

“It’s about tonight,” Minerva told her, putting the lass out of her quandary. 

“You’re away to the party with young McLaggen.” 

 

“Aye, I mean … yes, Professor.” 

 

Ignoring the slip, Minerva continued. “Well, you should be fine. He’s a good 

match— a strapping Scots lad—and I would like to see you spending more 

time together. In fact, if you don’t, I’ll arrange it so you do.” The warning 

was there: date McLaggen or face my wrath. 

 

Her student looked down. “Yes, Professor. I understand.” 

 

“I’m pleased to see you no longer harbour any thoughts or feelings toward 

your previous beau,” Minerva said quietly, avoiding the use of a certain name 

where it could be overheard. “For if you did …” Her threat was left open to 

conjecture. 

 

Hermione nodded, but didn’t look up. Dismissing her pupil back to the 

mirrors, Minerva turned her eye to Mr Weasley. Fingering her wand, she 

bided her time. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

“Oh look, the hand waver’s back,” Ron sniped unkindly as Hermione took her 

spot beside him in front of the mirrors. 

 

Hermione was weary of Ron’s immature feuding. She no longer cared what 

he thought. He was as inconsequential to her as a flobberworm’s flatulence. 
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But she did care about being forced into dating Cormac McLaggen, the 

notorious groper of Gryffindor Tower.  

 

~o0o~ 

 

Minerva saw her opening. Flourishing her wand, changing the incantation 

slightly, she cast an exuberant handlebar moustache onto Ronald Weasley’s 

top lip. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione laughed, a deep belly laugh that exorcised the tension and 

apprehension she had felt moments before. 

 

Ron retaliated at Hermione’s laughed by escalating his insults. 

 

“Oooh, Oooh, Professor McGonagall!” he quipped in a girl’s voice, a poor 

imitation of Hermione, jumping on the spot and waving his hand in the air. 

 

Turning her head to see who had conjured the moustache, Hermione saw 

McGonagall smiling at her, tapping the fourth finger of her left hand with her 

wand and winking at her. Surely that was not her plan? Engagement … to 

McLaggen? 

 

The sound of Parvati and Lavender laughing at Ron’s imitation of her, which 

he was still performing to his captive audience, combined with the prospect 

of being trapped into an engagement with a boy she wouldn’t Aguamenti if 

he was on fire, was too much for Hermione. She felt tears welling up in her 

eyes.  

 

Grabbing her bag, she ran from the classroom, leaving behind the taunts and 

jeers of her housemates. She ran until she came to the first floor and stood 

outside the Defence classroom door. Raising her hand to knock, she heard 

Severus’ lecture voice. 

 

“The use of fire in spell casting is often misrepresented in …” 

 

Steeling her resolve, she knocked on the door. Abruptly, his voice stopped 

and there was a silent pause before he opened the door just enough so he 

could see who standing outside.  
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“What do you want?” he whispered urgently. 

 

“I ...” 

 

“You cannot be seen here! Get back to wherever it is …”  

 

“Transfiguration.” 

 

Seeing the look of distress on Hermione’s face, Snape came through the door 

and closed it softly behind him. “What happened?” 

 

“McGonagall is threatening me, I mean, encouraging me with her wand, to 

embark on a serious relationship with McLaggen.” 

 

“Is that what she said?” 

 

“Virtually. And then she cast-” 

 

“We can’t talk now. If we’re seen together our cover will be compromised. 

We’ll talk tonight. Do you want a Ravenclaw or Hufflepuff? Oh never mind, 

wait here.” He disappeared back into his classroom. 

 

Ravenclaw or Hufflepuff? Was he trying to suggest she was sorted again? 

Blimey, she could do a term in each and complete her set of House badges. 

Her question was answered when he opened his classroom door again 

accompanied by a bewildered Luna Lovegood with her burlap potato sack 

school bag that bore the slogan, ‘Gnome Potatoes, cause there's no place like 

Gnome,’ hanging from her shoulder. 

 

“Miss Lovegood, go with Miss Granger. Take her to the girls’ bathroom and 

clean her up. Miss Granger, try to pull yourself together.” He turned around 

and swept back into his classroom, closing the door behind him. The girls 

walked across the corridor and into the bathroom as Snape had instructed 

them. Once inside, Hermione leant back against the wall beside the door and 

looked up at the ceiling. 

 

Luna stared at Hermione for a moment, her eyes devoid of that glazed look 

she so often displayed. “What’s wrong?” she asked. “You’ve been crying.” 

 

“It was just Ron making fun of me, just now, in Transfiguration. I’m just 

being silly.” 
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“Professor McGonagall won’t like this much, will she?” 

 

“I shouldn’t have walked out of class, I suppose.” 

 

“No, silly-billy. I meant, she won’t like what’s going on between you and 

Snape, of course.” 

 

“I, ah …” Hermione tried to think quickly; she wasn’t prepared for a direct 

accusation from such an unlikely source. “What do you mean, me and 

Snape? Honestly, Luna, you have such an active imagination.” 

 

An eerie, glassy sheen came over the Ravenclaw’s eyes once more. “I should 

warn you, the charts do not bode well.”  

 

“Charts?” 

 

“Well, of course. I check my chart every week. My father’s astrologer is 

never wrong.”  

 

Hermione rolled her eyes. Divination, astrology, what a load of twaddle. But 

that still didn’t explain— 

 

“There’s a connection between you. It’s quite obvious when you’re close 

together, like you were a moment ago.” 

 

Connection? Was she insane? Oh wait, the jury’s still out on that one. 

 

“Surely everyone can see it. It’s like a giant pink love heart appears around 

you whenever you are near him. I’ve seen the same thing occur with the 

Aquavirius Maggots. Pink love hearts connect them when they mate with 

their life partner. It’s in all the books. Sometimes they are purple, but mostly 

pink.” 

 

Giant pink … Hermione burst into fits of laughter. Unable to control herself, 

she began crying again, but this time with glee. Luna patted her on the back.  

 

Unexpectedly, Luna said, “Hello, Harry. Did you know your eyebrows are 

yellow?” 

 

Hermione looked up to see Harry standing in front of them. She wiped her 

eyes on the back of her pencil case and cleared her throat, stifling her 
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laughter. 

 

“Hi, Luna,” Harry replied, but her was looking at Hermione, concerned. He 

held out her school robe and Transfiguration textbook. “Hermione, you left 

your stuff …” 

 

“Thanks. I didn’t realise I’d left them behind.” She took back her belongings 

and gave him a half smile. With a cheery, “I’d better be getting along now,” 

she scurried off to her dorm, leaving Harry and Luna together in the corridor.  

 

It was time to get ready for the party. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Looking at herself in the mirror, Hermione was satisfied with the dowdiness 

of her appearance. She wore a high-necked, long-sleeved black top, a long 

tiered black skirt with frayed edges, her oldest hiking socks, sensible lace-up 

shoes, no make-up and hadn’t brushed her hair since this morning. If 

McLaggen didn’t get the message she wasn’t interested, he was stupider than 

he looked. 

 

“Come on, Cinders, let’s go to the ball,” she snickered to herself, absently 

twirling her amulet around her wrist as she jogged down the stairs toward 

the common room. 

 

McLaggen was standing beside the fireplace, waiting for her. He looked 

dapper in his black velvet jacket, a dickey bow, tartan kilt and sporran. His 

knee-length green woollen socks were garnished by a fake skian dhu, which 

flopped over the turn-down of his right sock, accentuating his horrid pale 

hairy legs. The McLaggen red of his kilt was interspersed with the greens and 

blues of the clans Robertson and Logan, long affiliated with his own clan 

through marriage. The crest on his sporran bore the slogan, ‘This is the 

Valour of my ancestors’. Cormac couldn’t even dress for a party without 

bragging about his family connections.  

 

He stood talking to his friends who, like the majority of the students, just 

wore their casuals. Only the elitist Slug Club and their invited guests were 

attending the party. The other Gryffindors looked on with envy, and Cormac 

preened at their admiring glances. 

 

Hermione strode confidently up to her escort. She slapped him on the back 
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without pausing. “Come on then, Rob Roy. Let’s get this over with,” she 

teased, as she made her way to the portrait hole. At the door she turned 

back to look at him. He was staring at her as if she were a stranger, 

someone he had never seen before. She put her head to one side in silent 

question before spinning around and exiting the common room. 

 

“Wait! Hey, Granger, wait up!” Cormac called, as he ran along the corridor to 

catch up with her. “Who’s beating on your Bludger?” 

 

Hermione kept walking, ignoring his nasty cologne and shrugging off the 

restraining hand he’d placed on her shoulder. “No one’s beating my Bludger, 

Cormac, or chasing my Quaffle, for that matter. I can tell you with certainty 

that you won’t be seeking my Snitch tonight, either. We will go to the party 

together, have some Christmas cheer, and then it’s back to the common 

room for nine o’clock so I can get on with packing my books for the journey 

home tomorrow. Got it? We stay long enough for McGonagall to see us 

together and then we split.” 

 

They descended the marble staircase to the lower floors. “But Professor 

McGonagall’s not here,” McLaggen told her, breathlessly, his podgy form 

trying to keep up with her. “She’s conducting the Winter Solstice at 

Stonehenge tomorrow. I heard her telling Professor Sprout that she’s 

spending the evening preparing with her coven, away across the mountains.” 

 

Of course. Hermione kept her face unaltered so she wouldn’t give away her 

delight. “Well, then. That’s even more of an excuse for us to stay for as short 

a time as possible.”  

 

Hermione set a fast pace down the stairs, and the pair made excellent time 

to the second floor. As they approached Slughorn’s office, she slowed just 

enough for McLaggen to catch up. The sound of laughter from Slughorn’s 

office spilled out into the corridor and Hermione swallowed hard as her escort 

offered her his arm. She paused and looked up, assessing him, before 

accepting. He seemed harmless enough.  

 

His smiling face was flushed and his eyes widened as she placed her hand 

into the crook of his arm. “You look lovely tonight,” he said insincerely, as he 

guided her toward the party. 

 

~o0o~ 
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Severus snapped his head to the side, catching himself in the mirror. He 

tugged down the skirt of his frock coat, smoothing the crisp clean lines of 

heavy cloth that emphasized his lean form. Practising his trademark sneer, 

he raised his eyebrow approvingly and turned to face his reflection. He 

looked austere, severe and unapproachable—perfect.  

 

He’d washed his hair using the sparsest smidgeon of Neptune No.5. So 

delighted was his hair at having received the attention after so many years of 

neglect, it had developed a faint kink at the ends, the merest hint of a curl.  

 

Severus pulled at his errant locks, desperately trying to straighten the wave, 

but the sight of his onyx ring stilled his hand. An unfamiliar feeling crept over 

him—not vanity, but pride in his appearance. He wanted to look his best for 

Hermione tonight … perhaps the quirk in his hair wasn’t quite as unattractive 

as he had first thought. 

 

He closed the door to his chambers and walked briskly along the dark, 

meandering corridor and out of the dungeons. As he strode across the 

Entrance Hall, he saw a gaggle of girls at the bottom of the stairs, blocking 

his path. Their sniping tone and cutting comments rose, polluting the air and 

evoking from him a modicum of empathy for the recipient. This was a 

scenario he remembered only too well. 

 

“Should be on top of a Christmas tree in that outfit, Loony.” 

 

“A Christmas tree? More like orbiting the Milky Way. What’s up, Crumple-

Horned Snorkack got your tongue?” 

 

Severus stepped up to the crowd and cleared his throat. Immediately there 

was silence as the bullies realised they had been apprehended. Crossing his 

arms, Snape scowled disapprovingly at the teenagers. His narrowed eyes 

followed them as they backed away, until they reached the main doors. 

 

Luna Lovegood stood alone by the staircase, her long blond hair dull against 

the spangles of her silver dress. Squinting slightly against the glare, Severus 

took a step toward her. 

 

“Good evening, Miss Lovegood,” he said in a quiet, low voice that carried 

across the open expanse of the Hall. “I see you are dressed in your finest this 

evening. Are you attending the Christmas party?” 
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Hushed whispers and speculative glances came from the girls just a few feet 

away. 

 

“Yes, sir. I’m waiting for Harry, we’re going together—just as friends,” she 

added hastily. 

 

“Perhaps you would allow me to escort you as far as the second floor? It 

would be prudent to wait for your consort somewhere a little less chilly,” he 

suggested, his meaning clear. 

 

“I do appreciate your offer, sir, but I’m quite hardened to the unpleasant 

draughts in this castle. In fact, I’m used to the sub-zero arctic wind chill and 

the biting polar gales that emanate from my classmates. Original thought 

and individuality is not a trait the herd seem to appreciate.” 

 

In an unprecedented move, Snape bowed in acquiescence before the fifth-

year. 

 

Their conversation was ignored by Luna’s tormentors, most of whom had lost 

interest and were scanning the higher staircases looking for the Chosen One. 

 

“It’s him, he’s coming!” exclaimed Romilda Vane, standing among the group 

of girls. 

 

Looking up, Severus saw Potter heading down the stairs between the fifth 

and fourth floors. He headed off up the stairs without a backward glance, and 

reached the second floor landing just as Potter descended the third.  

 

Turning toward the increasing sound of laughter and chatter, Severus walked 

toward Slughorn’s office and entered the party. 

 

~o0o~ 

 

Cormac McLaggen surveyed the room. The ornate silken décor resembled a 

large opulent Bedouin tent. Slughorn’s office seemed to have been enlarged 

to accommodate the decadent party, but still the room heaved with people, 

chatter and pipe smoke. Harp-like North African music was being played by a 

group of Tuareg Warlocks in one corner of the room, on twenty-one string 

Koras.  

 

The room was bathed in the red glow of a golden lantern that hung from the 
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silk-clad ceiling. Fairies danced inside the lantern, each a brilliant speck of 

light, a curiosity in an already surreal atmosphere. 

 

“I think that’s cruel,” said his date, looking up at the fairies trapped in the 

lantern. 

 

Cormac didn’t answer. He grinned and left her staring skywards as he did a 

quick inventory of the other guests. Ministry officials, Quidditch players and 

even two members of the Weird Sisters were assembled to wish Professor 

Slughorn a Happy Christmas.  

 

Granger, who was still attached to his arm, looked more like somebody’s 

maiden aunt rather than the trophy girlfriend he should be seen with. He 

resolved to be done with her as quickly as possible. Grabbing her hand, he 

looked for the nearest exit. 

 

“Cormac, where—”  

 

He stifled her cry by putting his hand across her mouth and pulling her 

through a discreet flap in the side of the tent. He had bought them into a 

serving passageway, linked to the kitchens. Industrious house-elves scurried 

past, balancing silver platters of party food between their flattened ears.  

 

One of the elves paused, the tray of sausage rolls turning ninety degrees as 

it turned its head to watch them. The other elves paid no attention and 

pushed past the elf that had halted. 

 

“On your way, you nosy pixie!” shouted McLaggen. He pushed Hermione up 

against the wall and pulled a crumpled sprig of mistletoe out of his sporran. 

“How about a Christmas kiss, eh, Granger?” he asked insistently. 

 

The feeling that he was still being watched made him glance quickly over his 

shoulder, but the curious elf had disappeared.  

 

~o0o~ 

 

Snape couldn’t see her, but his ring was tingling, alerting him to the fact that 

she was in distress. He quickened his step, trying to push his was through 

the crowd. Suddenly, he was accosted by a tray of sausage rolls. 

 

“Watch where you’re going!” he chided, pushing the obstinate obstacle out of 
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his way. 

 

“It’s me, sir,” the tray squealed, urgently, sounding out of breath and 

panicky. 

 

Severus ducked below the silver platter and saw a very green-faced Trixy, 

her eyes wide and her face contorted into an expression he couldn’t begin to 

describe. 

 

“Professor, sir, Mizranger is in the servery,” squeaked the elf. “A bad boy has 

her, please hurry.”  

 

Severus followed the tray as it bobbed its way across the room, leaving a 

trail of puff pasty in its wake.  

 

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione tried to push him away, but McLaggen was too strong. He had her 

pinned against the cold stone wall, using his weight as an anchor, leaning 

against her. She battled to raise her knee, endeavouring to jab him in the 

groin, but he countered, and slammed her harder into the wall as 

punishment. 

 

“I said I wanted a Christmas kiss,” her attacker warned, as he moved his 

hand cautiously from her mouth and lowered it, holding her by her throat.  

 

His lips felt cold against hers, wet and fleshy. She writhed in his grasp, trying 

to turn her head to the side but he moved with her, forcing his tongue into 

her mouth. She closed her eyes to blot out the revolting image of Cormac’s 

ruddy face pressed tightly against hers. All of a sudden, her attacker froze, 

as a deer caught in the headlights. 

 

“Let her go,” an icy voice breathed in a chilling whisper.  

 

Hermione opened her eyes. Severus had his fist twisting McLaggen’s hair, his 

wand pointed at the boy’s throat. 

 

Snape snarled aggressively through clenched teeth. He pulled roughly, 

tugging McLaggen’s head backwards with every word, punctuating his 

command. “I told you to let her go. Immediately.”  
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Released, Hermione slumped forward, rubbing her sore throat through the 

smooth material of her turtleneck. Trixy dropped the platter with a clatter 

and ran to her, wrapping her arms around Hermione’s knees in a tight 

squeeze. 

 

Hermione knelt down and comforted Trixy, hugging her. Elf and witch clung 

to each other, watching. The scene unfolding across the narrow corridor, just 

feet away, would have chilled the soul of a Dementor. Snape was in Death 

Eater mode, emitting peril and menace with his calculated and measured 

movements.  

 

Snape dragged McLaggen across the passageway and slammed him into the 

opposite wall, jamming his forearm against the young man’s neck. He 

prodded his wand sharply into McLaggen’s cheek. “It’s fortunate for you that 

you’re a student, or you would be dead.”  

 

The boy squealed in fear. His face looked whiter than porcelain and twice as 

brittle. His kilt rode up around his waist as Snape pushed him down the wall 

toward the floor.  

 

Snape spoke slowly in a sibilant hiss, “I could crush you like an insect with 

my bare hands, boy. You will never touch my Hermione again.”  

 

He drove McLaggen down onto the flagstones, with a forceful hand on his 

shoulder and a look that could freeze hell in a heartbeat. It was only when 

the boy was laid flat on the floor that Severus stopped. His fury ebbed as he 

looked down at McLaggen’s greying underwear, which Hermione recognised 

as being similar to those worn by Severus himself when he was that age. 

 

Straightening up, Severus collected himself before turning to face the girls. 

“We are now in a damage limitation situation, ladies,” he said, his voice 

almost returned to normal. “Trixy, get back to the kitchens, and act casual.”  

 

The elf nodded, but didn’t remove herself from Hermione’s arms. 

 

“Hermione, I want you to slip back to the party and mingle. Make sure you 

are seen and have enough alibis to cover your movements for the last ten 

minutes. We will meet back in my chambers in forty minutes.” 

 

She stood up, carefully unfolding herself from Trixy’s arms. “I understand.” 

 

“Meanwhile, I will make sure this young man remembers nothing.” He turned 
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back and looked down at the terrified youth, raising his wand. “It’s Brigadoon 

for you, sonny.” 

 

Hermione hastened to the fold that served as a door, intent on following 

instructions. But she caught a sharp movement in the corner of her eye that 

made her turn back. 

 

Trixy grabbed a sausage roll from her tray, ran across the passageway and 

leapt onto McLaggen’s chest. She pointed a finger, almost touching the end 

of his nose. Her ears rose in anger and magic crackled in sparks around her, 

spitting and fizzing in warning. 

 

“You is a bad boy!” the elf declared, her slow, ominous voice almost as 

frightening as Severus’ had been. “You will leave Mizranger alone.” 

 

Cormac nodded frantically in silent agreement. An angry elf on your chest 

must be a very scary sight indeed. 

 

As suddenly as it had sparked into life, the house-elf’s magic faded.  

 

‘Obliviate!’ A bright flash of white light from Snape’s wand filled the corridor, 

temporarily blinding them. 

 

Hermione took her cue and shot though the silken doorway. Safely out of 

McLaggen’s sight, she turned around and peeped back through the material 

flap, taking one final glance at the scene. 

 

She watched, astonished, as Trixy shoved the large sausage roll into 

McLaggen’s mouth. The little elf jumped up and down on the boy’s chest, and 

as she did she quipped,  

 

“Christmas kiss from Trixy!”  

 

~o0o~ 

 

Hermione pushed her way through the crowd. She felt none the worse for 

wear, probably because her adrenaline was still running at high levels. 

Severus could certainly be scary when he wanted to be. She attributed some 

of his aggression to the bullying he had received at the hands of the 

Marauders. She had witnessed them ganging up on him, three against one, 

while they were students together. 
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Of course, there were also his years as a Death Eater, which would have 

honed his intimidation skills. This was a period of his life she had missed, and 

she really had no idea how to broach the subject, or even if she cared to 

know about it. 

 

One thing was for certain. Being with Severus meant staying on his good 

side. She hoped that she never ended up on the wrong side of his temper. 

He was a trained killer, as well as an academic, teacher and hair care tycoon. 

That was quite a resume for a man not yet forty. Was it possible to be a 

lover as well as a fighter? He’d proven himself in the short term, but would 

he— 

 

“Hey, Hermione!” 

 

Her thoughts were interrupted by Harry calling out to her. He was standing 

with Luna, sipping a drink and looking at her as if she had just sprouted a 

dorsal fin. 

 

“Hi Harry! There you are, thank goodness,” she said quickly, changing her 

expression from thoughtful to communicative in an instant. “Hello Luna, you 

look nice this evening.” 

 

“Um, thanks,” Luna replied dreamily. “You look … windswept.” 

 

“Oh, yeah.” Hermione, using the palm of her hand, tried to tame her hair, 

which had been tousled by McLaggen. “Bad hair day, I guess.” 

 

“I guess,” repeated Luna, looking at her sceptically. 

 

“What happened to you?” asked Harry. 

 

“Oh, I just escaped—I mean, I’ve just left Cormac,” having his memory 

modified by Snape, “Under the mistletoe,” she added in explanation. A wry 

smile crept across her face, which she dampened quickly. 

 

“Serves you right for coming with him,” Harry berated her. 

 

Did she have a choice? It was either come to the party with McLaggen or 

have Minerva suspect she was still seeing Snape. She tried to keep her voice 

light and dispassionate. “I thought he would annoy Ron the most. I debated 

asking Zacharias Smith,” she lied, “but, all things considered—” I would 
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rather be here with Severus. 

 

“You considered Smith?”  

 

Nope. “Yes, I did. I rather wish I had chosen him. Cormac makes Grawp look 

like a gentleman.”  

 

Concerned that she had yet to see Snape return to the party, she took hold 

of Harry and Luna’s arms. “Let’s go over here,” she said, steering them over 

to the far wall. From this position she could see the servery flap clearly. She 

raised her head above the crowd looking for Severus. “We’ll be able to see 

him coming, he’s so tall.” She stopped abruptly, realising too late she was 

speaking aloud. 

 

Luckily, Luna hadn’t heard the slip; she had turned around and was talking to 

Professor Trelawney.  

 

Harry passed the girls a glass of mead each. “See who coming, Cormac?” 

 

“Yes!” Hermione averred, rather emphatically.  

 

“McLaggen’s not that tall. Plump, yes. Tall, no,” Harry twittered, while 

Hermione continued to scan the room for Severus. 

 

“… or Dobbin, as I prefer to think of him,” Professor Trelawney’s slurring 

voice wafted over from her conversation with Luna. Hermione sincerely 

hoped she was referring to Firenze and not the Headmaster. 

 

Professor Trelawney looked too tipsy to be of any use as an alibi, so 

Hermione ignored her. Harry didn’t seem to want to talk to the professor 

either. He leant down and spoke softly into her ear. 

 

“Can we get one thing straight?” 

 

Avada me now ... he’s going to ask about Severus. 

 

“Are you planning to tell Ron about your interference at the Quidditch 

tryouts?” 

 

Hermione raised her eyebrows as relief swept over her, lifting away her 

pessimism. “Do you really think I’d stoop that low?” Because I didn’t do it in 

the first place, Snape did. Believe it or not, Harry, the man you hate so much 
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can be amusing, playful even.  

 

“Because if you can ask out McLaggen—” 

 

“There’s a difference,” she replied with dignity. I didn’t ask him out, I was 

bullied into it. “Look, I have no plans to tell Ron anything that may or may 

not have happened at the tryouts.” You can rely on it. 

 

“Good, because if he knew, he would fall apart on us again. The team—” 

 

“Quidditch!” Hermione cried, exasperated. “Is that all you boys ever talk 

about? McLaggen was the same. What’s beating your Bludger, Hermione. 

Who’s been chasing your Quaffle, Hermione. Non-stop references to your 

balls, that’s all it is! Oh, Merlin, he’s coming.” 

 

Cormac was winding his way through the crowd looking confused and 

disoriented. Without wishing her friends goodbye, Hermione ducked under 

Professor Slughorn’s outstretched arm and rudely pushed her way between 

two rough looking witches who smelled of cats.  

 

If Severus wanted her to have an alibi, he would have to be content with 

Harry Potter. Hermione had had enough of this little party. Heading for the 

door, she made her way into the corridor and breathed the relatively fresh 

air.  

 

She decided not to head for his chambers. Tired, weary and utterly fed up, 

Hermione found a quiet spot in the shadows and waited for Severus. 

 

 

 

Chapter 19 – The Rotfang Conspiracy - Part Two 

 

Hermione shivered as the chill December wind flittered around her shoulders 

and breathed against her ear. Moving closer to the wall, she took shelter 

behind a stone statue where she couldn’t be seen, and sipped the glass of 

mead Harry had handed her. She giggled to herself mischievously—the sweet 

drink with its tangy herb taste was going straight to her head. She would 

jump out at Severus when he walked past and— 

 

“You’re going to regret this,” the vindictive, nasal voice of Mr. Filch promised 

from further down the corridor. For a split second, Hermione thought she had 
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been caught, but then Filch spoke again. “And I’m going to enjoy watching 

you try to wheedle your way out of this one, boy.” 

 

“Get your dirty, stinking hands off of my cloak!” Draco Malfoy’s clipped tone 

was unmistakeable. Arrogant, even in capture, the Slytherin continued his 

insults. “It’s made of tweed, you peasant, don’t you know that? No, of course 

you wouldn’t. The last time you saw the inside of a tailor's you were probably 

cleaning it—Ow! That bloody well hurts!” 

 

“Shut up!” the caretaker snapped. Their voices were getting nearer. 

Hermione flattened herself against the wall and stood as still as she could. 

Draco started to rant. 

 

“Let me go or my Mother will—” 

 

“Your Mother will what?” 

 

There was a pause as Malfoy seemed to be searching for an answer. When 

none came, Filch snorted. 

 

“I thought as much. Come on, Little Lord Fauntleroy, let’s see what the 

professor has to say.” 

 

Hermione watched as Filch dragged Malfoy by the ear past her hiding place 

and into Professor Slughorn’s party. She didn’t dare breathe. 

~o0o~ 

Severus tugged down the sleeves of his frockcoat, straightening his clothing 

and stiffening his countenance at the same time. He considered Trixy. She 

had proven herself to be a fiery little elf—an advantage for tomorrow’s 

Solstice. Hermione had been shrewd last month when she said the little elf 

could be useful.  

 

Setting his sights on the exit door, he meandered his way through the crowd, 

nodding when he was acknowledged, apologising politely when an ugly hag 

stepped backwards and trod on his foot. 

 

An icy hand on his shoulder stopped his escape. A strange feeling of 

foreboding and death darkened his already dour demeanour. Turning slowly 

around, he faced a tall, gaunt-looking Vampire limply holding a pasty in his 

purple-tinged hand. 
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“Brother,” whispered the Vampire. Snape felt rather than heard his words. 

“Where can one find a proper meal in these parts?” He gestured with his 

head toward a group of girls chatting together just a few feet away. 

 

Snape’s eyes widened at the suggestion that he was in any way kin to this 

blood-sucker. “Sir, you will remove your hand from my shoulder this instant.” 

 

“Sanguini, there you are!” A short, bespectacled man bustled up to them, 

carrying a steaming goblet of mulled mead. “I see you’re making new 

friends, how wonderful.” The little man extended his hand to Severus. 

“Eldred Worple at your service, and you would be …?” 

 

“Snape.” 

 

“Lovely,” Worple replied, losing interest. 

 

“Snape and I were discussing the catering,” Sanguini told his friend. “I didn’t 

expect to find one of my own here, Eldred. I am … delighted.” 

 

Quickly, Worple looked Severus up and down, assessing him. Narrowing his 

eyes, he cast his judgement. “If I am not mistaken, Snape here is definitely 

among the living, Sanguini. You are mistaken, my friend.” 

 

“I am,” assured Snape curtly. “Now, if you gentlemen would excuse me.” He 

turned without waiting for a response and headed through the crowd to find 

Hermione. 

 

“Happy Easter, everybody!” came the cheery voice of McLaggen, somewhere 

off to his left. The young man conveniently appeared drunk as opposed to 

Obliviated. He had lifted the hem of his kilt and was trying to dance with one 

of the Tuaregs. Swathed in flowing white linen, the African looked confused 

as to whether he was being attacked or not.  

 

“Dafa doff! He iz mad I tell you!” cried his friend from across the room, 

standing on the dais. He pointed to the Scot, holding his Kora in his other 

hand.  

 

The Tuareg laughed and slapped McLaggen on the back. “Suma harit! My 

friend, let an old wizard guide your wandering path. Stay away from alcohol, 

it leads only to oblivion.” 
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Snape turned away and made his way to the wall, he was almost at the door. 

 

“Why, even Severus—”  

 

To his horror Horace Slughorn had grabbed him as he walked past and 

dragged him into a huddle of party-goers. His usual foppy clothes were 

topped tonight with a velvet cap. He looked like a toad in fancy dress. 

 

“Stop sulking and come and join us, Severus!” Slughorn urged. “I was just 

saying what an exceptional Potions student young Harry here has become. 

Some credit must go to you, my boy, you taught him for five years.” 

 

Reluctantly, Severus joined the group. Trelawney, Potter, and Luna Lovegood 

all looked up at him, expectantly.  

 

Looking down his nose at Potter, he said, “Funny, I don’t recall being able to 

teach him anything at all.” 

 

“Well then, it must be natural ability!” shouted Slughorn above the noise in 

the room. “During his very first lesson he gave me the Draught of Living 

Death—never had a pupil produce finer on their first attempt. I don’t even 

think you, Severus—” 

 

Being compared to Potter, or worse, Potter being declared a finer Potion 

maker than himself, was about as much as Severus could take. “Really?” He 

stared down at the sixth year, who seemed to squirm guiltily under his gaze. 

 

“Remind us what other subjects you’re taking, Harry,” encouraged Slughorn. 

 

“Defence, Charms, Transfiguration, Herbology—” 

 

“- In short,” interrupted Snape, “all the subjects required to be an Auror.” He 

thought he was being polite and conversational, but Potter gave him a 

wounded look as if he had just been slapped.  

 

“Well, that’s what I’d like to do,” Potter replied rather defiantly. 

 

Severus turned his head to look toward the door. Unknown to him, it was the 

same door Hermione had fled through minutes before. Luna straightened up. 

She looked uncomfortable. Looking into her eyes, Snape saw her trying to 

convey a meaningful gaze at him. He shook his head slightly, not 

understanding. Moving her head to one side so no one else could see, she 
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winked at him. 

 

“And a great one you’ll make too, I’ll wager!” cried Slughorn. 

 

“I don’t think you should be an Auror, Harry,” said Luna unexpectedly. They 

all turned to look at her. “The Aurors are part of the Rotfang Conspiracy. 

They are working from within to bring down the Ministry using a mixture of 

Dark magic and gum disease.”  

Lovegood’s distraction had worked. Severus had managed to free himself of 

Slughorn’s grasp and was backing away from the group. His freedom was 

nearly assured when— 

 

“Professor Slughorn!” said Filch with authority. He was approaching, dragging 

young Malfoy by the ear. “This boy was loitering upstairs, Professor. He 

claims to have been invited to your party.” 

 

“All right!” shouted Malfoy, shrugging himself free. “I wasn’t invited, okay? I 

was trying to gatecrash. Happy now, you wizened old prune?” 

 

“No, I am not. You’re in trouble now—” 

 

“All right, calm down the two of you. It’s Christmas, after all,” said Slughorn 

jovially. “He can stay.” 

 

Filch grumbled, and gave Malfoy one last warning glance before shuffling 

away. 

 

Malfoy stood tall, straightened his cloak and pulled down his sleeves, but not 

before Severus saw the tip of the unmistakable Mark on his forearm. 

 

“… spoke very highly of you, sir.” Malfoy was schmoosing.  

 

“I’d like a word with you, Draco,” Severus said suddenly. 

 

Slughorn looked disconcerted. “Not now, Severus. Don’t be too hard—” 

 

“I will decide how hard or otherwise to be,” Snape snapped. His patience was 

wearing thin. If that really was a Dark Mark on young Malfoy’s arm it would 

explain the necklace incident and he needed to find out what he could while 

realigning his relationship with the boy. “Follow me, Draco.” 
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He led the youngster out of the party and into the corridor. Hermione would 

have to wait. He had more pressing matters to attend to. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Seconds after dragging Malfoy inside, Filch came back out of the party 

grumbling to himself, calling for Mrs Norris. “Come on, my sweet,” he cooed 

to the ragamuffin cat. “Let’s go and lurk in the dungeons, catch the little shit 

on his way back to the common room.” 

 

Hermione backed against the wall again as he stalked past. Her way to 

Severus’ chambers was now blocked by Filch the vigilante and his snide 

moggy. She peered cautiously around the statue, watching the caretaker 

retreat down the staircase.  

 

Turning around, she contemplated returning to the party in Slughorn’s office. 

But to her surprise, Severus was leaving, sweeping through the doorway. 

Just as she was about to call out to him, she saw a skulking Draco Malfoy 

traipsing behind him, shoulders slumped forward, sullenly shuffling his feet.  

 

“Come, Draco,” ordered Snape. He grabbed the Slytherin by the scruff of the 

neck and marched them both along the corridor, away from her, in the 

opposite direction to which Filch had gone. 

 

Hermione ducked back behind the statue, crouching low, peeking out 

between the stone shield and leg of her silent guardian. Snape walked to the 

end of the corridor before knocking and entering a classroom, pushing Draco 

in before him. 

 

Stifling a gasp, she crouched lower as she saw Harry also leaving the party. 

He looked up and down the deserted passage before throwing his cloak over 

his shoulders and disappearing. 

 

Bemused, Hermione waited. With Harry wandering about under his father’s 

cloak, she couldn’t risk being seen.  

 

“Harry …?” Luna’s whimsical voice wafted on the cold night air. 

 

Hermione peeked out again. The Ravenclaw was standing in the doorway to 

Slughorn’s office looking around absently, as if gazing at the stars. 
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“Pssst … Luna!” Hermione hissed. 

 

Turning toward the sound, Luna looked confused for a moment before 

stepping forward and talking directly to the statue. “Hello, Sir Knight,” she 

said cheerfully, as if talking to statues was a normal state of affairs. “And 

how are you this evening?” 

 

“Luna, it’s me, Hermione.” 

 

“Oh, my goodness! Hermione? What a funny name for a Knight. I have a 

friend called—” 

 

“No, you cretin! It’s me, Hermione. I’m behind the bloody statue.” She 

reached out and grabbed Luna’s arm, pulling her into the recess behind the 

pitted, life-sized sculpture. 

 

“Oooh, hello!” greeted her friend, smiling broadly. “What are you doing back 

here, looking for Gulping Plimpies? They love York stone and—” 

 

“Yes, that’s right, Plimpies.” Hermione humoured her. “I found some 

footprints, but I think the Blibbering Humdingers might have eaten them all.” 

 

Luna looked concerned, then serious. “Probably.” 

 

“Look, Luna, what’s going on? Professor Snape came out of the party with 

Draco and then Harry came out, he looked like he was following them.” 

 

“I know, what a complete balls-up,” Luna had lost her vacant expression and 

was hitching up her sleeves. She took off her spangle earrings and popped 

them into her purse. “Look, Granger,” she said sternly, “something’s going 

on with Draco and we better find out what it is.” 

 

Taken aback, Hermione just stared at this new, assertive Luna.  

 

“Oh, don’t be surprised. The dumb act? It’s just for show. People think I’m 

harmless that way—I find out more information and no one minds if I moon 

about while they plot and plan.” 

 

“What … what did you find out tonight?” Hermione asked, stunned. 

 

“Snape was looking for you. He did me a favour earlier tonight and I tried to 

help him get away from Slughorn’s incessant chattering. I started rambling 
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on about tooth rot and the first nonsense that came into my head. Then 

Draco gets dragged in by Filch and all hell broke loose. Snape took off with 

Malfoy and Harry followed them. I’m afraid he could be in danger. There’s 

something strange going on with Draco. You should have seen the way 

Snape looked at him. Fear, that’s what I saw. Fear in his eyes.” 

 

“Fear? No way! Severus isn’t afraid of anything.” 

 

“Well, he was tonight. Which way did they go?” 

 

Hermione gestured. “Into the classroom at the end.” Luna went to move 

away, but Hermione stopped her. “Harry’s got his invisibility cloak on; he’s 

somewhere in this corridor.” 

 

“Then,” said Luna, conspiringly, “we shall have to be very careful.” She 

opened her purse again, this time pulling out a velvet pouch. She opened it 

and drew out a handful of silver powder. “Come on, we can sprinkle this dust 

to trace Harry’s footsteps. And if we get caught, remember, I’m dizzy and 

you’re drunk. Got it?” 

 

Hermione nodded. “Got it.” 

 

Luna walked back to Slughorn’s doorway and threw a tiny pinch of powder 

into the air. She scrutinised the floor where it landed. “Rubber soles, size 

nine?”  

 

Hermione nodded. 

 

“This way!” 

 

The music and laughter from the party filled the otherwise deserted corridor. 

Luna walked slowly along, tossing a small pinch of powder every few paces. 

“He stopped at every door,” she whispered. 

 

Hermione kept close. She kept looking behind her to see if they were being 

watched. She had this eerie feeling, as if someone were following them. 

Finally they reached the last classroom. Luna stopped, threw back her hand 

to halt Hermione, then pushed them both against the wall.  

 

Throwing a handful of powder into the air, she gestured for Hermione to look 

over to the classroom door. A silvery apparition appeared in a dusty haze—

Harry was crouched in front of the door with his ear pressed up against it. 
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Far enough away from the dull roar of the party, the girls could just make 

out raised voices coming from inside the classroom. 

 

“… wandering the corridors without lookouts or back-up.” Severus’ voice 

chided. “These are elemental mistakes.” 

Draco’s retort was louder and spiteful. “I would’ve had if you hadn’t put 

Crabbe and Goyle in detention!” 

 

“Keep your voice down!” shouted Snape. 

 

After that, their voices dropped to a whisper and the girls could gain nothing 

more from staying where they were. They took their opportunity to retreat 

back along the passage. They hurried past the party, not stopping until they 

reached the staircase to the lower floors. 

 

Hermione looked around, making sure they were alone. “What the heck was 

that all about?” she whispered. 

 

“Dunno,” replied Luna, looking concerned. “Why do you think Malfoy would 

need lookouts and back-up?” 

 

“I have a few ideas,” Hermione replied, thoughtfully, “none of which make 

sense at the moment, though.” 

 

“I say we ask Professor Snape?” 

 

Hermione baulked. “You favour the direct approach, then?” 

 

Luna, who was facing Hermione, suddenly looked over her shoulder. Her face 

blanched, and she whispered, “Malfoy”, under her breath. 

 

Hermione was never sure why what happened next actually happened. 

Looking back, she referred to it as her ‘experimental’ moment. Before she 

had a chance to protest, Luna grabbed her by jumper and jammed her lips 

tightly against hers and started kissing her. 

 

Hermione wriggled in protest, but Luna held her still by wrapping her arms 

around her. Malfoy’s footsteps were coming closer. Closer and closer, until 

they slowed, then stopped.  

 

“Eww, lesbians,” he said, before the tap-tap of his metal-tipped heels could 
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be heard disappearing down the stairs. 

 

Luna let go. Hermione struggled for breath. 

 

“Funny,” said Luna, thoughtfully. “Most men are supposed to find that a turn-

on.” 

 

Hermione slapped her friend hard across the arm. “Most straight men, 

maybe, but there’s no real evidence of Malfoy’s preference either way—yet.” 

 

She laughed. “Maybe that’s why he needs look outs. Still, look on the bright 

side, my plan worked, didn’t it? Draco didn’t stop long enough to question 

why we were here. We scared him off.” 

 

“Bloody hell, Luna, you really are a loony!” 

 

Luna straightened up; she looked quite pleased with herself. “I know.” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Hermione spent that night in her dorm. Severus didn’t appear on the 

stairway after Malfoy had passed them, and there was no way she could get 

past the ever-watchful Filch to get to his chambers on her own. She had said 

goodnight to Luna, declining her offer of a goodnight kiss, and retreated to 

the seventh floor, and the rumbling snores of Lavender Brown. 

 

The morning was grey and the sun slow to rise. Her friends had packed their 

trunks the night before for their trip home on the Hogwarts Express. Today 

was the 21st December, the start of the Christmas holidays. It was also the 

shortest day of the year—the winter solstice. 

 

In less than six hours the sun would set on Salisbury Plain. Professor 

McGonagall, as the head of her coven, would be conducting the solstice 

ceremony at Stonehenge. Also, in less than six hours, S.P.E.W.—under the 

leadership of Severus Snape—would rise from its humble beginnings of 

homemade badges in the Library, to a rampaging band of mercenaries. This 

thought made Hermione sick, and she slipped back under her duvet. Hiding 

was preferable to breakfast. 

 

She waved off her friends from the common room, wishing them all a happy 

Christmas and promising she would be Flooing home the moment they left. 
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Crookshanks played his part. He sat contentedly in his carrier, only slightly 

disconcerted when a small, surreptitious house-elf crept up and removed him 

from the assortment of caged owls and other pets destined for the Hogwarts 

Express. 

 

Ron had ignored Hermione. His vendetta against her hadn’t seemed to lessen 

as time went by. Lavender was all over him, crying as she passed him a 

small Christmas gift tied with a pink ribbon. Hermione gave Harry a long-

suffering stare and rolled her eyes at the couple, before giving him a 

goodbye squeeze and a peck on the cheek. 

 

Finally, they were gone. She sat alone in the common room. The silence in 

Gryffindor Tower was eerie. Resting her head in her palms, she contemplated 

the rest of her day. Only four hours remained until sunset. Four hours until 

S.P.E.W. marched on Stonehenge. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

 

“Miss?” 

 

Someone was shaking her. 

 

“Mizranger? Wake up please.” 

 

She opened her eyes, wearily.  

 

“Miss. It’s time to go!” 

 

Hermione’s eyes snapped open. Trixy was also on the sofa, climbing on top 

of her, desperately trying to rouse her. She must have lain down and fallen 

asleep, but couldn’t remember. 

 

Trixy grabbed her hand, sprang off the sofa, and pulled her onto the floor 

with a bump. 

 

“All right!” she cried, a tangle of limbs on the floor. “I’m awake!” 

 

“Professor Snape is needing us now, miss.” 

 

All of a sudden, Hermione felt very awake indeed. She jumped up and 
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followed Trixy, who was scurrying toward the portrait hole. 

 

“Happy, happy Chrizmaz, my dearzz!” slurred the Fat Lady as they 

clambered through the doorway and started their sprint toward the 

dungeons. 

 

Hermione made a mental note never to take on a house-elf in a four hundred 

metre race. Trixy showed a turn of foot that belied her size. She stretched 

out her rubbery legs, gaining ground all the time. Her large, bare, hairy feet 

propelled her forward as her pointed ears flopped up and down with every 

stride. From behind she looked like Rabbit on roller blades, and was just as 

hard to keep up with. 

 

They hurtled down seven staircases, sprinted across the Entrance Hall, 

jumped down the steps to the dungeons and kept running, hurdling Mrs 

Norris, until they reached the dark catacombs that led to Severus’ chambers. 

Here Trixy stopped, clicked her fingers, and led their way with an illuminated 

finger. She found their path through the maze of passages, slowing to a 

walk.  

 

Hermione was panting. Her legs cramped, but she forced herself onwards, 

trying to ease her screaming muscles while gasping for breath. Trixy was as 

fit as a flea. She turned to look at Hermione; the elf wasn’t even flushed. 

 

“… my door’s on the left,” the elf whispered, completing the incantation. 

 

The door to Severus’ chambers shimmered into view. Without waiting to 

knock, they entered. The sight that greeted them scared Hermione half to 

death. She covered her mouth to stifle a scream. 

 

There, in front of them, were two Death Eaters. 

 

Except one of them was short, very short. As short as Professor Flitwick, one 

might say. 

 

“Shut the door!” Severus commanded, taking down his cowl hood. His robes 

were cardinal red, different from the black that the Death Eaters normally 

wore, but apart from that, identical in every way. 

 

“I take it my charmed robes have the desired effect?” chirped Flitwick, taking 

down his hood also. He beamed proudly at Hermione, delighted with his 

achievement. 
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Trixy had wasted no time. She had rushed forward and was dressing in a 

small set of red robes that lay on the chaise. Pointing to a puddle of cardinal 

cloth next to hers, the elf indicated for Hermione to do the same. 

 

“Get dressed, quickly now!” Severus instructed her. “It’s nearly three 

o’clock.” 

 

Walking up to the robes, Hermione felt her heartbeat quicken. The cloth felt 

silky, despite its coarse appearance. She slipped it on, and felt a change 

come over her. She felt courageous, strong and righteous. She looked and 

felt like a member of a modern day Spanish Inquisition. 

 

She pulled up her hood and turned to Severus, just as he began to address 

them.  

 

“Noble members of S.P.E.W.,” he intoned, his baritone voice reverberating 

around the room. “Today we embark on our collaborative mission of 

retaliation and retribution against that witch, that puss-in-cahoots, Minerva 

McGonagall.” 

 

Trixy clapped her hands. Severus gave her a hard stare. Flitwick looked 

nervous. Hermione just swallowed—hard. 

 

“In a moment we will be Flooing to rendezvous with the Walpurgis Knights. 

From this moment on, you will leave your names and identities behind. To 

protect ourselves, we must assume aliases.” 

 

Snape walked to each of them in turn. He handed a mask, first to Flitwick. 

 

“Henceforth, you shall be known as Bardolph.” He placed the mask on Filius’ 

face, securing it under his hood. 

 

Flitwick nodded, lifted his disguised face to Severus and repeated, 

“Bardolph.” 

 

Trixy stood proud and erect as Severus stooped down and placed a small 

mask upon her.  

 

“Henceforth, elf, you shall be known as Nym.” 

 

Trixy nodded emphatically.  
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Severus straightened up and walked over to Hermione. She studied her mask 

as he approached. It was smooth and charcoal grey. There were eye holes 

and a slit for the mouth. Two black ribbons fell loosely from each side. He 

carefully placed the mask on her. It covered her face completely. He then 

tied the ribbons firmly behind her head. He struggled slightly with her mass 

of hair, which caused him to chuckle. As he withdrew his hand from her 

hood, he affectionately tickled her behind her ear. 

 

“And you,” he said kindly, “you shall be known as Pistol.” 

 

He turned away, stooping slightly as he applied his own mask. 

 

“What about you, Severus?” piped Flitwick, “What shall we call you?” 

 

He slowly turned around. Hermione involuntarily gasped as she took in his 

appearance. He stood tall and menacing, a wizard in red robes and an 

intimidating black mask. 

 

“I shall resume my rightful title.” He straightened his robes and looked at 

them each in turn. “From now on, I shall be known as the Half-Blood Prince.” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

 

Dafa doff – He is mad (Wollof) 

Suma harit (xahit) – My friend (Wollof) 

 

Pistol, Nym and Bardolph belong to Shakespeare. Thanks, Will. 

 

 

 

Chapter 20 – Stonehenge 
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The Half-Blood Prince? 

 

Hermione’s shocked expression was disguised by her mask. It stood to 

reason, really. Severus’ Potions book contained this pseudonym, but she had 

just assumed it had either belonged to someone before him, or it was an 

obscure Shakespearian reference. 

 

Harry was going to go into orbit. His precious Prince was none other than his 

arch nemesis, the Professor he had hated since the moment he had stepped 

into his Potions classroom, six years ago.  

 

Severus was reaching for the Floo powder on the mantle. Waving them 

forward, he gave a fistful to Flitwick.  

 

“Spinner’s End,” he prompted. 

 

Filius stepped into the grate. “Spinner’s End!” he called enthusiastically. 

 

“Nym.” Severus turned to Trixy. “Are you Flooing or finger clicking?” 

 

Trixy looked up at him, adjusting her mask so she could see out of the eye 

holes better. “Elf magic!” she cried with glee. She clicked her fingers and 

disappeared in a puff of green smoke. 
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Snape reached out and put his arm around Hermione. “Be careful,” he 

whispered.  

 

“Severus, it’s about Harry. I have to tell you—” 

 

“We haven’t got time, the sun is against us. Go!” He pushed her forward into 

the hearth, throwing a handful of powder after her. 

 

Covered in a cloud of green dust, she had no alternative but to comply. 

“Spinner’s End!” she choked out. 

 

Hermione tucked in her elbows tightly. She spiralled down blackened brick 

passages, tumbling, twisting, falling through space. Hearths whizzed by, the 

lights from homes and offices, snapshots of wizarding life, passed like a 

photographer’s incessant flash. She closed her eyes against the sharp glare. 

 

She fell. With her eyes shut she couldn’t see where she had landed, but a 

strong arm pulled her upright. 

 

“Hey, hey! It’s Gregorovitch. Look, Rodolphus, Hermione’s come to join us.”  

 

“Avery?” she asked cautiously.  

 

“She remembers me! Hello, sweetheart. Where have you been all these 

years?” 

 

She was saved from answering by Severus’ deep voice from somewhere 

behind her. “She’s been on sabbatical. Couldn’t keep away from me, though, 

could you, darling?” 

 

She pulled herself upright, out of Avery’s grip. He was wearing the same red 

robes as the members of S.P.E.W., but held his mask in his hand. 

 

“No, I couldn’t keep away from Severus. I’m like a moth to the flame,” she 

told him. 

 

Avery chuckled. “He’s more of a smouldering cigarette than a flame, but if he 

lights your fire …” 

 

Severus came behind her, placing his arm across her shoulders. “Apparently 

I do. Now, if you girls are quite finished, we have a raid planned.” 
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“Have you got it?” another man asked. Hermione turned around. She 

recognised then where she was. This was the front room of Severus’ 

mother’s house. The man who had spoken was tall, and he was dressed in 

the same cardinal robes. By process of elimination he was … 

 

“Lestrange,” she greeted him cheerfully. “It’s nice to see you again.” 

 

“Gregorovitch.” He extended his hand; she shook it. He looked up at Snape. 

“Did you remember to bring it?” 

 

Severus pulled out what looked like a bleached mop head from under his 

robes. “I did.” 

 

Rodolphus took the mop head and walked to the mirror above the mantle. 

Using the mirror to guide him, he started fixing it to his head. 

 

“Attention, S.P.E.W., Knights of Walpurgis,” Snape called. “We have exactly 

five minutes before we have to be at the heritage site. Avery, Lestrange, this 

is S.P.E.W.—a fearless band of cutthroat mercenaries.” 

 

“Bit short, aren’t they, Sev?” commented Avery. 

 

“Do not let your eyes deceive you, old friend. What these desperados lack in 

height they make up for in formidable determination.” 

 

Filius pulled himself up to his full height—three foot six. 

 

“For today’s mission,” Severus continued, “they will be known as Bardolph, 

Pistol and Nym.” He placed a hand on each of their hoods in turn. 

 

Avery nodded. “Named after the three soldiers in Henry V. So that makes me 

…?” 

 

“Fluellen.” 

 

“Damn it, I wanted to be the Earl of Warwick.” Avery folded his arms and 

looked down at the three silent members of S.P.E.W. “Still, at least I am an 

officer. I outrank you lot.” 

 

Hermione tried to remember her Shakespeare. If Avery was playing the role 

of officer, and they were the rank and file, that left the Earls of 

Westmoreland or Salisbury. “So, who does that make you, Lestrange?” 
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Rodolphus had finished adjusting his mop, and applied his mask. He was 

placing his hood carefully over the top of his head as he turned to face her. 

She gasped, then giggled as realisation struck. The bleached mop head was 

actually a long platinum blond wig. Disguised by his mask, and of just the 

right stature, he looked exactly like … 

 

“Malfoy,” he replied. 

 

“One of us is always Malfoy,” explained Avery, putting on his own mask. 

“Usually Lestrange or Snape, they have the same build.” 

 

“But Malfoy’s in Azkaban,” Hermione pointed out. “How on earth would he be 

able to come on a raid?” 

 

“Exactly.” Rodolphus walked toward her, a new Lucius-like swagger to his 

step. “It keeps the Aurors in knots for hours. They spend their time rushing 

to Azkaban checking for their escaped prisoner. Meanwhile, we make a clean 

getaway.” 

 

“Clever,” Filius said quietly, appreciating the finer points of their plan. 

 

They were assembled. They stood together in a line. Five ruthless raiders, 

facing their leader, who stood before them, arms crossed with one boot 

resting on the arm of his mum’s old sofa. He drew a deep breath and started 

to speak. 

 

“We few, we happy few, we band of brothers …” 

 

“Here we go, rousing speech time,” whispered Avery in Hermione’s ear. 

 

“Ahem!” interrupted Snape. He started again, louder this time. “We few, we 

happy few, we band of brothers. For he today that sheds his blood with me, 

shall be my brother; be he never so vile. This day shall gentle his condition: 

And gentlemen in England now a-bed, shall think themselves accursed they 

were not here. And hold their manhoods cheap—” 

 

Rodolphus and Avery snorted as they tried in vain to contain their laughter. 

 

“AND HOLD THEIR MANHOODS CHEAP,” Severus shouted above their 

outburst. Hermione couldn’t help herself, she started laughing too.  
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“WHILES ANY SPEAKS. THAT FOUGHT WITH US, UPON SAINT CRISPIN’S 

DAY!” Snape bravely finished. He marched the laughing troops out to the 

cobbled street, holding his head high, despite the titters still coming from the 

errant Knights behind him. 

 

As they walked to the Apparition point by the river, Trixy pulled insistently on 

Hermione’s sleeve. 

 

“Mizz Pistol, Mizz,” she whispered, “what’s so funny?” 

 

“Nothing, Nym, nothing at all,” Hermione replied, stifling her nervous 

laughter. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Dusk on the Plain was still and eerie. There was no bird song as night fell in 

mid-afternoon. The narrow country road that served the monument was 

silent—only the long grass of the verges whispered in the breeze. The sky 

shimmered in a winter palate of reds and greys. Snow had fallen earlier in 

the day and clumped in icy patches at their feet.  

 

To their left, Stonehenge rose impressively from the ground. Massive 

megaliths and great stone arch trilithons stood, as they had for four 

thousand years, grouped together in an everlasting circle, worshipping the 

eternal Sun.  

 

Standing behind a fallen sarsen stone, a makeshift altar in the centre of the 

ring, stood McGonagall. Her arms held aloft, as the last weak rays of sunlight 

reflecting off of her spectacles. 

 

Her coven, twenty witches, stood in a semi-circle in front of her; a motley 

band of grey-buns, dressed in plaid and muted brown shawls. Behind the 

visitor’s barrier stood around thirty Muggles, there to see the show. These 

would-be druids and pagans alike had dressed up for the Solstice. Hermione 

saw two Herne the Hunters with antler helmets, a Viking, someone dressed 

as Aelfred the Great and at least ten people in Druid get-up. Swords, staffs, 

gloved hands and papier-mâché shields were held up to the disappearing 

sun, as the Muggles participated in the ceremony. 

 

“Ten points for hitting a Druid?” Avery suggested. 
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“Ignore the riff-raff,” Snape replied. “They’ll think it’s a special effects 

extravaganza, if we get this right.” 

 

Lestrange bent down. He groped around in some loose turf at their feet, 

uncovering a Hessian sack. Pulling out six wooden-handled torches, a foot-

long head on each of thickly packed wad, cloths dipped in spirit, he handed 

them out to the waiting Knights. They were going to light up the Solstice like 

a host of avenging angels. 

 

Flitwick pulled out his wand. Muttering, ‘Reducio’, he shrank his and Trixy’s 

torches to half their original size. He passed one over to the elf, giving her an 

affectionate squeeze on her arm. 

 

A cold wind blew from the north-west; the sun was beginning to set. Three 

forty-five —it was time to move out. They walked in formation toward the 

stones, wands in their right hands, unlit torches in their left. Gripped by the 

drama of the occasion, Hermione was reminded of a scene from Macbeth. 

Taking a deep breath, she called out, “Where the place?” 

 

Avery, Snape and Lestrange, conditioned by years of quoting the Bard, called 

back the reply, “Upon the Heath!” 

 

“And there to meet McGonagall!” the former Slytherins shouted together. The 

three remaining Walpurgis Knights and Hermione were united once again.  

 

They fanned out, as per their plan. Hermione stood between the stones at 

the foot of the ancient circle, in the six o’clock position, facing Minerva. 

Snape took eight o’clock, Lestrange stood at ten. Avery’s position was at four 

o’clock. Trixy and Flitwick stood together, side by side, at two o’clock.  

 

They stood in silence, their heads bowed, as McGonagall finished the 

ceremony. Her Grampian brogue called across the ancient site: 

 

“Thou noblest monument of Albion's isle!  

Whether by Merlin's aid, from Scythia's shore,  

To Amber's fatal plain Pendragon bore,  

Huge frame of giant-hands, the mighty pile  

T' entomb his Britons slain by Hengist's guile: 

Or Druid priests, sprinkled with human gore,  

Taught 'mid thy massy maze their mystic lore.”  

 

The north-westerly wind gained in strength as the sun finally dipped and 
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died. Twenty Scottish witches lifted their wands high above their heads, and 

as one, shouted: 

 

‘LUMOS!’ 

 

The Muggle crowd cheered at this fantastic finale to the ceremony. 

Impressed by wand-light, they clapped their hands, their swords against 

their shields, or their staffs against the frozen ground. 

 

Minerva waved merrily to the crowd. As she did so, she saw the two hooded 

figures of Trixy and Flitwick standing to her left. “Ah, look at the wee bairns.” 

She pointed toward them, calling to her witches, “Are they no’ the cutest 

you’ve ever seen?” 

 

“Aye,” called back a member of her coven. “One even carries a wee wand.” 

 

Minerva stopped smiling. Her eyes darted around the circle. She saw the 

hooded figures of Avery, Hermione, Snape, and finally Lestrange. Her face 

turned ashen as she watched them raise their torches, as one, lifting their 

wands high to touch the wads. 

 

‘INCENDIO!’ the five Knights of S.P.E.W. cried. Trixy just clicked her fingers. 

Their torches lit in a blaze of fire, illuminating their shrouded faces and 

intimidating Death Eater robes.  

 

The coven huddled together; they looked confused and terrified. 

 

Snape, Hermione and Avery advanced slowly, their torches held high and 

their wands at the ready. Minerva’s coven organised themselves into a 

fighting unit. They stood in two lines of ten, facing the Knights, protecting 

their leader. The front line crouched down, kneeling with one knee on the 

grass. The remainder took standing position behind them. Twenty illuminated 

wands pointed at the three as they continued their march. 

 

Flitwick and Lestrange had been forgotten, or overlooked. They planted their 

torches in the ground at their feet and took cover behind the enormous grey 

stones. Trixy, unseen by anyone except the spectating Muggles, ran around 

the outside of the circle until she was positioned behind the head of the circle 

at Minerva’s unprotected back.  

 

‘Stupefy!’ Flitwick and Lestrange called together, pointing their wands at the 

two lines of witches. ‘Stupefy! Incarcerus!’ 
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Half a dozen witches fell, unconscious and bound by ropes. 

 

“Good show!” applauded one of the Muggles. 

 

The coven retaliated. ‘Diffindo!’ shouted the front line together, but their 

offensive lost its momentum as none of them were sure in which direction 

they were meant to attack.  

 

Flitwick easily parried three hexes sent his way.  

 

‘Protego!’ cried Lestrange, before he shot back behind the stone. His wand 

arm slipped back around the megalith. ‘Impedimenta!’ 

 

‘Expelliarmus!’ shouted Snape. Hermione and Avery followed his lead and 

cast only to disarm. Three wands from the coven flew into the air. They were 

summoned and collected by Trixy, who was now in position, standing on top 

of the highest stone, hopping excitedly from one leg to the other. She 

clapped her hands in triumph. 

 

‘Incarcerus! Incarcerus! Incarcerus!’ called Filius, flicking his wand with 

precision, as if conducting an orchestra. 

Confused, the remaining eleven witches randomly, wildly, cast hex after jinx 

as they were attacked from three sides.  

 

‘Petrificus Totalus! 

 

‘Diffindo!’ 

 

‘Impedimenta!’ 

 

‘Protego!’ Hermione tried to protect herself and her two comrades. Too late—

Avery was hit. He fell to the ground. 

 

“Fluellen!” she shouted. Crouching down next to Avery’s motionless body, 

she called in desperation, over her shoulder, to Snape. “Half-Blooded thingy-

ma-jig, man down!” 

 

Severus turned, planted his torch forcefully in the turf, and cast a succession 

of hexes at the battling witches before calling out, “Malfoy, I need a 

diversion!” 
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From the corner of her eye, Hermione saw Lestrange bravely rush forward 

toward the centre of the circle, blond wig flying behind him.  

 

“Lie still,” she whispered to Avery, rather unnecessarily. The poor sod was 

immobilised.  

 

Severus was at her side, wand directed at Avery’s chest. ‘Finite Incantatem’, 

he whispered. 

 

Avery shook his legs and tried to sit up. Hermione helped him, shakily, to his 

feet. 

 

‘Protego!’ Snape cast. He threw the three of them to the ground as five 

blasts of red light flew over their heads. 

 

“I think you meant to say, Half-Blood Prince,” Severus corrected her, as he 

clambered off of Avery’s prostrate form.  

 

Hermione, still tangled under Avery’s bulky legs, gave a nervous giggle. They 

were under fire, but Snape still wanted her to use his full title. “If you say so, 

your Highness.” 

 

“Don’t mess with him when he’s in Prince-mode,” warned Avery as he got to 

his feet, helping Hermione up and brushing her down. He let her go, and 

sprinted off to the left, red light whipping from his wand. 

 

“Reform, regroup!” shouted Snape, jumping up. “Pistol, we’re going non-

verbal, the gloves are off!” 

 

“Okay, H.B.P.!” she called back, jumping sideways as a flash of green clipped 

her robes, causing a large burn hole by her knee. She cast a non-verbal Trip 

Jinx at the tight-knit pack of witches, felling three. 

 

A blast of red light shot from Snape’s wand. “That’s right, abbreviate me, 

why don’t you? ‘Expelliarmus!’, damn it!” he berated, as he dodged hostile 

fire. Hermione saw him cast a blue shield around them, before she turned to 

face the battle. 

 

Lestrange had been caught by Minerva and two of her witches. He was laying 

on the wet grass, disarmed, his hands crossed over his face. He was 

surrounded, three wands pointed in his face. Hermione glanced up and saw 
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Trixy wave her hands, then pointed them at the group holding Lestrange. 

Streams of yellow light shot from the tips of the elf’s fingers, sending sharp 

shocks to the scowling Scots, throwing them to the ground. Lestrange 

jumped up, pulling his mask straight on his face once again. He stooped 

down to pick up his wand and pushed a retreating adversary out of his way, 

before scrambling across the circle and disappearing out of sight. 

 

One of Minerva’s crones screamed as she ran at Hermione, her wild grey hair 

flying out of her bun. Absurdly, one hand still held her shawl together at her 

chest, but her other hand wielded a wand that flashed through the air, 

sending red sparks in her direction. 

 

“Pistol!” screamed Flitwick, somewhere off to her left. 

 

Hermione felt herself become light, weightless. She floated into the air above 

the battle. Death, she thought, this is what death must feel like. 

 

“You all right, Mizz- er, Pistol?” squeaked Trixy. 

 

Hermione opened her eyes. She had been levitated onto the tallest trilithon, 

Trixy’s position. “How did I … did you …?” she fumbled. 

 

“Not me, Pistol. Mr. Bardolph floated you here.” The elf sighed. “He’s so 

brave, so handsome, so tall …” 

 

“Now, now, Nym. ‘Incendio!’” she shouted, setting fire to a witch’s shawl, 

sending the screaming crone running across the Plain. “You know what they 

say about relationships formed during war, they never last. Why do you think 

these stupid witches keep hold of their shawls for? ‘Incendio!’” 

 

Trixy snapped her fingers and collected another two fallen wands. “Look, 

Mizz, twelve wands. We are winning. I love the Prof— um, Bardolph. I would 

like nothing more than to wash his socks and iron his underpants every 

single day.” The elf sounded wistful. 

 

“We’re about evenly matched, I’d say. And McGonagall is still out there. Look 

at her fight, she’s like a wildcat!” 

 

Below them, by the light of the burning torches, Minerva had engaged both 

Lestrange and Avery. She spun, hexed, ducked and jumped to the side 

before hexing again. She caught Avery. He cried out in pain. 
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“Nasty kitty!” shouted Trixy. She raised both hands and fired off purple jets 

of light from all ten fingers. Minerva was hit squarely in the back. She fell 

forward and lay motionless on the ground. 

“What the hell was that?” asked Hermione, aghast. 

 

“Dish cleaning elf-magic, Miss. Just ten times stronger than normal.” 

 

Avery was staggering, clutching at his arm. Lestrange wasted no time in 

summoning ropes. He flourished his wand over a stunned McGonagall, 

binding her tightly. He then knelt before his comrade on the scorched grass. 

Avery slumped against one of the stones, his face looking pale, even from a 

distance. Hermione watched as Severus, blood dripping from under his mask, 

stunned two witches and rushed to Avery’s side.  

 

Both wizards pointed their wands at the fallen comrade’s arm. In no time at 

all, Severus had leapt up again and was racing to help Filius, who was 

cornered by the three remaining witches of McGonagall’s coven. 

 

Hermione cast a Stunner, Trixy shot another scary ‘Scourgify’, and Snape 

jumped on the last witch and thumped her. 

 

The battle was won. 

 

Silence fell across the Plain.  

 

Suddenly, cheers and applause broke out from the Muggles still watching the 

fight from across the metal perimeter fence. 

 

“Bravo!” 

 

“Superb show!” 

 

“Much better than the shower we had here last year!” 

 

“Hear, hear!” 

 

Trixy put two fingers into her mouth and let out the loudest whistle Hermione 

had ever heard. Severus snapped his head up toward the noise. He folded his 

arms, his wand held loosely in his hand.  

 

“So that’s where you’re hiding,” he said, shaking his head. “Perhaps you two 

would oblige me by getting yourselves down here. We seem to have a slight 
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containment problem.” He gestured his head toward the Muggle crowd. 

 

Trixy jumped from the stone arch, somersaulted in the air, and landed 

gracefully on bended knee, her arms extended and her head bowed. In each 

of her little green hands she held six wands; one of them still smoking. 

 

“Very good, Nym,” Severus praised the elf. He patted her on the head and 

ruffled her top-knot. “Very good indeed.” 

 

He looked up to where Hermione sat in the centre of the trilithon, her legs 

swinging casually, ankles crossed, her wand bobbing in her hand. 

 

“I await a jump and double somersault from the over achieving know-it-all,” 

he called up to her. 

 

“You’ll be waiting until next Solstice then, my Prince!” 

 

Filius jostled Severus out of the way. “Allow me,” he offered graciously, 

levitating Hermione gently to the ground with ease. It appeared he was doing 

nothing more taxing than decorating a Christmas tree with a little red-robed 

fairy. 

 

Avery walked over slowly, rubbing his arm. “Damage control?” he asked 

Severus. 

 

Snape nodded. “Damage control. Pistol, Bardolph, take your positions.” 

 

Hermione lined up with Flitwick, Severus and Avery. Spaced out a few feet 

apart, they faced the Muggles, garbed in their varying forms of fancy dress. 

 

Severus addressed the crowd. “Thank you all for coming. It’s been a pleasure 

to have your company this evening. Tonight’s entertainment is nearly at an 

end. However, we have just one more magic trick to show you. Our finale, 

you might say.” 

 

“We’re here all week, tell your friends!” Avery rejoined.  

 

The four Knights raised their wands at the crowd, who started to fidget 

nervously. 

 

“One …” chirped Filius. 
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“Two …” said Hermione. 

 

“Three!” cried Snape. 

 

‘OBLIVIATE!’ they shouted together. 

 

The Druids, Pagan deities and even the Viking looked stunned, confused, and 

then slowly regained their focus. 

 

“Thank you all for coming, and we hope you have a safe journey home,” 

Hermione called to the crowd. 

 

“Lovely sunset, wouldn’t you say?” Filius added, turning back to the stone 

circle. 

 

The Muggle crowd murmured in agreement and milled their way back to the 

underpass that would return them to the car park.  

 

Hermione watched them go. When the final set of antlers bobbed out of 

sight, she turned back to the scene of the battle. A number of witches lay 

stunned and tied up in the shadowy light of the blazing torches. The wind 

had increased, blowing away the smell of scorched turf and burnt clothing. 

Snape was standing next to Lestrange. Both men looked down at 

McGonagall, who lay at their feet, bound and unconscious. 

 

Hermione stepped over to the pair. Avery had his wand out, covering their 

captured foe. “What now?” she whispered. 

 

Severus turned to look at her. His hair had fallen across his mask and was 

glistening with sweat. The wind was whipping the torch light so that it sent 

waves of light and shadow across the opaque surface of his mask. His hood 

fluttered, tousled by the increasing breeze. She’d never seen him look this 

menacing, as mean, more dangerous, or so incredible. 

 

“Now, we move to phase three,” he whispered back to her. “Malfoy and I will 

take the prisoner to the interrogation chamber. You stay here and organise 

the clear up.” 

 

She nodded. Turning around, she started to walk toward Avery and Trixy, 

who were untying the witches, disarming any that still had their wands—to 

the house-elf’s delight—and sending them away at wand point. 
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A sharp ‘pop’ just outside the circle startled her. She drew her wand and 

turned to the noise. Three more ‘pops’ followed. 

 

Somebody shouted, “Aurors!” It must have been Flitwick, because he came 

running from that direction. Suddenly, he fell, stunned in the back. 

 

And then there was chaos.  

 

Severus cast a spell at the advancing Aurors as the first wave appeared 

between the stones. Lestrange grabbed McGonagall, and they disappeared 

with a sharp ‘crack’. Avery tried, but failed, to grab Trixy as she rushed 

forward to where Flitwick lay. 

 

“Leave Nym!” shouted Snape, his voice hoarse and urgent. There was 

another ‘crack’, and Avery, too, disappeared. Hermione was grabbed roughly 

from behind. Severus pulled her close to him, his wand still drawn toward the 

Aurors, muttering an incantation. He quickly swung them both, arcing into a 

semi-circle, and Disapparated to safety. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

They swayed as their feet hit the riverbank, and she took a step backwards 

to regain her footing. The night was darker here in the shadow of the mill; it 

took a moment for her eyes to adjust. Hermione shivered as the colder 

northern air found its way through the burn holes in her robes.  

 

Severus let her go and started to walk up the bank, reaching for her hand as 

he brushed past her. He guided her along the dark, narrow path toward the 

cobbled street on the other side of the broken railings. 

 

Avery and Lestrange were making slow progress along the lane, carrying 

their unconscious prisoner. Lestrange had hold of her underneath her arms; 

Avery held her ankles. Rodolphus’ shadowy figure stooped slightly to 

compensate for his friend’s difference in height. The floppy witch they held 

between them resembled a life sized doll, or perhaps a saggy rug, being 

manhandled by two monks moonlighting as carpet salesmen. 

 

The absurdity of this sight was not funny, however. Hermione was all too 

aware that they had kidnapped the Deputy Headmistress, and whatever 

came next had to be handled carefully and with guile. Otherwise, the 

repercussions didn’t bear thinking about. 
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Severus swung aside two loose metal railings and the pair squeezed through 

the gap, their shortcut bringing them just ahead of the Death Eaters, who 

turned and nodded at Snape, without breaking their waddling gait.  

 

“Levitation, perhaps?” Severus suggested. 

 

The boys dropped Minerva in a heap on the pavement. Rodolphus flicked his 

wand and the unconscious witch floated in the air, her arms hanging limply 

at her sides. 

 

“Sorry, didn’t think,” Rodolphus whispered. 

 

Slightly quicker now that they were unimpeded, the procession made its way, 

avoiding the glare of the streetlamps, toward the imposing structure of the 

dark mill. Severus went ahead and, with a quick flash of white light from the 

tip of his wand, opened the large, metal doors. He turned and glanced down 

the street as Lestrange and Avery entered. He gestured to Hermione to 

hasten her step and follow them in, before closing the doors with a 

resounding ‘clang’. 

 

Silent and gloomy, the ground floor of the mill was scary, especially as she 

was standing alongside three masked Death Eaters. The only light was the 

orange glow of the streetlight outside, filtering through from a high window. 

Severus grabbed a sack from the ground and covered McGonagall’s head 

with it. 

 

“Put her in here,” he said, opening a side door. He went in first and lit a 

candle. “In the chair, yes, fine. Tie her hands,” he directed. 

 

When all three men were back in the main entrance, Avery, taking off his 

mask, passed Snape a wand. “Unarmed, tied up, and at your mercy,” he told 

him. He sat down on some crates, just visible in the gloom. “I’m tired. I was 

hit twice tonight; I think I’ve had enough for one evening.” 

 

Severus took off his mask. Hermione could see a bloody scratch that ran the 

length of his cheek. He bent down and placed his hand on Avery’s shoulder. 

“You’re not as quick as you used to be, old friend.” 

 

Lestrange leant against the wall. “I can finish off here, if you like. McGonagall 

hit him hard at the end. He needs rest.” 
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Hermione saw Avery clutch at his arm. “Perhaps,” she ventured, “you should 

have that arm looked at?” 

 

Avery glanced up at her. “I will, but not by a medi-wizard. Grimwig has the 

sort of medicine I’m looking for.” 

 

Snape slapped his shoulder, making Avery wince. “Put it on my tab.” 

 

“Bloody right I will.” He stood up, pulling off his red robes, tossing them to 

the floor. “Gentlemen, it was fun. If you ever need me again, Prince, you 

know I’ll be willing. We could hit Sprout next, or maybe Dumbledore.” 

 

Severus laughed. “I hardly think that’s likely.” 

 

With a chuckle, Avery started to the door. 

 

“Up the stairs,” Snape told him. “There’s an Apparition point on the top 

floor.” 

 

“Now he tells us!” Avery gibed light-heartedly. He kissed Hermione’s hand in 

farewell, lit his wand, and started up the stairs. 

 

As his heavy footsteps receded, Hermione asked, “What now?” 

 

Severus folded his arms and leant against the wall, beside Lestrange. “The 

immediate plan is this. You make three mugs of tea, while we discuss 

tactics." 

~o0o~ 

 

 

“I’ll rephrase my question,” Hermione huffed, handing Snape his tea. They 

had removed their masks and robes and were seated in a small staff room off 

of the main entrance. It had a kettle, some armchairs and, to Hermione’s 

delight as she hadn’t eaten all day, a tin of garibaldi. “What was the original 

plan?” 

 

Severus dipped his hand into the tin and pulled out one of the biscuits. 

“Well,” he said, biting down into the soft currants, “Bardolph was going to 

conduct the interrogation. He can throw his voice into goblin Gobbledegook 

without much effort. His plan was to intimidate her into thinking she’d been 

kidnapped as part of a goblin uprising. I was going to come rushing to her 
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aid, eventually, but only free her once she promised to stop her 

interference.” 

 

Lestrange continued, “But it seems Bardolph and Nym have missed the 

rendezvous. They should have been here by now.” 

 

“What do you think has happened to them?” 

 

Snape shook his head. “We can’t say for sure. The little man will use his 

head, I’m certain of it. And he won’t lead the Aurors here if he thinks he’s 

being followed.” 

 

“What if they’ve been captured?” Hermione asked, her voice rising in 

concern. 

 

“Then they take their chances,” Rodolphus answered flatly. 

 

They sipped their tea in silence. 

 

“We still have to come up with an alternative plan,” Rodolphus said at last. 

“The only course of action I can think of is to fall back on the old Death Eater 

interrogation routine. At least we know the script backwards, and it wouldn’t 

take much to put it together.” 

 

“Not what I had in mind originally,” Severus replied thoughtfully, “but I fail to 

see any alternative.” 

 

“What’s the Death Eater routine?” Hermione asked quietly, almost afraid of 

the answer. 

 

“Scare the shit out of your victim, basically,” Rodolphus explained. “I can 

keep up the Malfoy part, take him off, like, but we need one of you to be the 

boss. Pistol, how’s your Parseltongue?” 

 

“About as good as my Gobbledegook.” 

 

“Prince?” 

 

Severus stood up slowly. He furrowed his brow, as if in deep thought. Pacing 

the room, he gradually changed his walk until he was stooping slightly 

forward, and taking longer strides. Suddenly, he swung around, smoothing 

his hair to conceal his face. 
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“Rodolphusssssss,” he hissed with derision. He just sounded like himself, but 

with a lisp. Clearing his throat, he paused, and tried again. This time he 

raised his voice an octave above normal. “Pissstol. You will show your 

prisssoner to Lord Voldemort.” 

 

Lestrange clapped his hands together. “Bravo, my son! Spot on!” 

 

“Buggers the larynx,” Severus choked out, trying to clear his throat. “I won’t 

be able to keep that up for long.” 

 

“All we need is one good line from you. What’s one of his favourites? Um, 

what about: Do you know why you have been bought before me?” 

 

Severus stooped slightly again, as he got into character. “Do you … do you 

know … know, do you know. No, I can’t do it. Give me another.” 

 

Rodolphus thought for a minute. “Try: You are my prisoner.” 

 

Making his voice more of a whisper, Snape tried again. “You are here as my 

prisssoner.” 

 

“Perfect! Now try something else he says, keep it short.” 

 

“Perhapsss another little dose of pain?” Severus spoke slowly and kept to a 

whisper, so as not to tax his voice. 

 

“Try the hideous laugh thing.” 

 

Severus took a deep breath. “Muhahahaha!” he cackled. 

 

Rodolphus applauded again. “By George, I think he’s got it.” 

 

“Do you really think this is going to work?” Hermione asked, in disbelief. 

 

Lestrange had jumped up and grabbed a broom. He pulled off the head and 

passed the handle from one hand to the other, testing the weight. “It’ll work. 

And if you were tied up and blindfolded, you’d believe it too.” He tapped the 

broom handle against the stone floor. “There, an instant Malfoy cane. I can’t 

do this without a prop.” 

 

Hermione sat down, defeated, in Rodolphus’ empty chair. “Well, at least I 
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can’t be drawn into this charade.” 

 

“On the contrary, my dear,” muttered Severus. 

 

Rodolphus, with broom handle, sat on the arm of her chair. He put his arm 

around her shoulders, giving her an affectionate squeeze. “Tell me, Pistol. 

Have you ever met my charming wife …?” he asked roguishly. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

The three walked into Minerva’s makeshift cell, spacing themselves out to 

surround her. The small gloomy room was lit only by a solitary candle 

seeping down to its last. The captive was seated on a wooden chair, her 

hands tied behind her back. Awake, but unable to see, she turned her head 

frantically, trying to make sense of the footsteps encircling her. The small 

black sack that had been placed on her head, Hermione noticed, had large 

white lettering printed upon it. Upside down, but legible, was the word 

Vanity. 

 

Rodolphus started the intimidation. He prodded the broom handle into 

McGonagall’s neck. “How simply delightful to have your company this 

evening, Deputy Headmistress.” 

 

Hermione was surprised, Lestrange really did sound like Malfoy. This plan 

might just work.  

 

“Lucius? Let me go, sonny, and we’ll say no more about this,” Minerva’s voice 

quaked, though her words were brave. 

 

“Let you go? I think not. No one leaves the Riddle house without the express 

permission of the Dark Lord himself.” 

 

McGonagall gasped, and then her head fell forward dejectedly onto her chest. 

When she spoke again, her voice was desperate, filled with tears. “So, this is 

it, then.” 

 

“So it would appear. Wouldn’t you agree, Bellatrix?” 

 

Hermione was caught off guard. She let out an insane, high pitched laugh 

and hoped she didn’t sound too much like a pony. 
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“Yes, Bella agrees,” interpreted Rodolphus.  

 

Snape flicked his wand and the door to the room opened slightly, then 

slammed shut. 

 

“My Lord!” cried Lestrange. He and Hermione dropped to their knees. 

 

“We have captured her, my Lord,” said Hermione, trying desperately to 

sound unhinged and devoted at the same time. 

 

“You have pleasssed Lord Voldemort.” 

 

Oh, he was good. He’d nailed the pitch and the hissing was just as spine 

chilling as Harry had described. 

 

“Thank you, my Lord,” Hermione and Rodolphus said together. 

 

“Professsor, you are my prisssoner.” 

 

“Oh, have mercy!” the Scottish witch pleaded. She shuffled her feet, trying to 

gain enough purchase to push her chair away from Snape. She threw her 

head back, and shouted, “Help me! Somebody, please help me!” 

 

“There is no one here to hear your petulant cries,” Rodolphus told her coldly. 

“You are here to receive punishment. Do you know what it is that you have 

done to displease my Master?” 

 

“I didn’t mean to do it!” Minerva sobbed. “I just needed his signature, I had 

to break their contract and free the child. I’m so very, very sorry!” 

 

Snape looked at Hermione. Hermione looked at Lestrange. Lestrange looked 

back at them both. They all shrugged their shoulders together. None of them 

had a clue what she was talking about. 

 

Rodolphus thought quickly. “Yes, the signature. Tut, tut, Professor. You must 

tell the Dark Lord everything, and I would advise you leave out nothing 

unless, that is, you wish to die sooner rather than later.” 

 

“Ssspeak,” Severus commanded. 

 

“It was an engagement contract—between Snape and one of my girls. It was 

very old and could only be broken by someone who had a claim as Snape’s 
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master. I transposed the signature of Tom Riddle onto the contract from one 

of his old exam papers.” 

 

Snape hissed, but this time Hermione didn’t get the impression he was 

acting. She watched as he took a step closer to McGonagall. 

 

“I wrote that the contract had not been fulfilled, they had not gotten married, 

and the girl was not a suitable wife for Severus.” 

 

Hermione was angry. Not suitable? She spoke out, but in her own voice. “So, 

that’s how you—” 

 

“—came to use my sssignature.” Snape interrupted her quickly, covering her 

slip. 

 

Minerva looked up toward Hermione, but shook her head before dropping it 

to her chest again.  

 

Rodolphus, clearly still in the dark, kept quiet.  

 

“You have used my name for your own purpose. You have desecrated my 

documents and caused my most loyal ssservant to sssuffer.” Severus 

prepared to cast his judgement. “You shall die.” 

 

For a moment, Hermione thought he was serious. She looked up at him. 

 

“Unlesss,” he continued, “you reverse the damage you have caused, Nagini 

will come for you, and this time there will be no dissscussion.” 

 

“Reverse it, how?” Minerva asked desperately. 

 

Severus responded. “Are you questioning my benevolence?”  

 

“May I suggest, Master, that she utilise the ingenuity she displayed in 

breaking the contract in the first place?” Rodolphus added.  

 

“And furthermore,” Hermione joined in, making her voice sound jittery and 

unstable again, “she will stop taking from other people and murdering fairy 

folk. Or I will hunt her down, personally.” 

 

Standing up, Hermione reached in under her Head of House’s high collar. 

Finding a small round object, she tugged at it sharply, making the prisoner 
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yelp. A tiny silver bell was in her hands—Trixy’s treasure. She rang the bell 

and cackled with delight. “I’ll take this as a memento. I will not forget you, 

and you will not forget my promise.” 

 

“We will be watching you, make no mistake,” Rodolphus warned. 

 

Minerva just nodded slowly in understanding. She started to sob. 

 

Severus raised his wand to McGonagall. 

 

‘Stupefy!’ 

~o0o~ 

 

 

 

“Minerva? Minerva, wake up, quickly.” 

 

Severus shook the witch, then reached round and untied her hands. 

 

“It’s me, Snape. I found you.” 

 

“Sev … Severus?” 

 

“I got you away when the others were hearing a debriefing from Yaxley. I 

Apparated you to safety, we’re back in the grounds at Hogwarts.” He 

removed her hood. 

 

McGonagall looked up at the lights of the castle, tears of relief shining in her 

eyes. 

 

“Severus, thank you,” she choked out through her tears. “I’ve never been so 

grateful—” 

 

“I cannot stay,” he told her quickly. “If they notice my absence they will 

associate me with your escape.” 

 

Without another word, he Disapparated. 

 

Minerva shivered in the cold night air. She pulled herself up from the wet 

grass and staggered toward the gates of Hogwarts. 
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~o0o~ 

 

 

“Bardolph?” Trixy squeaked. “Bardolph, is you there?” 

 

The elf was cold, naked and scared. 

 

“Trixy?” came Flitwick’s weak response from the darkness. “Where on Earth 

are we?” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

 

Artwork by pigwig. 

 

 

‘Thou noblest monument of Albion's isle’ 

A poem by Thomas Warton the younger, 1777. 

 

“Where the place?” 

“Upon the Heath.” 

“And there to meet Macbeth.”  

 

“We few, we happy few, we band of brothers….” Both borrowed from 

Shakespeare. 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 21 – One of our Elves is Missing 

  

  

“Trixy,” she called, “I need to see you!” 

 

With a soft pop, Dobby appeared. “How can I help you, Harry Potter’s 

formerly frizzy friend?” 

 

“Dobby, I need to see Trixy,” she said, trying to sound casual. “Could you 

ask her to come here, please?” 

 

Dobby shook his head. His bat-like ears flapped against his wrinkled face. 
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“Trixy’s not here, Miss. She went away yesterday without telling Dobby 

where she’s going.” He thought for a moment, tapping a slim green finger 

against his cheek. “Perhaps Trixy has gone to see the farmer again, get more 

nasty spray for the professor’s bed,” he speculated. 

 

“Maybe.” Hermione sat on the edge of her bed. She had returned to her 

dorm last night straight after they interrogated McGonagall. That way, she 

would be in the castle when Severus released their prisoner, and thereby 

above suspicion.  

 

“Is there anything else Dobby can do for you, Miss?” he asked, looking at her 

with wide, dewy eyes. 

 

“No. Thank you, Dobby. I needed to see Trixy. It was a girl thing, you 

know?” 

 

Dobby shook his head again. He handed her a green jelly baby, bowed low, 

and disappeared with a crack. 

 

Hermione forced a smile, looked down at the sweet and popped it into her 

mouth. The soft, sticky gelatine tasted bland, with only a hint of citrus, and 

was as insipid as her mood. Where was Trixy? Was Professor Flitwick with 

her? Did he have his wand out?  

 

Not knowing was terrible.  

 

Without further ado, she began to get dressed. Perhaps she would find out 

some more information over breakfast. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Filius pulled the shivering elf closer to him. Both their red S.P.E.W. robes had 

been Evanesco’d away (he suspected Severus' wand work there), just as the 

Aurors appeared. So technically, they were off the hook. They hadn’t been 

arrested as suspected Death Eaters. But, as he had been apprehended 

dressed only in a pair of paisley print boxers, with Trixy laid across him 

completely naked, there was a good chance they would be charged with lewd 

conduct, or at the very least, indecent exposure. 

 

She started to sob, and he rocked her gently, hushing her like a frightened 

child. The slumbering winter dawn made a lethargic appearance through the 
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narrow steel bars of their tiny cell. The walls were stone blocks, etched by 

past inmates. Scored lines, four, crossed through by another, denoted the 

passing of time. But what did it signify? Hours or Days? Weeks?  

 

How long would they be left to rot in this hell-hole? He wiped away the tears 

of the distraught elf curled against his chest. When he spoke, he was relieved 

that he sounded braver than he actually felt.  

 

“There, there, Trixy,” he soothed, resting his cheek against hers. “Don’t you 

worry about anything. I’ll get us out of this pickle, I promise.” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

With only a handful of students remaining at Hogwarts over Christmas, three 

of the large tables in the Great Hall had been relegated to standing against 

the walls. The remaining two had been pushed together to form a long 

communal banqueting table. Staff and pupils ate together, albeit rather 

stiffly. Hermione likened the scene to a rather large, strange family who 

don’t really get on very well. Much to her relief, Luna was there. A couple of 

young Ravenclaws and a timid looking Hufflepuff sat together at the end of 

the table, opposite Professor Snape. Hermione watched with amusement as 

the youngsters eyed Severus between mouthfuls, expecting him, no doubt, 

to assign extra homework if they stirred their tea the wrong way or added 

the granulated sugar too early. 

 

Her Arithmancy professor sat opposite her. She greeted Hermione warmly 

and exchanged niceties, before the arrival of the post owls distracted her, 

delivering letters and newspapers. 

 

Hermione’s own copy of The Daily Prophet fell into her outstretched arms. 

Sheri was meticulous in her duties. Vanity’s co-owners both received their 

paper each morning without fail.  

 

Mayhem At The Monument! the headline read. A large photograph showing 

the aftermath of what they were calling the Battle of Stonehenge played and 

replayed on the front page. Quickly scanning the short piece accompanying 

the picture, Hermione was relieved to read that Aurors were, indeed, looking 

for the Death Eaters responsible. And, to her amusement, Lucius Malfoy 

(42), has been assisting the Ministry with its enquiries. There was no 

mention of Professor Flitwick or Trixy, which she found a comfort, but still 

didn’t answer the question of what had happened to them. 
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“Something wrong, Minerva?” asked Professor Sprout, as she stirred her 

chamomile tea. “You seem quite the jittery jumping bean today.” 

 

McGonagall’s shaking hands could barely hold her newspaper still enough for 

her to be able to read it. Hermione suspected she was just holding the daily 

in front of her face to give herself a bit of camouflage. 

 

“Sebastiania carpocapsa saltitans,” Hermione absently murmured between 

sips of her hot chocolate. 

 

“I beg your pardon?” admonished a shocked Professor Sinistra, plonking her 

teacup back into her saucer. It was as if Hermione had just sworn.  

 

Pomona collected herself, sitting upright in her chair. She stared reprovingly 

at her colleague before turning her head and gazing proudly at Hermione. 

“Sebastiania carpocapsa saltitans,” she repeated in her classroom voice. “The 

Mexican jumping bean; genus and species faultlessly pronounced. Well done, 

Miss Granger!” 

 

“I suppose if it’s not orbiting Saturn you haven’t a clue, eh, Aurora?” 

Professor Vector jibed without looking up from her paper. Her tone was 

good-natured enough, but Professor Sinistra still wrinkled her nose and 

childishly pulled a face in retaliation.  

 

“Actually,” Luna joined in, “the Mexican Jumping Bean orbits Mars. It prefers 

a much warmer atmosphere.” She gave Hermione a sly wink. 

 

Ignoring Luna, Vector lifted her eyes to Hermione. “That was very 

impressive, my dear.” 

 

“Yes,” agreed Sinistra, returning her attention to her porridge. “Impressive.” 

 

Professor Sprout was positively brimming over with happiness. “She’s quite 

simply the finest student I think it has been my privilege to teach.” 

 

“Insufferable know-it-all,” Severus muttered from the far end of the table. 

 

Hermione smiled.  

~o0o~ 
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Nymphadora Tonks missed the handrail, stumbled off the bus, and fell face 

down onto the dirty pavement. The concrete drag was packed with Muggles, 

six abreast, jostling and moving against each other in different directions. 

She never stood a chance. A man in a pinstriped suit stepped on her hand, 

crushing her fingers. He didn’t stop. In faceless, friendless London, four 

million residents and six million commuters and visitors co-existed amongst 

the noise, grime and vehicle fumes without ever making eye contact. For a 

girl from the suburbs it was a horrible place to be. 

 

“Watch it, love!” shouted the conductor as Tonks tried to stand, only to trip 

and be pushed back down again, as a large shopping bag hit her shoulder.  

 

“I’m trying me bloody best!” she called back.  

 

“Make way! Make way, now!” the conductor cried. He stepped down from the 

red Double Decker and made his way to her, spreading his arms to part the 

throng. “C’mon now, give the girl some room!” He grabbed her under the 

arm and helped her up. 

 

“Thanks,” she said, picking chewing gum off of her sleeve. 

 

“Can’t ’ave you being trampled to death so close to Christmas, can we, 

tiger?” he teased, winking at her. He let her go and jumped back onto the 

bus’ platform, ringing the bell twice as he spun around the support pole.  

 

Around her the relentless crowd pushed her along, all determined to reach 

their destination on time. Tonks moved with them down the pavement until 

she drew level with a narrow side street, empty except for a builder’s skip. 

She forced her way out of the chaos, under some scaffold, until she found 

herself alone. In front of her was a nondescript red telephone box.  

 

“Another day at the office,” she harrumphed, before swinging open the heavy 

metal door and stepping inside. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

“All I’m saying, Severus, is that I think I may have misinterpreted the 

situation.” 

 

He sat down on the couch in Minerva’s office, brushed some lint from his 
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trouser leg and let his colleague finish what she had to say. He was enjoying 

watching her squirm. 

 

“It seems Miss Granger may not have actually researched the betrothal 

contract, nor did she break it. I misunderstood.” 

 

“The fact remains, Minerva, that the contract is broken and, as far as I can 

tell, is beyond repair.” 

Professor McGonagall looked flustered for a moment. She fidgeted with the 

paperweight on her desk. Severus let the silence draw out—he could wait 

here all day if he had to. 

 

At last, looking annoyed, Minerva blurted out, “Could you no’ just propose 

again?” 

 

He allowed an eyebrow to rise. Taking his time, he first appeared to be 

shocked, then surprised and finally—and he was really enjoying this now—he 

shook his head and looked regretful. 

 

“Alas, I cannot. As you may or may not be aware, Miss Granger was taken to 

the Christmas party by a young man from your house.” 

 

“Mr McLaggen, yes. What of it?” Minerva snapped. 

 

“I understand that they got on really rather well, and are even considering 

making announcements in the New Year.” 

 

“Bugger!” cursed McGonagall under her breath. 

 

“Unless …” 

 

“Unless what, Severus? Spit it out, man!” 

 

“I might suggest a little romance on my part may, in some small way, 

convince the girl that I am the better prospect. I could ask her to dinner, 

perhaps a gift of rare orchids, theatre tickets—West End of course.” He 

looked down at his robes. “And a gentleman would hardly make his 

intentions known in such shabby attire.” 

 

McGonagall’s face had changed from optimistic to downtrodden during the 

course of his last speech. She narrowed her eyes. The canny Scot in her 

responded, “How much?” 
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“Must we discuss something as vulgar as money?” 

 

“How much?” she reiterated. 

 

He shrugged his shoulders and looked disinterested. “Shall we say, just to 

round it off, one hundred Galleons?” 

 

“A hundred! You’re away for a fine evening at my expense, that’s what I 

say!” 

 

Severus stood up and walked to the door. He reached out for the door handle 

before turning around and looking at his aghast colleague. “Pity,” he said, 

opening the door. 

 

“All right! Shut the damned door! I agree, one hundred Galleons. Here—” she 

pulled out a velvet pouch from under her robes and tossed it at him. He 

caught it with one hand. “There’s a hundred and seven. Buy the girl a frilly 

dress to wear, why don’t you?” 

 

Severus gave a curt bow. “I will indeed. Good day, Minerva.” Not waiting for 

a reply he left the office, pocketing the purse.  

 

He went off in search of Hermione.  

~o0o~ 

 

 

Auror Headquarters was in chaos. Memos frantically circled in the air. Aurors 

and Hit Wizards huddled around desks, maps and flip charts, shouting to 

make themselves heard above the din. Tonks recognised just about every 

one of her colleagues that were in, including the Minister of Magic himself, 

who was banging a desk with his fist and ‘demanding results’. 

 

She was grabbed by the elbow and pulled behind a dividing screen, out of 

sight of the others. Spun around with force, she found herself face to face 

with a very anxious-looking Kingsley Shacklebolt. 

 

“Where the hell have you been?” he whispered urgently at her. 

 

“Nowhere, I …” 
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“We’ve been trying to get hold of you since yesterday evening. We were all 

called in after the attack at the solstice. Where were you?” 

 

“I got a bit drunk, I had to sleep it off. I—” 

 

“Oh for heaven’s sake! Tonks, wake yourself up. Whatever’s going on in your 

personal life it isn’t worth getting suspended for, is it?” He didn’t wait for an 

answer. “I’ve covered for you. I said you were interviewing some eye 

witnesses.” He shoved a file into her hands. “Here, an elf and a goblin. All 

the details are in here, we don’t know much about them, we haven’t had 

time. All our resources are tied up trying to figure out how Lucius Malfoy 

escaped from his cell, lead a Death Eater assault at Stonehenge, and then 

broke back into Azkaban.” 

 

Tonks couldn’t believe her ears. “Malfoy did what?” 

 

“We have twenty eye witnesses that have given statements saying he was 

the one who led the attack. The arrogance of the man! He broke back into 

his cell and claims he knows nothing about it.” From somewhere across the 

room, Kingsley’s name was called. “I have to go,” he whispered. “These two 

are being held below Courtroom Ten. Get down there quick, before you get 

us both in trouble.” 

 

He spun around and was gone. Tonks held the file up to her face and walked 

out of the room as discreetly as she could. She slammed into two desks, 

upturned a pot of coffee, and tripped over a revolving chair. Luckily, as the 

room was already in uproar, nobody noticed. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Blood Brothers: My Life Amongst the Vampires didn’t really improve on the 

second reading. Once you got past the innocuous descriptions of Worple’s 

search for the Vampires you were past caring whether they feasted upon him 

or not. In fact, by chapter nine, you kind of wish they had. At least that way 

he couldn’t have written this interminable book. 

 

She was sitting in the Library, in the Runes section as usual, enjoying the 

winter sunshine filtering through the leaded windows, when the dark shadow 

of a man fell across her book. Inhaling his fragrance and without looking up, 

she sweetly greeted him. “Good morning Professor Snape. Did you know one 

of our elves is missing?” 
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“I did.” 

 

“And are we going to be doing anything about it?” 

 

“Not at present.” 

 

She looked up at him. He was grinning at her. “What have you done?” she 

asked, knowing him well enough to appreciate when he was pleased with 

himself. 

 

He pulled out a velvet pouch from his pocket and placed it on the fold of her 

book. She picked it up, feeling the weight, and gave him a querying look. 

“Have you won on a Hippogriff race or something?” 

 

“Me? Speculate on a beast with as much allure as Stinksap? I think not.” 

 

“Then …?” 

 

Severus bent down until his lips were next to her ear. “Courtesy of your Head 

of House, my dear,” he whispered, “we are going out to dinner.” 

 

Hermione pulled back, and looked at him. She lifted up the heavy purse. “For 

the next month?” she whispered back. 

 

He quirked his brows and shrugged one shoulder. “If you wish.” 

 

Hermione was quite confused. She needed to find out exactly what he was 

talking about. Passing him back the purse, she closed her book and stood up. 

“Then perhaps we had better make plans, somewhere a little more … 

private?”  

 

“I believe I can accommodate you.” He lowered his already quiet voice to a 

hush, “Shall we say, fifteen minutes?” 

 

She leant forward, reaching around to place her book on the shelf behind 

him. As she brushed his arm she whispered, “Your dungeon or mine?” 

 

“I think mine,” he breathed, before turning on his heel and disappearing 

between the bookshelves. 

~o0o~ 
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Tonks pushed her way through the narrow doors that led to the cells below 

the courtroom. She was repulsed by the stench of decay and stale air. How 

anyone could even think of holding prisoners down here was beyond reason, 

even if they were only elves or goblins. Nothing but spiders belonged in this 

antiquated pokey.  

 

Re-reading the short file, she pulled a quill from behind her ear and made a 

few notes in the margin, while walking to the end of the dismal passage. 

Colliding with the torch bracket hurt, and she took a step backwards, cursing 

Pollux (Black—her great-grandfather), while rubbing her forehead and 

ruffling her short mousey brown hair. 

 

A flick of her wand opened the narrow cell door. It took a moment for her to 

realise the room was not, in fact, empty. At her feet, huddled and shaking 

under a shabby blanket were two little creatures cradled in each other arms. 

 

She tried to conjure a wooden chair from mid-air. Settling for the three-

legged stool that appeared, she sat herself down on it in, the centre of the 

cell.  

 

“Hello?” she said in a soft voice. “Do you speak English?” 

 

A green, pointed ear slowly appeared from under the blanket, followed by a 

pair of large eyes. A small, terrified creature nodded back at her. 

 

“I am an Auror. I’m here to ask you a few questions.” 

 

The creature looked blankly at her. 

 

“Perhaps we should start with names. I’m Tonks, and you are…?” 

 

The blanket was suddenly pushed down, revealing their faces. The other 

prisoner stared up at her, relief shining in his smiling eyes. Tonks recognised 

him immediately, and gasped, covering her gaping mouth with her hand. 

 

“Nymphadora, my dear girl, I am delighted and relieved to see you! I 

believe, when I was your Head of House, you used to call me Professor 

Flitwick.” 

~o0o~ 
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She didn’t knock the door, but slipped inside without waiting for an 

invitation. The room was dark and she blinked to try to adjust her eyes to 

the shadows. 

 

“Sssso, you have come?” 

 

She turned toward the voice, but before she could pinpoint its location, it had 

moved.  

 

“I have you now, you are my prisssoner …” 

 

She tried not to laugh. “I am, Master. You have captured me.” 

 

“You will undressss.” 

 

“Will I?” 

 

“Yesss.” His voice was getting lower. She heard him clear his throat. “Yesss, 

undresss.” 

 

“You’ll have no voice left if you keep that up.” 

 

“I did not grant you permisssion to speak!” 

 

“Okay, okay, I’m the captured Gryffindor and you’re the Dark Lord.” She 

pulled her jumper over her head. “I’m just going to warn you, Master, that 

after two months’ abstinence I will probably forget the role play, ignore your 

Mudblood breeding programme, laugh as you give me to your Potions master 

as reward for his services, and jump you as soon as I find you.” 

 

“Sssssuperb,” he hissed. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

“How on Earth did you come to be here, Professor? I don’t understand.” 

Tonks shook her head. “My notes say a goblin and an elf were found all but 

naked frolicking on the grass in a post-battle liaison.” She cleared her throat. 

“Oh. You weren’t, were you?” 
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“No, of course we weren’t!” Flitwick piped. “I was stunned and my elf had 

thrown herself on top of me to protect me.” 

 

“Naked?” 

 

“I assure you, we were fully clothed. We went to watch the sunset at the 

solstice ceremony when all hell broke loose.” 

 

“The Death Eaters appeared?” 

 

“Exactly,” he asserted. “I tried to help the witches, but was stunned in the 

back at some point. I can only imagine our clothes were spelled away in 

some inane practical joke by, err, Lucius Malfoy, I suspect, as he fled.” 

 

“So you can confirm you saw Lucius, like the others did?” 

 

“Mr Malfoy used to be on the Board of Governors, I’d recognise him 

anywhere.” Filius was careful not to lie. 

 

Tonks scribbled onto the parchment resting in her lap. “I’m writing on the 

report that you were spectating and that you tried to defend the witches but 

were stunned and your clothes were spelled away by the Death Eaters.” 

 

“Thank you,” said Filius, careful not to sound relieved.  

 

“And, what shall I put as your elf’s name?” 

 

Flitwick looked at Trixy and gave her a comforting squeeze. “Bardolph the 

goblin and Nym the elf should be sufficient. Don’t you agree, Nymphadora?” 

 

Tonks looked down at Trixy, then at Flitwick. “For you, Professor, and for 

Ravenclaw, I agree.” She stood up and removed her denim jacket. Crouching 

down, she tried to put it around the elf’s naked shoulders, but Trixy shrieked 

and Filius reached out and touched Tonks’ hand.  

 

“Clothes. She can’t accept your kind gift. We need to get her a Hogwarts tea 

towel or pillowcase.” 

 

Tonks stood up and nodded. “I’ll send a discreet owl to the school 

immediately. Who shall I address the letter to, Minerva?” 

 

Filius pretended to think for a minute. “I think Snape. His quarters are near 



 323 

to the kitchens and I’m sure he won’t mind the inconvenience.” 

 

Tonks looked a little unsure. “If that’s your wish …” 

 

“It is. Young Severus owes me a favour and this way he can ask the elves to 

get one of my robes out of the laundry. 

 

Tonks gathered up her parchment and made for the door. “I just need you to 

stay in here for a few more minutes,” she said in apology. “The quicker I 

contact Snape the quicker we can have you released.” 

 

She left, but did not lock the door. Filius pulled the blanket back over his and 

Trixy’s shoulders and kissed the top the elf’s head.  

 

“It won’t be long now,” he whispered, stroking her top knot. Looking to the 

door through which Tonks had just left he thanked Rowena, The Grey Lady 

and the golden eagle—the symbol of his house—for sending him Nymphadora 

Tonks that morning. Never the prize pupil, Miss Tonks had been a liability 

with a wand, unable to perform the simplest of spells in her first two years at 

Hogwarts. As her Head of House, he had been patient and encouraged her, 

considering her a late bloomer. Today, his efforts had been rewarded. 

 

He continued to stroke Trixy’s head while he recited the Sorting Hat’s song to 

her, in a soft, reassuring voice. 

 

“… yet, in wise old Ravenclaw, if you've a ready mind,  

where those of wit and learning, will always find their kind.”  

~o0o~ 

 

 

“Sssay it again.” 

 

Hermione stood, stripped of her clothes, in the dark chambers. There was 

nothing but silence. "Master?" 

 

There was no reply, just a slight scuff of shoe against flagstone floor.  

 

"Severus?" Hermione pressed, wondering what he was up to; there was still 

silence. 

 

All of a sudden, warm hands snaked around under her bare backside and 
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Hermione let out a squeal of both surprise and delight at the feel of his 

touch. He hoisted her up, and Hermione’s legs instinctively wrapped around 

his hips. In one swift move he had pinned her against the cold stone wall. 

The chill on her back felt so different in comparison to Severus’ warm, naked 

body.  

 

But that was nothing compared to the shiver of excitement and anticipation 

that ran through her body as he hissed, "You will call me Massster!"  

 

She wriggled, his arousal pressed hard against her, straining to delve into 

her. 

 

In the darkness of his chambers, Hermione couldn’t help thinking he was 

taking this role play a little too seriously.  

 

"Yes, Master," Hermione breathed, hoping that would be enough for his 

overly-active imagination to get him into action. It was nearly two months 

since they had last made love, and she was willing to call him Supreme 

Mugwump if that’s what he wanted. 

 

Snape dipped his head, his lips grazing the skin of her neck. He made his 

way, leaving soft tingly trails along her jaw, until he reached her ear, where, 

with a nuzzle and a gentle nip at her earlobe, he demanded, "Say it again."  

 

The timbre of his voice reverberated through Hermione, awakening a need to 

be taken and possessed. He shifted his hips, his arousal slipping to her 

entrance. Teasing her, he rolled his hips and slid around her moist opening. 

Hermione moaned in frustration, she was so desperate to feel him inside her 

once more. 

 

She threw her head back. "Master!" she cried out, her voice turning to a 

groan as he rewarded her—thrusting his hip forward and filling her with one 

rough, swift move. With her hips above his own, Severus’ erection was 

angled in such a way that had Hermione moaning in ecstasy at the sudden, 

deep force he exerted.  

 

"Hermione," Severus breathed, his role play broken for a moment. 

 

It had been so long since they had been together. She’d spent so many 

nights awake waiting for this moment, not to mention the countless fantasies 

of simply throwing all to the wind and taking him on the Gryffindor table in 

the Great Hall.  
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Severus’ body pressed against her own, his form suddenly rigid again as he 

once more took on the role of Lord Voldemort. "You want thissss?" Snape 

hissed, his voice slightly hitched. “You naughty little Gryffindor. I will teach 

you a lesssson you will never forget!” 

 

His fingers dug into her backside as he took up a fevered pace, his hips 

slamming into hers. Hermione squealed in surprise, her body initially 

protesting his enthusiastic movements. Quickly though, it gave way to a 

tingle deep within her, each relentless thrust drawing a further thrill from 

her, topped off with the grinding of his pelvic bone into her clit each time he 

delved in.  

 

"Severus!" she cried as her orgasm approached, her insides beginning to 

shudder. 

 

"Master!" Snape corrected her, making his point by releasing one buttock 

and giving it a teasing pinch.  

 

"Master!" Hermione squealed. As he let go, a seismic wave of desire engulfed 

Hermione, and her orgasm washed over them both. Severus lost all control 

of his movements and joined her in oblivion.  

 

Hermione’s head fell forward, coming to rest against Snape’s forehead. 

 

"Merlin, I missed you, missed this," she gasped, clenching her inner muscles 

around his shaft, claiming him as her own.  

 

His breath caught in his throat, and he gasped out, "And … I ... missed … 

you." He stood there for a while, still within Hermione, neither wanting to let 

the other go now that they were together once more. Eventually, he caught 

his breath and his spent body protested so much that he almost lost his grip 

on her. Summoning the last of his strength, Severus carried Hermione over 

to his bed, laying her gently down before climbing in next to her and nuzzling 

up against her. 

 

‘Lumos!’ he murmured. The torches on the walls relit themselves and the 

room was bathed in gentle, flickering light. 

 

"Let’s not leave it that long ever again," Hermione whispered, wrapping her 

arm around his waist. 
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"I have no intention of doing so," he replied, his fingers tracing lazy circles 

around her bare breasts. 

 

Severus brushed Hermione’s flyaway hair from her face, stroking her cheeks 

with the pads of his thumbs. Her grin slowly gave way to a look of love and 

desire. Severus felt himself drawn to her. He bent down, his hair falling about 

his face, as he kissed first Hermione’s top lip, then tugged softly on her full 

bottom lip. She sighed softly. Despite their earlier act, this was their first kiss 

in a very long time. 

 

Severus took his time, drawing his tongue gently over Hermione’s lips, 

teasing her tongue and slowly exploring her mouth. His fingers slid down her 

cheeks to her jaw line, then behind her ears to tangle in her hair, pulling her 

mouth more tightly against his own. Their legs intertwined, Severus’ length 

pressed against Hermione’s upper thigh, while her damp heat left moist trails 

as she rocked ever so slightly against Severus’ leg.  

 

Hermione ran her hands through his hair, caressing his neck, then slid her 

way down the sweat-dampened muscular lines of his back. His buttocks 

tightened as she stroked the smooth skin, pressing firmly on one side. 

Thankfully, Severus complied with her wishes, sliding across her body. She 

shivered from both the chill of the sweat that clung to their bodies and the 

anticipation of him being buried inside of her once more. 

 

"We’ll never be separated again, whatever happens," Severus whispered, 

pulling back from her mouth and gazing down meaningfully at the witch 

beneath him. His arousal stood poised outside her entrance. 

 

Hermione looked back at him, the rest of the world blotted out by the dark 

curtain of his hair. "I love you."  

 

Snape pressed forward, this time very slowly. She quivered at the slow 

intrusion, letting out barely audible whimpers as he filled her. Each thrust 

was agonisingly slow, bringing Hermione acute awareness of every inch of 

the man buried inside of her, each glorious ridge and every pulsing vein. His 

movements this time were slow and calculated. Hermione raised her hips to 

meet his, desperate for more of him. He made a murmuring noise of 

approval and nuzzled into the soft skin of her neck until he found enough 

loose flesh to draw between his lips. He sucked, concentrating his passion 

into creating a mark.  
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"You’re mine, for always," he whispered against her skin.  

 

Hermione shivered at his declaration, and was utterly surprised as she felt 

the telltale warmth of another orgasm building within her. Snape slid his 

hand down her belly until he reached her clitoris. With firm yet gentle 

strokes, he brushed over the sensitive nerves until she gasped, threw her 

head back against the pillow and cried out his name.  

 

Snape grunted above her, his body suddenly rigid against her as he reached 

his own peak.  

 

Suddenly, there was a sharp rapping sound, a whoosh of the Floo and a dust 

cloud, as something was thrown into the room from the fireplace. With 

lightning reflexes, Severus and Hermione both rolled, grabbed their wands 

and pointed them into the obscuring soot cloud. It appeared to be a bundle 

of rags; it twitched, spluttered and coughed. 

 

‘Stupefy!’ Snape bellowed.  

 

A jet of green light shot effortlessly from the tip of his wand, expelling the 

intruder across the floor in an outward spin. Advancing slowly, Severus kept 

his wand trained on the bundle. Only when he was inches away from it did 

his stance relax and he turned to face Hermione. 

 

“Wha … what is it?” she demanded. 

 

He bent down and removed a piece of parchment from the ground. “Owl,” he 

replied, a little amused. “Some idiot just sent an owl through the Floo.” 

 

“You’re kidding?” Hermione couldn’t believe someone would be that stupid. 

“Who the hell would do something that daft?” 

 

Severus had opened the letter and was scanning the contents. “Tonks,” he 

spat the name with derision. “Although, I commend her for her sense of 

urgency; this is indeed a matter that requires our immediate attention.” 

 

Hermione was at his side, bending down to look at the owl. “Do you think 

he’ll be okay? And what requires our attention?” 

 

“Get dressed, quickly,” he told her, heading for the bathroom. “We’re needed 

in London.” 
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“Severus … the owl?” 

 

He turned to look at her. His mind must have been forming a plan because 

his eyes were filled with intense concentration. “Owl? Ah, yes. You see to it.” 

He disappeared into the bathroom. A moment later the wardrobe door 

slammed open and a set of black robes were summoned. They flew from the 

wardrobe into the bathroom like a couple of Dementors whooshing through 

the room. 

 

She turned her attention to the soot-coated owl.  

 

‘Enervate!’ 

 

A pair of large eyes slowly opened and stared up at her. Terrified, the bird 

flapped its wings and tried to take off in the confined space.  

 

Hermione jumped up and opened the door to the dungeon passageway. The 

bird took its opportunity and hopped to the doorway. “Down the passage, 

that’s a good owl. The kitchens will have something for you and the elves can 

direct you to Hagrid.” 

 

The owl gave her a fleeting, disapproving glance before disappearing. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Washed and dressed, they Flooed to the Atrium at the Ministry of Magic. 

Severus carried a Hogwarts crested pillowcase and a set of tiny chocolate 

brown robes with golden half moons embroidered onto them, and a pair of 

miniature golden slippers. 

 

“I take it we’re The House-Elf Liberation Front?” Hermione asked, looking at 

the pillowcase, as they waited in line to check their wands with the security 

wizard. Two visitors’ badges shot out from a chute in the wall beside them. 

Hermione caught them despite her surprise and read the words of one of 

them aloud, “Professor Severus Snape, House-Elf Liberation Front.” She 

giggled as she passed it to him, and covered her mouth with her hand as she 

watched him attach it to his frock coat with as much dignity as he could 

muster. 

 

“Hermione Granger, House-Elf Liberation Front,” she read, pinning her badge 

to her cloak. “It took three years to accomplish,” she said, “but S.P.E.W. has 
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finally been recognised by the Ministry.” 

 

“Shhh!” he cautioned her.  

 

“Wands,” the security wizard said in a bored voice. Severus passed his over. 

It was placed onto a set of brass scales, which started to vibrate. A narrow 

slip of parchment shot out from a slit at the base of the apparatus. The 

security wizard removed the parchment, stabbed it onto a small brass spike, 

and didn’t protest as Severus took his wand back.  

 

The security wizard passed what looked like a long car aerial, similar to an 

airport security scanning device, over Snape’s body. Narrowing his eyes 

suspiciously at Severus, he asked, “What’s that you’re carrying?” 

 

“A pillowcase and a set of dressing-up robes for the Minister’s nephew—not 

that it’s any business of yours.” 

 

“All right, get on with you. Next!” The security wizard jerked his head, 

gesturing for Snape to move through the large golden gates towards a 

smaller hall. Severus waited, however, while the same procedure was carried 

out on Hermione. Wand weighed, slip spiked, body scanned by car aerial, 

nod of the head and off you go. 

 

“What a grumpy, unpleasant chap,” Severus whispered into her ear as they 

walked into one of the lifts in the anteroom beyond the gates.  

 

Hermione hid her smile well.  

 

The metal grill slid shut, and the lift ascended. They stopped briefly at each 

floor. Wizards, witches and paper aeroplane memos breezed in and out of the 

lift. No one spoke, except for the occasional nod and brief greeting. Only the 

voice announcing each floor broke the silence. 

 

‘Level Two, Department of Magical Law Enforcement, including the Improper 

Use of Magic Office, Auror Headquarters and Wizengamot Administration 

Services.’  

 

Leaning down to whisper into her ear, Severus told her, “Get Miss Tonks, I’ll 

meet you down on level nine.” 

 

“Are you not coming-” 
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“No, this isn’t a place I would like to be seen in. Or, I believe, would be made 

very welcome.” 

 

She didn’t have the opportunity to ask him to elaborate. The lift doors were 

about to close again, so she shot forward, stopping the sliding grill with her 

foot. “My floor!” she called out, before hurtling out of the lift without looking 

where she was going. 

 

She ran straight into Rufus Scrimgeour. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 22 – A Very Frosty Christmas 
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Rufus Scrimgeour rolled on the floor, clutching at his brogue shoe and crying 

out in pain, “My foot!” 

 

Hermione pulled herself off of the floor and scrambled to her feet. “I’m 

terribly sorry, Minister, I—” 

 

“My bloody foot! You landed on it, you imbecile!”  

 

A crowd of Aurors and Hit Wizards was converging on them. The office was 

packed with people, most of whom were either gathering around the scene in 

front of the lifts, or were craning their heads to see what the commotion was 

all about. 

 

Hermione tried to help the Minister, but he shrugged her off as if she’d burnt 

him. “You’ve done enough damage! Gawain?” he asked, looking around the 

crowd. 
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“Sir?” A worried looking middle-aged man rushed forward. 

 

“Help me up, Gawain, and arrest this young woman for attempting to break 

my leg!” 

 

“Sorry, sir,” the timid man apologised, as he helped Scrimgeour to stand. “I 

don’t think attempted leg breaking is a crime.” 

Scrimgeour stood on one leg, using Gawain’s shoulder as a crutch. His mane 

of greying tawny hair was listing over one shoulder. From under the bushiest 

pair of eyebrows Hermione had ever seen, his small, yellowish, piercing eyes 

pinned her to the spot. 

 

He crooked his finger at her, beckoning her forward. Once within reach, he 

leant forward, causing Gawain to wince as he put all his weight on him. He 

bent lower, until his face was level with Hermione’s, and breathed into her 

face as he fingered the visitor’s badge attached to her cloak. 

 

“House-Elf Liberation Front,” he enounced each word slowly and deliberately. 

“I suppose you’re here for a protest? Plan to chain yourself to the coffee cups 

until we liberate the … elves, is it?” He let her badge fall back against her 

cloak and pulled himself upright. “Or do you favour direct action, Missy? 

Perhaps maiming Ministry officials is a new way to get your rebellious 

message across?” 

 

“No, Minister—” Hermione tried to interrupt. She took a step forward, but he 

halted her with an outstretched arm, his hand held up. 

 

“Gawain?” he shouted, making everyone in the room jump. 

 

“Yes, sir?” the little man panted. He was quite red in the face, struggling in 

his attempt to support Scrimgeour’s weight. 

 

“Arrest this subversive for attacking me!” 

 

“But it was an accident—” Hermione protested. 

 

Tonks had been edging her way forward through the crowd, with a concerned 

look on her face. “Minister, this is my friend, she was meeting me for lunch. 

I’m sorry.” 

 

Scrimgeour turned his head to look at Tonks.  
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“That’s right,” Hermione confirmed hurriedly, nodding her head. “We were 

going to have a quick sandwich in Prêt à Manger on the corner …” 

 

The Minister turned his head back to Hermione, his eyes narrowed as he 

considered what the girls were telling him. 

 

“But there’s no time for lunch today,” Tonks told Hermione firmly. “We’re far 

too busy, I’m afraid. I’ll escort you out.” She grabbed Hermione’s arm and 

marched her to the lift. She banged repeatedly on the call button. 

 

A pair of yellow eyes watched as they waited for the lift doors to open. The 

girls hurried in, and turned to see the entire Auror office staring at them. Just 

as the grille door was closing, and their escape seemed assured, Scrimgeour 

spoke, “Hold on one moment!” 

 

The lift door obediently halted halfway.  

 

He walked forward, limping, still using Gawain for support. He leant down 

and read Hermione’s badge again. “Hermione Granger … I know that name,” 

he pondered. Standing still for a moment, the Minister seemed to be 

processing where he had heard Hermione’s name before. Suddenly his eyes 

widened and he let go of his suffering colleague, dismissing him with a wave 

of his hand, and limped into the lift.  

 

Hermione looked at Tonks in silent question as the grille door closed. Tonks 

shook her head, trying to communicate that she didn’t know what the 

Minister was doing either. The two girls smiled and tried to seem at ease. 

 

“Going down, I assume?” Scrimgeour asked, in a much lighter tone than he’d 

used previously. 

 

“To the Atrium, yes,” confirmed Tonks. 

 

The lift lurched downwards and Scrimgeour shouted at the control panel, 

“And NO interruptions!” 

 

Straight to the Atrium, the voice of the lift confirmed, in an even, 

businesslike voice. 

 

“Now, Miss Hermione Granger,” schmoozed the Minister. “You’re a friend of 

Harry Potter.” 
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Hermione looked at him. He was leaning heavily on the handrail, trying not 

to put weight on his injured foot. His smile was wide and toothy, a bit like a 

crocodile eyeing its prey. “Yes, sir, I know Harry,” she replied cautiously. 

 

“I expect you’ll be spending Christmas together?” The Minister’s question was 

leading, but seemed harmless enough; it was only three days until 

Christmas. 

 

“No, sir. I’m spending Christmas at Hogwarts and—” 

 

“He isn’t?” Scrimgeour finished her reply with a question. He had a glint in 

his eye and looked more like a hungry crocodile by the minute. 

 

“No, he’s staying at The Burrow.” 

 

The Minister leant back and looked thoughtful. “The Burrow. Burrow, hmm, 

that would be … where, again?” 

 

Tonks broke her silence. “That’s Arthur Weasley’s home, sir. It’s near Ottery 

St. Catchpole.” 

 

“Ah, yes.” Scrimgeour nodded. “Arthur Weasley’s the chap in charge of the 

new Detection and Confiscation of Counterfeit Defensive Spells and 

Protective Objects department, if my memory serves me correctly. And his 

son …” 

 

“Percy,” Tonks provided. 

 

“Yes, Percy,” Scrimgeour repeated. He was lost in thought and didn’t speak 

again. 

 

The lift stopped suddenly and the grille slid open. The Atrium, the voice 

announced as the girls piled out of the door.  

 

The Minister didn’t follow them, he was still thinking, tapping his finger 

against his chin as he did so. 

 

Hermione watched him for a moment, before feeling she should really not 

leave him without saying something apologetic. “Sir, Minister Scrimgeour, 

sir,” she said. He blinked his eyes and looked at her sternly. “I am very sorry 

about your foot.” 
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“No matter, Miss Granger. Perhaps it was a fortunate accident, you running 

into me, after all.” The grille door closed and he disappeared from view. 

 

Tonks led Hermione over to the wall between the lifts. “Phew! Thank Merlin’s 

Mother that’s over. I thought you were going to be arrested!” 

 

Hermione patted her friend on the arm. “Ah, but the day is still young, 

Tonks. The day is still young.” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

It had been about two hours since Nymphadora had left them alone in the 

cell. Their door was unlocked, but without clothes neither he nor Trixy could 

go anywhere. Not unless they wanted to make a scandalous show of 

themselves and end up on the front page of the Evening Prophet, that is. 

 

The cell door creaked open. A man dressed in black stood in the dark, 

shadowy doorway, leaning casually against the doorframe. He threw 

something into the room that landed with a dull thud. 

 

“Flitwick, are you going to get dressed and let me take you to lunch, or are 

you going to sit there all day with an elf on your lap?” 

 

Filius recognised the voice, and was overcome with delight. “Severus! You 

complete and utter wonderful fellow!” 

 

“Stop blabbering, man, and get your robes on.” Severus’ reply was firm, but 

with an undercurrent of warm, sincere affection. 

 

“Professor Severus, sir?” croaked Trixy. 

 

“And you can get your pillowcase on, Miss Trixy,” Severus told her. “I’ll not 

be seen in The Leaky Cauldron with you in that deplorable state of undress. 

It’ll put me off my food.”  

 

He turned his back in order to give them some privacy. Deprived of Trixy’s 

warmth, Filius quickly threw his robe over his head and stepped into his 

slippers. The little elf squealed with delight as she dressed in the Hogwarts 

crested pillowcase, tying it in a knot around her neck. 

 

At long last the pair could leave their cell. Snape stepped out down the 
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passageway that led back toward the steps to the Courtroom Level. Filius 

had to scurry to keep up with him. “Severus, how did you know where to find 

us?” he asked, as he drew alongside his colleague. 

 

Severus didn’t stop walking, but glanced down, looking Filius meaningfully in 

the eye. “You’re not the only one to have been a guest in this hostelry,” he 

replied quietly and with regret. 

 

Thinking it best to change the subject, Filius asked, “Did I hear you say 

something about lunch?” 

 

At this, Severus looked amused. He pulled a velvet pouch from his pocket 

and gave it a little shake. The unmistakeable chink of Galleons echoed in the 

narrow passageway. He tucked it safely out of sight, offering in explanation, 

“Compensation.” He glanced furtively behind him. “Catch up, Trixy, lunch is 

on Minerva!” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

The taxi ride across London was tremendous fun. Trixy had to sit very still on 

Hermione’s lap and pretend she was a doll, the ‘ugliest flippin’ doll’ the black 

cab driver had ever seen, apparently. Filius confirmed he was indeed on his 

way to a children’s Christmas party as the entertainment, dressed as he was 

in chocolate wizard robes covered in gold half-moons and little stars. His 

offer to show the inquisitive cabby a ‘trick or two with his wand’ was stopped 

by Severus confiscating said wand until they were well inside The Leaky 

Cauldron. 

 

Luncheon was more of a raucous banquet, with Filius standing on his chair 

and reliving the finer points of their battle the previous afternoon and Trixy 

applauding him almost constantly. Eventually Tom produced the bill and 

wished them all a pleasant afternoon, what was left of it, which they took as 

their prompt to settle up and leave.  

 

Trixy and Flitwick left through the Floo, although it wasn’t made clear 

whether they were returning straight to Hogwarts or not. Filius whispered 

something to Severus about ‘seeing him tomorrow’, which Hermione wasn’t 

party to. She just assumed goblin/elf cooperation had developed to a new 

level; the sort that you wouldn’t normally hear about in Professor Binns’ 

classroom. 
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Instead of leaving straight away for Hogwarts, Severus took Hermione into 

Diagon Alley. The lanes were packed with Christmas shoppers and nobody 

paid them any attention, especially as Snape looked relaxed and had a smile 

on his face, thereby making him almost unrecognisable.  

 

“What are you grinning about?” she asked, as he stopped outside the 

boarded-up premises of Florean Fortescue.  

 

Without answering her immediately, he pulled out the velvet pouch and 

withdrew a handful of money. “I have here a supplementary gift from your 

Head of House— seven Galleons—yours to do with as you wish. Her 

suggestion was for you to have a frilly dress. Conveniently, we are opposite 

Madam Malkin’s, who professes to have robes for all occasions, although I 

could quite easily list a few dubious occasions that they really do not cater 

for in the least. Anyway, I digress. You may use these Galleons to purchase a 

dress, frilly or otherwise, or you may use them in the shop next door.” 

 

Hermione turned to the right of Madam Malkin’s. Flourish and Blotts 

welcomed her with holly and fairy lights, their windows crammed full of the 

latest editions and new releases, teasing her, seducing her from across the 

crowded street.  

 

“Or,” Severus continued, “You may wish to spend some or all of your hoard 

in the shop next door to Flourish and Blotts—the stationery shop, Scribbulus 

Everchanging Inks.” He bent toward her until his lips brushed her ear. “Rolls 

of fresh, new parchment …” he whispered suggestively, “1997 homework 

planners … highlighter pens in over a hundred different colours ... self-sorting 

index cards … Colour-Change Ink … fancy Fwooper feather quills …” 

 

Hermione heard him chuckle as she grabbed the seven Galleons from his 

hand and bolted into the stationer’s.  

 

At a slightly more sedate pace, Severus crossed the street, his black cloak 

sweeping the cobbles, and followed her into the stationery shop. Although he 

tried to look stern, Hermione noticed that he had just as much excitement in 

his eyes as she did. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Christmas Eve at Hogwarts had a cosy, family feel, despite the fact they were 

inside of a large, rambling castle. After supper, Professor Flitwick had invited 
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Hermione, Luna and Severus to his office on the seventh floor for some 

‘Christmas cheer’. 

 

The fire in his office was blazing and the hearth was decorated with garlands 

of pine needles, fir cones, and red and gold tartan ribbon. Trixy was bustling 

about, plumping cushions and putting the finishing touches to the tiny 

Christmas tree that sat on the windowsill. 

 

Severus shed his outer layers and relaxed in an armchair by the fire in just 

his shirt and trousers. Hermione sat on a cushion at his feet, nursing a ginger 

ale and watching the flames flicker in the fireplace, as Filius hummed carols 

and used his wand to levitate a bowl of peanuts toward her. Luna helped 

herself to some lemonade and dipped her hand into the peanuts as they 

floated past. 

 

After a few minutes, Tonks joined them. Hermione was surprised to see her, 

and a little worried that her friend looked down in the dumps. After 

exchanging Christmas greetings, the Auror slumped down in the chair 

opposite Severus and let out a long, forlorn sigh. 

 

“What’s wrong?” Hermione asked, offering her the bowl of nuts. 

 

Tonks took the nuts and ate a handful, chewing on them thoughtfully. “I just 

finished my shift keeping watch in Hogsmeade,” she said at last. “Molly 

invited me to her house this evening, but I didn’t think I should—” 

 

“It’s probably wise,” interrupted Severus, sipping his drink. 

 

“Am I missing something?” Hermione asked, looking first at Tonks, and then 

at Severus. 

 

“It’s Remus,” Tonks explained, “He’s spending Christmas at The Burrow.” 

 

“Have you two had a fight or something?”  

 

Severus snorted.  

 

Trixy came alongside Tonks’ chair carefully carrying a steaming goblet of 

mulled mead. Hermione noticed the elf was holding what she thought was a 

napkin, but on closer inspection, was an embroidered hanky with the initials 

‘F.F.’ in one corner. 
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Tonks accepted the drink, and took a deep breath. “It’s not a fight exactly, 

Hermione, it’s—” 

 

But Hermione never found out what it was that Tonks was about to say. At 

that moment Professor Sprout burst into the room carrying a wireless. 

 

“Right, cheer up everybody!” cried the Herbology teacher. “The 

entertainment’s here and I don’t want to see another glum face until twelfth 

night. Do you hear me, Nymphadora?” 

 

Tonks nodded, and gave Professor Sprout a forced smile. 

 

Plonking the radio on Flitwick’s desk, Pomona twirled the tuning knob until 

she found the station she was looking for. “The highlight of the evening,” she 

announced, “Celestina Warbeck’s Christmas broadcast!” 

 

Severus groaned and rubbed a weary hand across his brow. “Drink up, 

Hermione, it’s time to go.” 

 

“Don’t be such a sour puss, Severus!” Professor Sprout called out as a jazzy 

number started playing on the radio. She spun around in delight, but stopped 

suddenly when she saw Hermione seated in front of the fire at Snape’s feet, 

leaning back against him. “What on Earth are you doing down there, Miss 

Granger?” she asked, looking slightly shocked and a little disapproving. 

 

Hermione started to sit upright, but Severus put a hand on her shoulder to 

keep her close to him. “Err, I was cold, Professor?”  

 

Pomona looked as if she was struggling to find this explanation plausible. 

“Then perhaps you should invest in a nice woolly jumper instead of that … 

what would you call that you’re wearing?” 

 

“A frilly dress,” Hermione replied. She fluffed the ruffled white cotton sleeves 

and fanned the long tiered skirt across the rug. The broad royal blue satin 

ribbon around her waist made her feel like either Alice in Wonderland, or a 

box of chocolates, she couldn’t quite decide. “It was a present from Professor 

McGonagall, but I think someone else may have chosen it … in a hurry.” 

 

Severus chuckled, but stifled the sound by taking another sip of his drink. 

 

“Very fetching it is, too,” Professor Sprout commented, but her words were 

drowned out by Celestina Warbeck’s high-pitched voice screeching through 
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the radio, causing the apparatus to whine.  

 

“Oh, come and stir my cauldron, 

And if you do it right 

I’ll boil you up some hot, strong love 

To keep you warm tonight.”  

 

Pomona was lost in the song and sat down on the chaise lounge, singing 

along and tapping her feet. Luna sat next to her and sang along, playfully out 

of tune. Filius put his fingers in his ears, but Trixy hummed along, adding to 

the din. Tonks seemed oblivious to the noise in the room. She stared down at 

her drink, stirring the froth in slow circles with her finger. 

 

Hermione smiled as Filius summoned some cotton wool balls out of his desk 

drawer and popped it into his ears. He gave her a wink and walked over to 

sit next to her by the fire.  

 

“Oh, my poor heart, where has it gone? 

It’s left me for a spell …”  

 

“Oh, good grief,” cried Severus, exasperated. “Who writes this nonsense?” 

 

Filius leant closer toward Severus and Hermione, whispering, “Pomona’s 

cousin, so be nice.” The little wizard raised his glass to Professor Sprout. 

“Wonderful song, delightful!” he shouted across the room. 

 

Pomona gave him a beaming smile and continued to sing along with the 

radio. Trixy was in the centre of the room doing a slow waltz, clutching 

Flitwick’s handkerchief as if it were the most precious thing she’d ever held. 

 

“… and now you’ve torn it quite apart 

I’ll thank you to give me back my heart.” 

 

Celestina ended her song on a very high-pitched note and loud applause 

issued from the wireless.  

 

“Is it over?” asked Hermione,  

 

Professor Sprout and Luna clapped enthusiastically, wiping tears from their 

eyes, although in Luna’s case Hermione suspected they were tears of 

laughter. Filius breathed a sigh of relief and took the cotton wool out of his 

ears. Severus had a long-suffering look on his face, very similar to the one 
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he wore when Neville Longbottom melted a cauldron.  

 

Trixy beamed at Flitwick. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Christmas day morning was bright and chilly. The grounds at Hogwarts were 

covered in a heavy frost that the sun couldn’t penetrate. 

 

Hermione awoke to the best Christmas present any girl could wish for—

Severus Snape sleeping in the bed next to her. His breathing was steady and 

deep, his hair was spread across his pillow, but a few stray strands still crept 

across his pale cheek. Hermione lay on her side, her elbow bent and her 

head resting on her upturned palm. She was about to move the hair from his 

face with her fingers, but couldn’t resist the temptation to tickle his nose with 

the ends of his hair. His nostrils twitched and he rolled toward her, muttering 

something incoherent.  

 

“Good morning, sleepyhead,” she whispered, placing a kiss on his forehead. 

 

He mumbled again, but this time wrapped his arm around her and pulled her 

closer. 

 

“I’m sorry,” she teased him, “is that Gobbledegook?” 

 

Severus opened his eyes, suddenly awake. “It’s Christmas day?” 

 

“Yes it is.” She kissed his cheek. “I never thought you’d be one to get excited 

by Christmas, Severus.” 

 

He sat up in bed. “Only when it coincides with the day we became wealthier 

than the Malfoys.” 

 

Hermione was suddenly wide awake too. “Oh do tell. The last of your plans 

had Professor Flitwick arrested for indecent exposure. I can’t wait to hear this 

one.” 

 

“It’s not a plan,” he explained, getting out of bed. “It’s a meeting at 

Gringotts at nine o’clock. We have an hour to dress, breakfast and get to 

Diagon Alley in time to meet our solicitor.  
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If Hermione didn’t understand what was going on, she certainly understood 

the need for punctuality. She jumped out of bed and just beat him to the 

bathroom. 

 

“So, why is this meeting on Christmas day, Severus?” she asked a little later 

as she finished brushing her teeth. “It’s a funny day for anyone to be having 

a business meeting.” 

 

“On the contrary,” he replied, poking his head around the bathroom door. He 

was half dressed and his hair was still wet from the shower. “Goblins work 

every day of the year. They wouldn’t spend a day sitting with their families 

eating and drinking, there’s no Galleon gained in gluttony.” 

 

She joined him in the bedroom, dragging a brush through her hair. “And the 

meeting is for what, exactly?” 

 

He opened the wardrobe and pulled out her business robes, tossing them on 

the bed. “Sleekeazy have made an offer for Vanity. They do every year, as I 

told you. This year I made it known I was adamant we weren’t interested in 

selling and they upped their offer by fifteen percent.” 

 

“That was crafty.” 

 

“I know,” he said smugly. 

 

Gringotts had authorised a Floo connection between Severus’ chambers and 

the bank for this special meeting. Hermione and Severus arrived with a few 

minutes to spare. They brushed themselves off and Hermione recognised the 

white marble floor of the entrance hall of the bank.  

 

A goblin stood guard next to the hearth, wearing a resplendent uniform of 

scarlet and gold. “Professor Snape and Miss Granger?” he enquired in a high, 

nasally voice. 

 

Severus nodded. 

 

“Follow me,” the goblin said, turning toward a set of silver doors, on which 

were inscribed the words: 

 

‘Enter, stranger, but take heed  

Of what awaits the sin of greed.  

For those who take, but do not earn,  
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Must pay most dearly in their turn.  

So if you seek beneath our floors  

A treasure that was never yours,  

Thief, you have been warned, beware  

Of finding more than treasure there. ’ 

 

Two more Goblins stood austerely on either side of these doors, opening 

them wide as Severus, Hermione and their escort approached. They passed 

through and into the main hall. This large chamber had a long counter with a 

hundred goblins, sitting on high stools, hard at work counting and weighing 

coins, writing in ledger books, and examining precious stones. Severus was 

right. Goblins did work on Christmas day. It was business as usual at 

Gringotts.  

 

There were many doors leading off of this main chamber, each guarded by a 

uniformed goblin. Some doors led to the narrow stone caverns, which lead to 

the vaults far below ground, others to places Hermione couldn’t begin to 

guess, but she had a feeling she was about to find out.  

 

Their guard took them to a door on their left. Outside, a goblin sat on a 

wooden chair, clutching a battered briefcase and swinging his legs nervously. 

As they approached he jumped down from his seat and rushed forward to 

Severus. 

 

“Professor Snape, I thought you would be late!”  

 

“Pull yourself together, Jaggers,” Severus replied, slapping the goblin on the 

back. “It’s three minutes to nine. Be a good fellow and ask for a five minute 

delay.” 

 

The goblin opened his briefcase and pulled out a battered file. “Not new 

instructions I hope, the other side may ask for us to reschedule.” 

 

 

“New instructions? No. And as for the other side rescheduling, I doubt it. 

They’ve been after this meeting for eight years. They’re too hungry to let it 

slip away from them now. I simply need the time for you to meet Miss 

Granger and run through the game plan.” 

 

At the mention of her name, Hermione stepped forward. The goblin, Jaggers, 

looked up from his file and gave her a scrutinizing stare.  
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“Hermione, this is our solicitor.” Severus announced. “Jaggers, this is Miss 

Granger, co-owner of Vanity.” 

 

They shook hands. Jaggers’ palms were cold and clammy, but Hermione 

gave him a warm smile and tried to ignore his nervousness. The goblin 

slammed his file shut, replaced it in his briefcase and headed through the 

door without another word.  

 

The guard held the door open for them and then led them into a small office. 

A highly polished oval table and four chairs were the only furniture in the 

room. A small window looked out onto Diagon Alley, but apart from that, it 

was businesslike and Spartan. 

 

Jaggers returned quickly and took a seat at the table, throwing open his file 

again. He spread out his papers and pulled a quill from his briefcase. “Sit 

down, sit down, if you please. We have a four minute extension for the client 

to meet their brief. Now, where shall we start?” 

 

Hermione sat opposite him, but Severus chose to remain standing. “Four 

minutes?” she asked him, surprised. 

 

“Goblin business doesn’t take niceties like meeting one’s counsel into 

consideration. Time is money,” Severus replied, keeping his eyes on Jaggers. 

 

“Time is money, time is money …” the goblin repeated as he shuffled his 

papers and made notes in the margins. “Miss Granger,” he said suddenly, “It 

says here that you were born on the 19th of September 1979, is that 

correct?” 

 

“Yes, that’s right.” 

 

“Which makes you seventeen years, three months and six days old.” 

 

“Um, yes.” 

 

“Then how is it you submitted a patent application for Vanity, a Hair 

Smoothing Potion, on the third of October 1977?” Jaggers finished asking his 

question and looked up at her. 

 

How indeed. “An excellent question, Mr Jaggers,” Hermione answered, 

stalling for time. 
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“And one we hope the other side does not ask,” Severus interpolated, 

rescuing her in the nick of time. 

 

“But Professor, there are other anomalies,” Jaggers continued. “Miss Granger 

became a co-owner of Pegasus Personal Products on the day of her birth. 

Effectively, you signed over half of your company to an infant to whom you 

had no connection whatsoever.”  

 

“Is there a law against that?” Snape asked abruptly. 

 

“No, but it’s highly irregular.” 

 

Hermione had a thought. She quickly did the mental arithmetic. “Mr Jaggers, 

I am an authorised user of the Time-Turner device. During my time as a 

student at Hogwarts, I used the Time-Turner to such an extent it added two 

hundred and seventy three days to my official age, that which is held in the 

Hall of Records at the Ministry.” 

 

“Making you eighteen years, three days old,” Jaggers replied, lightning fast. 

Hermione would have been impressed, if she hadn’t been trying to think her 

way out of trouble.  

 

“Add another fifty four days, there was a Time-Turner accident last summer,” 

she told him. 

 

Jaggers brought out another piece of paper, as he said, “Eighteen, one 

month, twenty six days. I fail to see how this is helping, Miss Granger.” 

 

“We’re ten months short,” Severus pointed out, placing a hand on her 

shoulder.  

 

“And it doesn’t explain how the two of you were engaged on the 7th of 

October 1977.” He handed them a copy of their betrothal notice from the 

Ministry Hall of Records. 

 

A knock on the door broke the silence that had fallen on the room. Their time 

was up, and they had to face Sleekeazy with a company history as woolly as 

field of sheep the day before the shearer came to call. Hermione grasped at 

the only straw left. “What if it was my birth year that was wrong, what if I 

were born in 1959?” 

 

“The goblins will check, Hermione, they check everything, as you just 
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witnessed,” Severus replied. 

 

“But they can’t check on Christmas day, the Ministry of Magic is closed, as is 

Somerset House. If Sleekeazy are as desperate to buy as you say, then they 

will agree to our terms no questions asked, won’t they?” 

 

“Jaggers?” Severus referred the question to the solicitor. 

 

“It might, I mean, it could work. If they are willing to accept that your birth 

certificate is incorrectly replicated in their file and any agreement we reach is 

deemed irrefutable … but that means from this moment on you are thirty-

eight, with your Time-Turner age added on. You must not forget.” Jaggers 

packed the file in his briefcase and stood up. 

 

“It’s our only option,” Hermione agreed. 

 

They stood at the door, pausing only while Jaggers reminded them that he 

would be answering all direct questions and any comments or questions of 

their own should be made through him. As they nodded their understanding 

he opened the door and followed the guard down the hallway into another 

room on the opposite side of the corridor.  

 

Severus guided Hermione through the door, dipping his head to whisper 

gently in her ear, “If you’re a thirty-eight year old, I do believe I just became 

your toy-boy.” 

 

Hermione tried to smile, but her nerves got the better of her. Time seemed 

to stand still as they walked along the corridor, toward the meeting room, 

and their impending meeting with Sleekeazy. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

 

Artwork by Pigwig. 

 

 

Chapter 23 – Spenlow and Sweedlepipe 
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Hermione walked the short distance along the corridor to the meeting room 

with her head down, avoiding the gaze of the goblins standing guard outside 

of each doorway. She concentrated on the interlacing pattern of the Wilton 

carpet runner at her feet, trying to delay the inevitable. She was so nervous 

lying about her age and the way in which she had applied for the patent, that 

she almost lost her nerve entirely. Confessing everything seemed to be the 

only possible option to rid herself of this guilt. She would offer Sleekeazy her 

sincerest apologies, throw herself at their mercy, and pay back every Sickle 

Vanity had ever made. 

 

Walking into the meeting room she stopped and glanced up. To her surprise 

the board of Sleekeazy were all goblins—ugly, wrinkled, angry looking 

creatures that looked down their long noses disapprovingly as she and 

Severus took their seats. Jaggers was already seated between them, sorting 

out his paperwork and tucking his wire-rimmed spectacles over his pointed 

ears.  

 

The large polished table could have easily seated twenty people. At one end 

sat an elderly, bald goblin with a long, white feather quill poised in his 

wrinkled hand. He waited for them to get comfortable before he spoke. “Are 

we ready?” he asked in a sharp, screechy voice that grated on Hermione’s 

nerves like fingernails being dragged down a blackboard.  

 

“We are,” Jaggers replied curtly. 

 

The elderly goblin continued, “As the representative of Gringotts, I am here 

to conduct these proceedings. For those of you that do not know me, I am 

Spenlow, chief negotiator for the bank.” He glared at Hermione as he spoke. 

“For Pegasus Personal Products we have the owners, Professor Severus 

Snape and Miss Hermione Granger, hereafter known as the vendors—

represented by Jaggers.”  

 

Their solicitor nodded.  

 

“For Sleekeazy, we have their board of directors.” Spenlow pointed the soft 

end of his quill at each goblin in turn. “Bazzard, Dedlock, Gradgrind and 

Podsnap, hereafter known as the purchasers. They will be represented by 

Sweedlepipe.  

 

Bazzard wrinkled his nose at Hermione, and she realised she had been 

staring, but it was quite hard not to stare. He was a short, squat little goblin 

with tufts of brown hair sticking out of his nostrils, and was wearing a 
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pointed leather hat on his head. She glanced to his left. Dedlock was 

fidgeting, rearranging his spectacles, squinting at her with his dark, slanted 

eyes. Sweedlepipe sat in the centre, opposite Jaggers, and was watching his 

counterpart carefully. Gradgrind, a younger goblin with very pointed ears, 

was reading documents over Sweedlepipe’s shoulder. Finally, there was 

Podsnap. Between his hairy ears he was wearing a conical hat decorated with 

sparkling stars. Hermione could just make out his matching waistcoat 

showing from underneath a smart tailored jacket. He alone of the five goblins 

was smiling from across the table. 

 

All thoughts of confessions and paying back Sickles went out the proverbial 

window. These hard-nosed businessmen didn’t look the sort to give you the 

steam off their cauldron, except perhaps Podsnap, who seemed to be gazing 

at invisible lacewing flies fluttering around the room. Hermione was reminded 

of Luna, and decided not to take his absent-mindedness at face value. 

 

“… all stock, assets and holdings including ‘Snape Mill’, packaging, 

distribution, research and patents,” Spenlow was reading out the sale 

particulars. “Existing retail rights worldwide. Trading names ‘Vanity’, 

‘Neptune’, and all subsidiaries.” 

 

Jaggers nodded and ticked each item off of his list. 

 

“Offices in Spice Island, ‘Neptune House’, and a six berth Sunseeker yacht, 

‘The Heir of Hufflepuff’.” 

 

Hermione was intrigued by the mention of a yacht. She glanced over at 

Severus, whose facial expression changed from surprised to angry. There 

was only one Hufflepuff with access to the Pegasus chequebook—Davy 

Gudgeon. 

 

“No boat,” sneered Sweedlepipe. His eyes narrowed as he stared at Jaggers. 

 

It occurred to Hermione that goblins were probably not very keen on sailing. 

The disparaging looks on the faces of Dedlock and Gradgrind spoke volumes 

for their opinion on seafaring. Podsnap just continued to gaze vacantly. 

 

Jaggers turned to Hermione, who shrugged her shoulders; she had no idea 

about the yacht, this was the first time she’d heard of it. When he turned to 

ask the same silent question of Severus, he received a nod in response. 

Jaggers sneered back at Sweedlepipe. “No boat,” he confirmed. 
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Both solicitors scratched a line through their list of sale particulars, as did 

Spenlow, squinting as he did so. “Are there any other alterations?” 

 

Sweedlepipe spoke again. “No staff,” he said flatly. 

 

Severus whispered urgently in Jaggers’ ear.  

 

“Agreed,” replied Jaggers. 

 

The goblins were looking pleased with themselves. Both of their requests had 

been readily accepted. The sale was going their way, and they knew it. 

 

“However,” Jaggers added, “compensation will have to be made to the 

employees, and that will have to be reflected in the sale price.” 

 

The Sleekeazy delegation mumbled to each other and passed a piece of 

parchment back and forth. Bazzard took out his quill and wrote a figure on 

the document in red ink, before passing it to Sweedlepipe. 

 

The solicitor read the parchment and then tucked it quickly away under his 

file. “Twenty-seven million, three hundred thousand Galleons is our offer.” 

 

Jaggers laughed. 

 

Snape sat back in his chair and crossed his arms. Hermione mimicked him 

and tried to look unimpressed.  

 

“Thirty-five million, and don’t waste our time,” Jaggers snapped. 

 

Bazzard’s parchment must have given some leeway to negotiate, because 

Sweedlepipe continued, “Twenty-nine, and not a Knut more.” 

 

“Wait a moment,” a soft voice said from the end of the table. All heads 

turned to look at Podsnap, who was staring at Hermione. “Before we go any 

further and my colleagues spend all of my Galleons, I would like to know how 

it is this young lady, who appears to be no older than my breeches, can be 

the one to have applied for the original Vanity patent twenty years ago. Her 

actions put my research on hold, and I was expecting today to meet a 

Potions maker of many years’ experience, not an adolescent.” 

 

So, Podsnap was the man behind Sleekeazy. His Galleons, he’d said, his 

research. The dour entourage were no more than hirelings.  
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“I discovered Vanity Hair Smoothing Serum during my fifth year at 

Hogwarts,” she replied, breaking the agreement to speak only through 

Jaggers. “My Potions master was an amazing man, a perfectionist who 

desired nothing less than one hundred percent in everything his students 

produced. He was an excellent mentor who believed in toughening up his 

protégée with cutting comments, sarcastic jibes and caustic wit. His tenacity 

made me a first rate Potions maker and I owe him everything. Vanity would 

have never been more than a theory if it had not been for Professor S-.” 

 

Snape sat up straight in his seat and looked smug. 

 

“Slughorn.” 

 

Snape deflated. 

 

“As for my perceived age, my appearance is a testament to the effectiveness 

of Vanity anti-ageing cream,” she continued. “I don’t wish to know how old 

your breeches are, but I am thirty eight, Mr Podsnap.” 

 

Dedlock glared viciously at her. He pulled a copy of Witch Weekly out from 

under the table. On the cover was a moving picture of a toothy witch 

pointing her wand at a large sponge cake. Hermione recognised this issue, 

and wanted the Gringotts vaults to open up and swallow her. 

 

Seeing how uncomfortable it was making her, Dedlock took his time flicking 

through the magazine until he found the page he was looking for. Under a 

large colour picture of Harry was the headline, HARRY POTTER’S SECRET 

HEARTACHE. 

 

“Deprived of love since the tragic demise of his parents, fourteen year old 

Harry Potter thought he’d found solace in his steady girlfriend at Hogwarts, 

Muggle-born Hermione Granger,” Dedlock read in a high, screechy voice. 

“This article is only two years old. How is it that a woman in her thirties was 

the love interest of a schoolboy?” 

 

Snape sat forward and leant across the table. “Hermione was my fiancée 

when those lies were written. I can assure you she has never been in a 

relationship with anyone else.” 

 

Dedlock carried on reading, regardless. “Miss Granger, a plain but ambitious 

girl, seems to have a taste for famous wizards that Harry alone cannot 
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satisfy. Since the arrival at Hogwarts of Viktor Krum, Bulgarian Seeker and 

hero of the Quidditch World Cup, Miss Granger has been playing with both 

boys’ affections.” 

 

Hermione kept her head down. This was worse than when Severus had read 

the article out in class. 

 

“And here we have a quote from a Pansy Parkinson, ‘… she’ll be well up to 

making a Love Potion, she’s quite brainy and I think that’s how she’s doing 

it’.” Dedlock closed the magazine and slammed it down on the table. 

 

“Oh, that Miss Granger,” Severus contemplated softly, as if he’d just realised 

who it was the article was about. “Yes, she’s dreadful—an insufferable brat, a 

know-it-all of the highest order. She’s stolen from my personal stores, set 

fire to my cloak, and did indeed dance the night away at the Yule Ball with 

Viktor Krum.” He spat the name out venomously. “An entirely different Miss 

Granger from the young lady seated at this table. You wouldn’t dream of 

behaving in such a way, would you, dear?” He leant back and turned his 

head toward her with a look of innocence.  

 

“Certainly not, the mere suggestion, Severus … ” 

 

Sweedlepipe pulled two pieces of parchment out of his file and read through 

them quickly. “Are you saying that this is a different Miss Granger than the 

one born in September 1979, currently a student at Hogwarts?” 

 

Jaggers cleared his throat. “Unlike goblins, wizards and witches can 

sometimes share names. It is not an unusual occurrence.” 

 

Bazzard muttered, “How very bizarre.” 

 

Hermione was relieved to see Podsnap was no longer staring at her, but at 

Jaggers. 

 

“If we could get back to business,” Spenlow suggested, looking at his pocket 

watch. “I believe we were considering an offer of twenty nine million?” 

 

“They were offering—we weren’t considering,” Jaggers argued. “The mill has 

an unused floor, room to expand. Sales growth is twenty two percent, that’s 

nineteen percent above inflation. The Portsmouth property has increased in 

value by ten percent every year for the past six years, and the demand for 

designer toiletries has never been higher.” 
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Sweedlepipe drew breath to reply, but Podsnap held up his hand and stopped 

him. “Thirty three, and that’s my final offer—take it or leave it. And I want to 

keep Sunshine. She’s amazing at marketing and an asset to the company, an 

enchantress in my opinion.” 

 

“The offer is thirty three million Galleons,” repeated Spenlow. “Vendors, do 

you accept?” 

 

Everyone in the room was silent. 

 

Hermione watched Severus carefully. He looked at Podsnap, assessing him. 

He then turned to Jaggers and nodded. 

 

“We accept,” replied Jaggers, reverently. 

 

Spenlow picked up a small gavel from the table and knocked it sharply 

against its block. “Pegasus Personal Products—sold for thirty three million 

Galleons to Sleekeazy. The transfer of funds will be immediate. To whose 

vault are we transferring, and in what quantity?”  

 

“Ninety percent to be transferred to Miss Granger’s Vault, number 152,” 

Severus told him. “The remainder to my own vault, after the bank’s fees 

have been subtracted, of course.”  

 

Hermione was stunned. She assumed the money would be split in half—they 

were equal partners, after all. And Gringotts’ fees had her quite baffled. What 

was the going rate for a half an hour with grumpy goblin on a public holiday? 

 

After a brief shaking of hands with the board of Sleekeazy, Jaggers led 

Hermione and Severus back into the corridor. The guard goblin who had 

escorted them earlier was there waiting for them. “This way,” he ordered 

matter-of-factly, and marched off down the corridor. 

 

They followed, but Hermione wasn’t really paying much attention to where 

she was going. She was feeling such a strange mixture of emotions. On one 

hand she was sad to see Vanity go. It had been her creation, something she 

was very proud to have been a part of. But at the same time she also felt 

excited that their parchment assets were now converted to real gold. The 

whole of the wizarding world was now open to them; they could go 

anywhere, do anything they wished. It didn’t seem real —it was like a dream. 
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After re-entering the main hall of the bank, they were led through another 

door and ushered into a wheeled cart where a small goblin carrying a lantern 

was waiting for them. 

 

“Where to?” squeaked the little creature. 

 

Severus answered, “152.”  

 

The cart started to move. Slowly at first, gathering speed as the track sloped 

downwards. The narrow stone passageways were lit by torches that flickered 

as they sped past. Jaggers was talking to the small goblin, calling him 

‘Griphook’, exchanging pleasantries as if they were doing nothing more than 

having a sedate stroll in the countryside. Griphook used a long wooden stick 

attached to the side of the cart to pilot them down the narrow gauge tracks 

into the catacombs under the bank. Hermione closed her eyes as the feeling 

of queasiness from the speeding cart threatened to make her sick. They 

swerved sharply left and then came to a sudden stop. Hermione opened her 

eyes. 

 

“Vault 152,” Griphook announced as he jumped out of the cart and picked up 

his lantern.  

 

As Hermione’s eyes adjusted to the gloom, she was startled to see in front of 

her vault a line of carts full of gold Galleons. 

 

Griphook tapped his fingers against the lantern impatiently. “Your key?”  

 

Severus would not be hurried. He slowly stood and climbed out of the cart, 

leisurely pulling a large bronze key from his pocket. He turned to help 

Hermione to her feet as the little goblin walked to the door and unlocked the 

vault. A small army of goblins appeared, jumping out of the carts in front, 

and started to unload the gold. There were so many piles of Galleons being 

carried into her vault that Hermione was dazzled by their brightness. She 

turned her face into Severus’ cloak and held on to him for support.  

 

“You did well today, Jaggers,” she heard him say. “Forward your bill to me as 

usual.” 

 

“Yes, thank you,” Hermione added sincerely, lifting her head from the black 

cloak and smiling at the goblin.  

 

Putting an arm around her, Severus gave Hermione an affectionate squeeze. 
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“Miss Granger,” he whispered softly. She looked up at him. “Your O.W.L. 

project last year, what grade did I give you?” 

 

“An ‘E’, Professor,” she whispered back. “You gave me eighty one percent.” 

 

“When we get back to Hogwarts I’m changing your grade to an ‘O’,” he told 

her. “Congratulations, you have just been awarded ninety seven percent. 

That is the highest grade I have ever given a student.” 

 

“Hold on.” She pulled back from him. “My project nets thirty three million 

and I get ninety seven percent? What happened to one hundred?” 

 

“Tsk tsk, Miss Granger. Thirty five million is the requirement for attaining full 

marks. You should try a little harder next time. A little less jasmine added at 

the final stage, perhaps?” he replied with a smirk. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

The fifth of January was cold, and brought with it a flurry of snow. Sadly, it 

was the last day of the Christmas holidays. Hermione walked along the edge 

of the lake wrapped in her warmest cloak, a woolly hat, and wearing the 

gloves Molly Weasley had knitted her for Christmas. She picked her way 

carefully along the path, trying to find her way through the deepening drifts. 

The large flakes fell into her eyes and nipped at her cheeks.  

 

The past two weeks had gone by so quickly. After leaving Gringotts on 

Christmas day, they had strolled together down a deserted Diagon Alley, 

talking about the implications of their new wealth as they enjoyed the 

twinkling Christmas lights. Well, she enjoyed the lights. Severus would have 

probably rather have blasted them apart, the old Scrooge. 

 

The day after Boxing Day, Severus called one final meeting for the 

employees of Pegasus Personal Products, effectively telling them they were 

to be made redundant. Except for Sunshine, who seemed unsurprised by the 

news that she alone would be retained by Podsnap. Sheri had cried. 

Chartreuse threw down her quill and stormed out, but not before calling 

Sunshine a ‘goblin-lover’. Davy and Gigi both stared disbelievingly as 

Severus gave them the news. They just held hands. Eventually Gigi smiled, 

shrugged her shoulders and let out a sigh, resigning herself to her new 

‘unemployed’ status. 
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Everyone received two years gross salary as recompense, except for 

Gudgeon who was told he could ‘keep his stupid boat’ by Severus, who added 

it was fair compensation for all his years of hard work. He was right, it was. 

The yacht was worth a fortune. 

 

For Christmas, Hermione had given Professor Flitwick six Pygmy Puffs she 

had bought at Weasley’s Wizard Wheezes, during her shopping trip to Diagon 

Alley on Christmas eve. She hoped they would in some way replace the 

fairies Professor McGonagall had eaten earlier in the year. The tiny wizard 

was delighted. He clapped his hands together in glee and found a nice soft 

cushion for them to play on. 

 

Hermione had also given a Pygmy Puff to Trixy, hoping that the elf would ask 

to keep hers with Professor Flitwick’s, thereby giving her a good excuse to 

visit him every day. This plan worked; in fact Trixy became Filius’ personal 

elf by the New Year. All seemed well with her friends and Hermione was 

happy. 

 

The Hogwarts Express would be returning later today bringing the students 

back for the spring term. For their security, Harry, Ron and Ginny would be 

using a specially authorised Floo connection from The Burrow to Professor 

McGonagall’s office to return to school. When the Headmaster had given her 

this news, and a letter to give to Harry immediately upon his arrival, 

Hermione was reminded of the very real threat that she and her friends lived 

under. Lord Voldemort was still out there, waiting, biding his time until he 

struck again. Severus’ decision to sell Vanity had been a good one. 

Manufacturing a product line called ‘The Dark Mark’, an aftershave for Death 

Eaters, would not have been her idea of fun. If Voldemort did prevail, then it 

was much better to have your Knuts where you could grab them—and 

quickly, if necessary. 

 

Her time alone with Severus over Christmas had been wonderful, but she 

was still a student and had to apply herself to her remaining eighteen months 

of studying for her N.E.W.T.s. It was all very well being one of the richest 

witches in the wizarding world—she could probably buy Malfoy Manor and 

turn it into a youth hostel for Muggle-borns without even seeing a noticeable 

dent in her fortune—but her wealth would never come before her education. 

Toward this end, for the past few days, she’d spent increasingly more time 

on her own, catching up on her homework. The Library had become her 

second home again, and with Severus spending the last three days preparing 

for lessons, she really didn’t think he had even noticed her absence. It was 

probably for the best. 
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She wiped the snow off of a large round boulder, sat down and looked across 

the lake. A small shiver ran down her spine as she recognised the view. She 

was sitting in the exact spot where she had sat with Severus in 1977, on 

Halloween. He had been a seventeen year old then, asking her what he 

would be like when he was older. ‘Am I rich?’, he’d asked her. The answer 

was now, ‘Yes, Severus, you are very rich’. With ten percent of Vanity’s sale 

price in his vault, he was one of the wealthiest wizards around, and certainly 

the richest Defence Against the Dark Arts teacher Hogwarts had ever seen. 

Even Gilderoy Lockhart couldn’t boast as big a fortune as Snape had 

accumulated.  

 

Hermione had questioned Severus about his only taking ten percent. He’d 

answered that he had received a more than fair price for the mill, and 

payment for his work over the last fifteen years. He had also said it was safer 

to have the gold in her vault, as he would never be sure what to expect as 

long as the Dark Lord could call him a servant. This reminder of Voldemort’s 

hold over her life had upset her, and was probably another reason why she’d 

taken to walking around the lake that morning. 

 

It was about half an hour later that she got the feeling she was not alone. 

Glancing around, she fingered the wand inside her pocket, but on seeing no 

one there, she turned back to the lake and concentrated on the small sounds 

around her.  

 

The whispering of the heather was her only warning. Before she could react, 

he was upon her. Wrapping his arms about her, he knelt down, holding her 

tightly. His long black cloak fell on either side of hers as he lowered his lips 

to her neck and gently kissed a trail up toward her ear. 

 

“Here you are,” he whispered. “When I couldn’t find you in the Library, I 

began to worry. There are books there that require reading, and you’re out 

here without even one of them. Are you quite well?” 

 

She stroked his hand reassuringly. “Quite well, yes. I just needed time to 

think, and you were busy preparing for lessons.” 

 

“An onerous task, which I have now successfully completed. I am ready to 

battle dunderheads, dimwits and dunces from now until the beginning of 

June.” 

 

He moved his lips from her ear and kissed his way along her cheek, 

positioning himself at her side in order to more easily reach her lips.  
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She kissed him back, but slowly and without passion. 

 

He pulled back from her, his face incredulous. “Is there something the 

matter?” 

 

She shook her head. “Nothing really, it’s just my fears for the future. For 

you, mainly, but also for Harry, and Ron … ” 

 

Snape released her and looked across the lake. “We’ll never know what the 

future holds, Hermione, whatever Sibyll Trelawney might preach. We can 

only guess and prepare accordingly. At least now we have the funds to 

change our lot, should the worst happen.” 

 

“Yes,” she agreed mischievously, “if the worst should happen, you have the 

Galleons and the knowledge to open a small apothecary shop in Hogsmeade. 

You could spend your days preparing homemade potions, instead of teaching 

those dunderheads you mentioned.” 

 

Severus stared at her as if she had just insulted him. “Are you mad, girl? 

Who would buy anything from me, and why the hell would I want to do 

something like that? I’d get so bored that within a week I’d poison the 

village!” 

 

Hermione laughed, placating him by taking his hand in hers. “Whatever 

would make you happy, Professor. You could be the infamous Hogsmeade 

poisoner, and I’d still love you.” 

 

In the distance the unmistakable whistle sounded, heralding the return of the 

Hogwarts Express. “And so our holiday comes to an end,” he commented. 

“And for all my delaying of the inevitable, the time has come to ask 

something of you.” 

 

Hermione was puzzled. “Ask something?” 

 

Severus turned to look at her. “Hermione, there was something Minerva 

wanted me to ask you, and I have to agree she’s right in this instance.” 

 

“Oh?” 

 

“But, as you say, my future is uncertain, indeterminable. These are unstable 

times we live in, and I fear the worst is yet to come. However, I will not be 



 358 

deterred. I wish, that is to say, I would like for us to become formally 

engaged again. If you will have me, that is. Hermione, will you marry me?” 

 

She was stunned, shocked into silence. He seemed to become nervous the 

longer her silence stretched. She said the first thing that came into her head, 

“Are you asking me because I’m rich?” 

 

He smiled. “Undoubtedly. You’re the most eligible single witch of my 

acquaintance. The fact that I have loved and been faithful to you for nearly 

twenty years has nothing to do with my asking you at all. No, I just want to 

see the inside of your vault again.” 

 

“Well, Severus, as you put such a romantic scenario before me I can hardly 

refuse you, can I?” 

 

“Are you accepting my offer?” he asked her. 

 

“I am.” 

 

He wrapped his arms around her again and pulled her toward him. They 

kissed again, fervently this time. His lips warmed the wintry chill that had 

seeped through her skin. His tongue traced heated lines over her lips before 

delving inside her mouth. Their breath came in steamy puffs, obscuring the 

world around them. All of their worries were pushed aside, forgotten. Nothing 

mattered—they were untouchable at that moment. Whatever life threw at 

them, whatever devious plan Lord Voldemort had up his slippery sleeve, it 

didn’t matter. They both relished in their newfound warmth; not just the 

physical comfort, but the strength they gave to each other. Whatever the 

future held, Hermione and Severus knew they would face it together. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

She’d run all the way from the lake. Her excitement almost verged on 

jubilation and it spurred her on to run all the way to the seventh floor.  

 

She was engaged. This time Severus had actually asked her. There had been 

no bogus History of Magic project, no lies about being Muggle-born; this time 

it was for real.  

 

As she turned the corner by the statue of Lachlan the Lanky, she could see 

her friends waiting outside the Portrait Hole. Harry, Ron and Ginny were 
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arguing with The Fat Lady. 

 

“Harry! Ginny!” she called, racing up to them.  

 

They turned toward her. Ginny in particular gave her an odd look, and she 

realised that they were probably wondering why she was out of breath and 

shouting excitedly. 

 

“I just got back a couple of hours ago,” she lied. “I’ve just been outside 

visiting Hagrid and Buck—I mean Witherwings.” She paused to draw breath. 

“Did you have a good Christmas?”  

 

“Yeah,” replied Ron, “Pretty eventful, actually. Rufus Scrim—” 

 

Hermione thought Ron was about to regale her with the story of her knocking 

Scrimgeour over at the Ministry. She interrupted him, “I’ve got something for 

you, Harry,” she said quickly, remembering the letter from Dumbledore. “Oh, 

hang on— password. Abstinence.” 

 

“Precisely,” said the Fat Lady in a feeble voice. She swung slowly open and 

allowed them entrance. 

 

“What’s up with her?” Harry asked as they clambered through into the 

common room. 

 

“Overindulged at Christmas, apparently,” Hermione answered. “She and her 

friend Violet drank their way through all the wine in that picture of the 

drunken monks down the Charms corridor. Anyway—” she said, changing the 

subject. She really didn’t want Harry to suspect she had spent the majority 

of the Christmas holidays at Hogwarts with Professor Snape. Neither did she 

want him to find out she’d dressed as a Death Eater and rampaged through 

rural Wiltshire. 

 

She delivered his letter to him, a small scroll with the Headmaster’s writing 

on it.  

 

“Great,” said Harry, reading the letter. “I’ve got loads to tell him—and you. 

Can we sit down for a minute?” 

 

At that moment there was a loud squeal of “Won-Won!” Lavender Brown 

came hurtling out of nowhere and threw herself into Ron’s arms.  
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Hermione laughed and grabbed Harry’s arm. “Come on,” she sniggered, 

“there’s a table free over there … coming, Ginny?” 

 

“No thanks, I’m meeting Dean,” Ginny replied, looking around for her 

boyfriend. 

 

Once Harry was sitting with her at the table, he seemed awkward. “How was 

your Christmas?” he asked. 

 

“Oh fine, nothing special,” she responded, as vaguely as she could. “How was 

it at Won-Won’s?” 

 

“I’ll tell you in a minute. Look, Hermione, couldn’t you and Ron patch things 

up?” 

 

She let out a weary sigh. “It was the Fat Lady that drank a vat of wine, 

Harry, not me. Now, what was it you wanted to tell me?” 

 

He moved in closer and lowered his voice. “The last night we were here, at 

Slughorn’s party …” 

 

“Yes, what about it?” 

 

“I followed Snape and Malfoy. They went off together into a classroom.” 

 

Hermione almost said, ‘I know’, but she stopped herself in time. 

 

“I heard things, Hermione. Snape was offering to help Malfoy with 

something. He said he’d promised Malfoy’s mother to protect him, that he’d 

made an Unbreakable Vow.” 

 

Hermione’s thoughts were in turmoil. Why hadn’t Severus mentioned this to 

her? Why was she excluded from this vital piece of information? It was 

entirely possible that he’d said what he did to get more information from 

Draco, whom she knew Severus suspected of planting the cursed necklace on 

Katie Bell. She voiced her opinion. “Harry, don’t you think—” 

 

“—he was pretending to offer help so that he could trick Malfoy into telling 

him what he was doing?” 

 

Hermione was relieved that he thought the same way. “Well, yes.” 
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“Ron’s dad and Lupin think so too. But it definitely proves he’s up to 

something, you can’t deny it.” 

 

So, Severus was considered to be acting in the right way by the people that 

mattered—the Order. As for Draco, Harry was right. “No, I can’t deny it. He’s 

up to something,” she agreed. 

 

“And he’s acting on Voldemort’s orders, just like I told you!” 

 

“Did either of them mention Voldemort’s name?” she whispered. 

 

“I’m not sure,” Harry replied after a few moments thought. “Snape definitely 

said ‘your master’—who else would that be?” 

 

Hermione bit her lip. “His father?” She stared across the room, wishing this 

conversation with Draco had never taken place. Hearing Severus refer to 

Voldemort as ‘master’ made her feel ill. This was the part of his life she hated 

and wished she could magic away. She was the richest witch of her age, but 

all the money in Gringotts couldn’t sever the ties Severus had with the Dark 

Lord, or stop the dangerous spying he undertook. Harry was staring at her. 

She cleared her throat, and asked, “How’s Lupin?” 

 

Harry told her that Remus was on a mission among the werewolves. As he 

talked, Hermione could only think of Severus and how she would be asking 

him about this Unbreakable Vow he’d made to Narcissa Malfoy. Tonight, she 

was stuck in Gryffindor Tower, having returned to sleep in her dorm room for 

the sake of appearances. But as soon as she could, she would confront him. 

 

“Oh yeah,” Harry’s words interrupted her thoughts. “On Christmas Day I had 

a row with Rufus Scrimgeour …” 

 

And the rest of the evening passed amicably, with both of them verbally 

abusing the Minister for Magic. 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 24 – The Three Ds 

  

Two days later, she was hurrying across the snow-covered courtyard toward 
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Greenhouse Three. Wrapping her scarf tightly about her neck, she pulled her 

bag to her chest, in an effort to keep out the sub-zero wind chill.  

 

“Hermione, wait up!”  

 

Turning around, she saw Harry running toward her, his boots making heavy 

footprints and throwing a trail of powdery snow behind him. 

 

“I have something to tell you, it’s important,” he gasped, grabbing her by the 

arm. “Last night I had another meeting with Dumbledore, and he showed me 

something really weird.” He lowered his voice cautiously. “It was a memory. 

Professor Slughorn, he was a lot younger, when he was Head of Slytherin 

House. He was having a conversation with Tom Riddle.” 

 

Hermione couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “He showed you WHAT?”  

 

“Shhhhh!” Harry took her arm and led her away from the group of first years 

that had stopped to stare. “It wasn’t complete. In the memory Slughorn’s 

hiding something. It looked like he’d erased some of the information and 

Dumbledore has told me to, well, ask him to give me the memory again—un-

tampered with this time.” 

 

“He must be determined to hide what really happened if Dumbledore couldn’t 

get it out of him,” she whispered urgently. “Tell me everything. What’s it all 

about, what are they doing?”  

 

“Voldemort—Tom Riddle—he was asking Slughorn about Horcruxes. Have 

you any idea what they are?” 

 

Hermione racked her brain. “Horcruxes … Horcruxes … I’ve never heard of 

them …” 

 

“You haven’t?” 

 

“Well, a crux is another name for the constellation more commonly known as 

the Southern Cross. Adjacent to Centaurus and Musca …” she mused, 

desperate to solve this riddle. Harry just stared back at her blankly. “Oh, for 

goodness sake, don’t you ever pay attention in Astronomy?” 

 

“I don’t need to, Hermione, I have you to do that for me,” he told her with a 

smile. “So, do you think this has something to do with the stars?” 
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“I don’t know,” she replied thoughtfully. “It seems an odd question to ask a 

Potions master. Are you sure he didn’t say Hyraxes?” 

 

“I don’t think so, no. The memory became fuzzy afterwards, but that part 

was clear. Horcruxes—I think. What’s a Hyrax? Has it anything to do with 

Potions?” 

 

“No, it’s a kind of squirrel-like rodent, a woodchuck? It’s a long shot, I know, 

but it’s the closest I can get to a definition without researching the Library.” 

 

“Um, Hermione,” Harry pulled a face, “I don’t think Voldemort would be 

interested in furry rodents, do you?” 

 

Hermione considered this possibility. “Well, he likes to stay close to Wormtail 

… but no, you’re right. He can hardly take over the wizarding world with an 

army of ground squirrels, can he?” She paused, and thought quietly to 

herself for a moment. The snow started to penetrate her boots and her feet 

were feeling numb with cold. Not knowing what a Horcrux was irritated her. 

She stamped her feet in frustration, which helped revive her frozen toes.  

 

“Horcruxes … ” she said at last. “Hmm, they must be some sort of really 

advanced Dark Magic, Harry. I think it’s going to be difficult to get the real 

memory from Slughorn. You’ll have to be very careful how you approach 

him—we need to think out a strategy.”  

 

“Ron reckons I should just hang back after Potions this afternoon and ask 

him.” 

 

Hermione sighed. Sometimes boys could be so stupid and painfully 

predictable. “Oh, well, if Won-Won thinks that, you’d better do it. After all, 

when has Won-Won’s judgement ever been faulty?” she asked tersely. 

 

“Hermione, can’t you ask Slughorn for …?” 

 

“No!” she told him bluntly, cutting him off.  

 

There were times Harry asked too much of her. She’d helped him do his 

homework, followed him to a skirmish at the Ministry, played a life-sized 

game of wizard chess without complaint, but she was not going to ask her 

ex-Head of House for a memory that he guarded so fiercely he wouldn’t even 

relinquish it to the Headmaster.  
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Hermione was getting fed up with having to think for three people; when she 

did offer her advice, it was ignored. Angry, she turned away and stormed off 

to Herbology, ploughing a path through the ankle-deep snow. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

After lunch, she went in search of Severus. Running up the stairs to his office 

carrying both her heavy book bag and the cauldron she would be needing for 

Potions class later that day nearly gave her indigestion, but it didn’t matter. 

Too many questions were buzzing around in her mind for her to delay 

speaking to him any longer. 

 

His classroom door was locked; she had to bang loudly against it with her 

fists before he answered. Opening the door a crack, he peeked out at her 

cautiously. 

 

“Miss Granger …” he whispered affectionately, looking over her head to see if 

they were being observed.  

 

Laura Madley and a group of Hufflepuff third years walked past, chattering 

loudly. Severus stepped back into the shadows, unobserved; Hermione 

looked down, pretending to be rummaging in her bag, looking for something.  

 

When the girls were out of sight, she whispered, “Coast’s clear.”  

 

The door opened, and she slipped inside. 

 

Immediately his arms wrapped around her, and his soft lips placed delicate 

kisses upon her neck. His smell—crisp new parchment and his intoxicating 

body aroma that she would recognise anywhere—enveloped her, making her 

delightfully giddy. 

 

“Severus,” she murmured. “We haven’t got long and…” 

 

“No, we haven’t,” he whispered, silencing her with a languid kiss. 

 

She tried to push him away, but he took her actions as playful and pulled her 

firmly toward him. For a moment she gave in, relishing his kiss, before her 

mind took control of her body once more and she tried to push him away. "I 

want," she said pointedly, "to talk to you."  

 



 365 

"Talk away," he murmured as his lips moved across her skin. He left little 

warm trails down her neck as his nose nuzzled her ear, and a soft sigh 

brushed against her skin.  

 

"Severus, you’re not listening to me!" She tried to pout, but it was rather 

hard with his insistent body pressed against hers.  

 

"Every word," he mumbled, his fingers fumbling with the hem of her shirt.  

 

"Every word, what?" Hermione asked impatiently, pursing her lips.  

 

"Hmm? I mean, I'm listening to your every word."  

 

It was clear he wasn’t listening to her at all. Hermione could think of only one 

way to get his attention. “Harry-heard-you-speaking-to-Draco-Malfoy. He’s-

got-your-old-Potions-book-and-he-has-to-find-out-about-Horcruxes,” she 

blurted out without drawing breath. 

 

That sobered Severus quicker than a slap in face with a wet Niffler.  

 

Still holding her around the waist, he looked down at her, puzzled. “Start at 

the beginning,” he said, releasing her. Gesturing her to sit, he folded his 

arms, giving her his full attention. 

 

She told him everything. How Harry had heard about an Unbreakable Vow, 

how his old textbook was in her friend’s possession, and how Harry had to 

acquire a memory about Horcruxes from Professor Slughorn. When she’d 

finished, Severus was quiet, thoughtful.  

 

Hermione let the silence hang between them. At last she spoke. “Severus … 

this Vow …” 

 

“I was drunk!” he snapped defensively. “One evening last summer I had a 

few too many glasses of wine. This was during the time I was forced to have 

Pettigrew stay with me at my mother’s house.” He started pacing the floor. 

After a moment he sighed and turned to face her. “Hermione, I was 

melancholy that night. I was thinking only of you, of all the years I had 

waited … then there was a knock at the door, and Narcissa Malfoy appeared 

with Bellatrix Lestrange trailing behind her.” 

 

“Oh, you told me they’d come visiting,” Hermione added lamely. 
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“A visit? A plea to look after that brat son of hers, more like!” he shouted. 

Taking several deep breaths, he calmed himself down. “In my alcohol-

induced haze, I found myself making an Unbreakable Vow.” 

 

“What did you promise in this Vow?” 

 

“I don’t actually remember the details,” he told her quietly. “Bellatrix was out 

for my blood that night. She challenged my loyalty as a Death Eater. For the 

sake of the Order, I had to think quickly and lie through my teeth.” 

 

“And how does Draco fit into all of this?” 

 

“Narcissa, as dramatic as ever, threw herself at my feet and begged me to 

keep an eye on him while he was at school. It didn’t seem a hard thing to 

agree to, but, as the Vow was being made, she asked me to ‘carry out the 

deed the Dark Lord had asked Draco to perform’.” He quickly held up his 

hand to stop Hermione’s question. “No, I have no idea what that task is. I 

played along, pretended I knew, as I did with Draco himself on the night of 

the Christmas party. I am still watching him closely, trying to find out.” 

 

“And what about your Advanced Potion-Making book?” Hermione asked him. 

“Harry is out-performing everyone in the class thanks to your added notes.” 

 

“Well, he would be,” Severus reasoned. “There’s years of research written on 

those pages. How very typical—that cheating little oik can only shine when 

he’s copying from another. How on earth did he get the book in the first 

place?” 

 

“It was in your old classroom, in a corner cupboard. Professor Slughorn lent 

it to Harry during his first lesson, back in September. He was supposed to 

give it back once he got his own but …” 

 

“You’ve known about this since September?” 

 

“I tried to tell you, a number of times. I’ve also tried to get him to give the 

book back. Other than his excelling in Potions, it’s not exactly harmful, is it?” 

 

“That depends.” Severus looked worried. “Is Horace following the Potions 

N.E.W.T. syllabus to the letter?”  

 

She shrugged in response. He sighed and rephrased his question. “Was your 

last lesson a double period on poisons? The first week of the spring term 
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should be poison composition theory followed by a practical lesson on their 

antidotes.” 

 

“Yes, on Monday he lectured on Undetectable Poisons and the control of 

noxious substances.” 

 

“In which case we have a problem,” he said flatly. “If Potter does indeed 

have my old text book in his possession and studies it in today’s class, he will 

be reading about more than just antidotes.” 

 

“Why? What does it say?” 

 

Severus sat down at one of the desks. He stared blankly, as if he were 

remembering something. “It was 1977; we were in the Library together. I 

was scribbling notes on my book while revising Golpalott’s Third Law for my 

upcoming N.E.W.T., and my mind wandered to you.” 

 

She walked over and sat down at the desk next to him. “What did you 

write?” 

 

“Thermogenic, tempestuous minx. Febrile I become in your presence, my 

Hermione.” 

 

“Oh.” 

 

“Exactly.” 

 

“Do you think he will understand?” she asked 

 

“Possibly not, but dare we take the risk? He may very well not understand 

the wording, unless he also has my copy of Roget’s Thesaurus tucked away 

in his schoolbag. But I fear even that dunderhead will understand the word 

Hermione.” 

 

“What can we do?” she implored. “I’ve already tried to get the book back 

from him.” 

 

“We prepare ourselves, forge a plan,” he declared resolutely. “I believe we 

have certain skills at our disposal, namely your ability to jump ahead of the 

rest of the class by knowing the day’s subject inside out. I suggest you 

display your knowledge to its finest in today’s Potions lesson, find an 

opportunity to separate yourself from Potter, and clear the book of all the 
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writing on that and any other page you can.” He turned around to look at 

her. Placing a hand on her shoulder, he gazed into her eyes meaningfully. 

“You not only have to shine in this class, Hermione, you have to sparkle with 

magnificence.”  

 

He stood up abruptly and flicked his wand at the blackboard. Words 

magically appeared in white chalk, as if written by an invisible hand. 

 

‘Golpalott’s Third Law states that the antidote for a blended poison 

will be equal to more than the sum of the antidotes for each of the 

separate components.’ 

 

Severus’ tone and his manner shifted, his classroom persona overriding that 

of the lover. “Learn it, word-for-word, just as you have done in the past. And 

we will have you ready to perform the practical flawlessly as well. Place you 

cauldron on the desk, we have work to do.” 

 

Hermione did so, setting her scales next to her cauldron, placing her wand 

within easy reach. She sat at the desk and prepared to receive the 

impromptu lecture. Severus bent down and opened a cupboard at the back of 

the classroom, bringing out a dusty tray of small, unmarked bottles. He lifted 

them up, one after the other, holding them up to the light, shaking them, 

studying their contents. At last he was satisfied and returned the tray, 

retaining a small brown innocuous looking bottle with a tarnished metal 

stopper.  

 

Striding confidently toward her, he set a simmering flame under the cauldron 

before he’d even reached the desk. Opening the bottle, he emptied the 

contents into the cauldron, peering speculatively at the gloopy liquid as it 

started to bubble at the edges. 

 

“Golpalott is informing us that a blended poison, that is to say, one that is 

brewed from more than one ingredient, in each and every instance, will 

require an antidote that will have the same or a higher number of 

components than were used to brew the poison itself. In order to find the 

antidote, we must first establish which core ingredients were initially used. 

This first stage is the most important part – watch carefully.” He picked up 

his wand and held it over the cauldron.  

 

‘Specialis revelio!’ 

~o0o~ 
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Forty minutes later, Hermione was in the dungeon classroom sitting next to 

Ernie Macmillan. So far this year they had been sharing a table with Ron and 

Harry, but today she’d shuffled round nearer to the Hufflepuff Prefect in 

order to observe Harry better and get ahead of him once Professor Slughorn 

started the lesson. 

 

“What have you done wrong?” Ron asked. Both boys watched as she 

unpacked her cauldron at the other end of the table. 

 

Harry leant over toward her, but before he could say anything, Professor 

Slughorn asked for quiet and the lesson began. “Settle down!” he called over 

the chatter. “Quickly now, we have lots of work to do this afternoon. 

Golpalott’s Third Law, who can tell me …” 

 

Hermione was ready. “Golpalott’s Third Law states that the antidote for a 

blended poison will be equal to more than the sum of the antidotes for each 

of the separate components.”  

 

“Precisely!” Slughorn cried, beaming at her. “Ten points to Gryffindor. Now, if 

we accept that Golpalott’s law is true …” 

 

To her delight, the rest of the class seemed lost as their professor talked 

about blending, un-blending, sourcing and separating. 

 

“And so,” he summarised, “I want each of you to come up here and take one 

of these phials from my desk. You are to create an antidote for the poison 

within it before the end of the lesson. Good luck and …” 

 

Hermione didn’t wait to hear the end of his speech. She was out of her stool 

and halfway across the classroom. 

 

“… don’t forget your protective gloves.” 

 

She grabbed the nearest phial and was walking back to her desk just as 

Harry, Ron and Ernie were standing up. Without pausing, she withdrew her 

wand from her sleeve, waved it over Harry’s textbook, opening it to page 

118, Golpalott’s Third Law. Briefly, she saw Severus’ barely legible scribble, 

before casting a non-verbal ‘Evanesco’.  

 

Nothing happened; the spell didn’t seem to be working. She leant casually 
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against the desk, placing the tip of her wand on the page, drawing a circle 

around the words. ‘Tergeo!’ she thought with all her might. The ink was 

drawn into her wand, siphoned off, leaving only a slight, shadowy 

discolouration. 

 

Quickly, she returned to the other end of the desk, leaving his book open. 

She flicked her wand and set her cauldron to simmer. Her protective gloves 

were pulled on and the poison decanted just as the boys appeared. 

 

“All right, Hermione?” Ernie asked, returning to his seat.  

 

She gave him a quick smile, before looking up at Harry. He was looking at his 

book, a nonplussed expression on his face.  

 

“It’s a shame the Prince won’t be able to help you much with this, Harry,” 

she told him smugly. “You have to understand the principles involved this 

time. No short cuts or cheats!” 

 

“Are you sure the Prince doesn’t have any tips?” she heard Ron ask quietly. 

 

Harry looked up to see where Slughorn was before replying. “Nothing,” he 

said gloomily. 

 

Hermione was delighted. Their plan had worked. She waved her wand 

enthusiastically over her cauldron, casting Scarpin’s Revelaspell just as 

Severus had taught her. The poison separated, but not into three parts as 

the earlier one had done. To her horror, it split into ten. 

 

Determinedly, she prepared ten crystal phials. This was going to be very 

hard work indeed. 

 

The smell of rotten eggs filled the classroom as Golpalott’s Third Law 

confused most of the students, causing them to create sludgy messes as 

their poisons reduced down in their cauldrons. Ernie was doing all right; he 

glanced over now and again to make sure he was mimicking her step-for-

step. Harry, she was delighted to see, had given up and was flicking 

desperately through Severus’ book. 

 

All of a sudden, a look of understanding came over Harry’s face. He stood up 

and sauntered to the supply cupboard on the other side of the classroom. 

Hermione kept an eye on him, nearly singeing her hair as she leant too near 

the fire under her cauldron. She jumped back, using her wand to cut away 
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the burnt hair, and wiped the end of her nose with her hand, causing a dark 

smudge. Whatever scheme Harry had in mind, he had succeeded. Returning 

to the table, Hermione saw a very pleased expression on his face. There was 

nothing she could do, except carry on bottling her antidotes. The clock was 

against her and she was sure she had picked the most complicated poison 

from their professor’s desk. 

 

“Time’s … UP!” called Slughorn. Hermione tried to cram a few more 

ingredients into her antidote as their teacher started to make his rounds of 

the other students’ cauldrons.  

 

Professor Slughorn came to their table last of all. He sniffed Ernie’s cauldron, 

nodding his head in satisfaction. Ron’s congealed mess almost made him 

sick; he backed away quickly and then moved to stand in front of Harry. 

“And what do you have to show me, my boy?” 

 

Shaking slightly, Harry stretched out his hand and uncurled his fist. To 

Hermione’s horror, she saw a shrivelled stone in his palm … 

 

Just shove a bezoar down their throats. 

 

The words Severus had written the day they had sat together in the Library. 

Hermione remembered his pleased expression, so very amused with his little 

joke. 

 

“Well done, well done!” Slughorn roared. “A bezoar would certainly act as an 

antidote to all of these poisons. That’s exactly the sort of independent spirit a 

real Potions-maker needs. Another ten points to Gryffindor for your sheer 

cheek!” 

 

Hermione glared at Harry from across the table. “And you thought of a 

bezoar all by yourself, did you?” she asked through gritted teeth. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

A few days later, having searched the Library, Hermione was no nearer 

finding out what Horcruxes were, what they did, or what you should do if one 

approached you late at night in a dark alley. Should you invite one for tea or 

Avada it and ask questions later? 

 

Severus was still non-communicative on the subject. He didn’t want to help 
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her, saying that Horcruxes were among some of the Darkest Magic in 

existence. Hermione, therefore, had gone to extreme measures and stolen 

one of his books from the top shelf in his office.  

 

And that was how Harry found her—poring over a ‘borrowed’ book, frustrated 

at the lack of information that was available on the subject.  

 

“I haven’t found one single explanation of what Horcruxes do!” she told him, 

exasperated. “There isn’t a single explanation in the Library, including the 

entire Restricted Section.” 

 

Harry sat next to her. He looked as disappointed as she was but not nearly 

as flummoxed. 

 

“Not a single one!” she continued. “I’ve been right through every book I 

could lay my hands on. I’ve even searched in the most horrible books, where 

they tell you the most gruesome potions—and found nothing!” 

 

She showed him the book she was reading. “All I could find was this, in the 

introduction to Magick Moste Evil—listen—‘of the Horcrux, wickedest of 

magical inventions, we shall not speak nor give directions.’ Well, why 

mention it, then?” she asked impatiently, slamming Severus’ book shut; it let 

out a pained, ghostly wail. “Oh, shut up!” she snapped, and stuffed it back 

into her bag.  

~o0o~ 

 

 

On the morning of Saturday, the first of February, all sixth years made their 

way excitedly to the Great Hall for their first Apparition lesson. Hermione, 

walking in with Harry, was delighted to see Severus standing on the 

platform, alongside the other Heads of House. He was looking down wearily 

at the students, as if they had the potential to be more of a liability than 

usual. 

 

Forming a group at the front of the Hall, they were addressed by a small, 

pale wizard with wispy hair that looked as if he’d been blown in by the 

breeze. Hermione wondered if he was actually there, or an image projected 

from outside of the castle. The little man held up his hand for silence. 

 

“My name is Wilkie Twycross,” he announced in a squeaky voice, “and I shall 

be your Ministry Apparition Instructor for the next twelve weeks. I hope to 
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prepare you for your Apparition test in this time …” 

 

“Malfoy, be quiet and pay attention!” barked Professor McGonagall suddenly. 

Everyone turned around to look at Draco who had been whispering to Vincent 

Crabbe. Uncharacteristically, he blushed and stepped away from his friend. 

Hermione snapped her head back to Severus, who was giving Malfoy a very 

stern stare. 

 

“… by which time you may be ready to take your test,” Twycross finished. 

“Now, as you know, it is usually impossible to Apparate or Disapparate within 

Hogwarts. Due to the recent heavy rain waterlogging the grounds here at the 

school, the Headmaster has lifted this enchantment, solely within the Great 

Hall, for one hour, so as to enable you to practise. Now—I would like each of 

you to place yourselves so that you have a clear five feet of space in front of 

you.” 

 

Bewildered, Hermione watched as Harry moved determinedly away from her, 

without a word, as if she had insulted him. “Harry,” she called quietly, 

“where are you going?” 

 

“Don’t worry about him,” whispered Severus as he approached her. He held 

her arms and moved her into line with the other students. Gently, discreetly, 

he stroked her upper arms with dextrous, teasing fingers. “Get this right and 

we can have so much more fun …” 

 

Then, in a swirl of robes, he was off, marshalling the other students, as were 

Sprout, McGonagall and Flitwick, who were making sure each of their charges 

had at least the required five feet of space in front of them. Hermione was 

amused to see the Ravenclaws had positioned themselves right at the front 

of the Hall, in full view of the instructor. The Slytherins were stalking at the 

back, with Severus manhandling them into line. The Hufflepuffs and 

Gryffindors mulched about in the middle with Professors Sprout and 

McGonagall fussing them into straight lines. Susan Bones stood on 

Hermione’s left. She returned the smile Susan gave her, and then turned to 

face front, just as the Heads of House shouted for quiet and Twycross, 

holding up his wand, gave his next instruction. 

 

“Thank you. Now then …” With a flick of his wrist an old fashioned wooden 

hoop appeared in front of each student. “The important thing to remember 

when Apparating are the three Ds!” Twycross told them. “Destination, 

Determination, Deliberation!” 
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Destination, Determination, Deliberation, Hermione repeated over and over 

in her mind. 

 

“Fix your mind firmly on your destination, in this case, the inside of your 

hoop.” 

 

Hermione stared at her hoop, narrowing her eyes until she saw hoop, only 

hoop, nothing but hoop. 

 

“Focus your determination to occupy the visualised space. Let your body 

yearn to enter it …” 

 

She wanted to be in the hoop and the first in her year to successfully 

Apparate. Severus was watching her—she didn’t want to look stupid. Hoop, I 

see only hoop, I am one with my hoop. 

 

There was silence in the room as Twycross gave his next instruction. “When I 

give the command, turn on the spot, feeling your way into nothingness, 

moving with deliberation. On my command, now … one … two … THREE!” 

 

Hermione thought determinedly of her hoop, turned on the spot with 

deliberation, felt her way into nothingness, tripped over her own feet and 

landed in a heap on the floor. Embarrassed, she glanced about the room. 

Ron had fallen over as well, as had Neville who had collided with Dean. 

Seamus, along with many others, was staggering, struggling to regain his 

balance. Feeling slightly mollified, she got to her feet and tried to ignore 

Severus’ undisguised mirth as he watched her. His shoulders bobbed up and 

down as he chuckled. Quickly, he covered his mouth with his hand, 

transforming his laugh into a dry cough. 

 

“Never mind, never mind,” said Twycross dryly. “Straighten up your hoops, 

we shall try that again.” 

 

The second attempt was no better than the first. On the third, Hermione 

managed to stay upright, but stayed solidly corporeal, despite her most 

deliberate determination. 

 

On the fourth attempt there was a terrible screech of pain. She spun around 

to see Susan Bones wobbling in her hoop, her left leg still standing five feet 

away where she had started. Before Hermione could cry out, Severus had 

swept past her, his wand poised. Professors Flitwick and Sprout quickly 

followed and surrounded Susan. There was a loud bang and a puff of purple 
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smoke, which cleared to reveal Susan sobbing, reunited with her leg but 

looking horrified. 

 

“Splinching,” Twycross intoned, “or the separation of random body parts, 

occurs when the mind is insufficiently determined. You must concentrate on 

your destination, and move, without haste, but with deliberation … thus.” 

 

He turned in a graceful circle and disappeared, reappearing at the back of the 

Hall. “Remember the three Ds,” he said, “and try again.” 

 

Hermione did try. She tried so hard, but all she managed to do was more 

pirouettes than the Bolshoi Ballet and send her stupid hoop skidding across 

the room. Susan bravely made another attempt after about half an hour of 

being spoken to calmly by Professor Sprout. No one, however, managed to 

Apparate even an inch during that entire first class. 

 

Finally, Wilkie Twycross called it a day and Vanished the hoops with a wave 

of his wand. “Until next week, everybody!” he called, walking the length of 

the Hall. “And remember, Destination, Determination, Deliberation!” 

 

The students filed out of the Hall, exchanging details and discussing their 

first Apparition class. Just as Hermione was about to commiserate with 

Susan, she felt a hand brush the small of her back. Turning her head, she 

saw Severus give her a pointed look over his shoulder as he walked past her 

and out into the Entrance Hall. 

 

Following, she got caught up in the bottleneck at the doorway, but just 

caught a glimpse of him mounting the stairs to the first floor, again looking 

briefly over his shoulder at her. Content she had seen him, he faced forward 

and continued up the stairs. 

 

“I think I felt something on that last try,” she heard Ron say. He was 

discussing his Apparition attempt with Harry, just ahead of her in the crowd. 

“It was a tingling sensation in my feet …” 

 

“I expect your trainers are too small, Won-Won,” she said good-naturedly as 

she pushed past them, trying to keep up with Severus. 

 

The first floor was deserted. The rain had abated and some of the students 

were venturing outside for some fresh air. A handful of Gryffindors, including 

Harry, were chatting at the bottom of the stairs. She looked around, but 

Severus was nowhere in sight. Leaning over the banister, she saw the 
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Slytherins disappearing into the dungeon corridor. Sweeping her eyes to scan 

the first floor landing again, she still couldn’t see Severus and lifted her eyes 

upwards in defeat.  

 

That’s when she saw him. Leaning over the fourth floor banister was 

Severus, not looking at her, but at the students dispersing in the Entrance 

Hall. Quickly, Hermione raced to the staircase that would take her to the 

second floor. She ran as fast as she could, only just managing to jump clear 

before the staircase decided to move. She ran along the second floor 

corridor, ignoring the grumblings of the portraits as she sprinted up the 

staircase to the third floor. Here she glanced up. Severus was still leaning on 

the banister, watching the Slytherins intently as they dawdled on their way 

back to their common room.  

 

Taking her opportunity to catch up, Hermione hurtled up the next flight of 

stairs and ran past the Library and into the corridor where Severus would be 

waiting. 

 

Except he wasn’t there. 

 

“Peevesy likes to chase and wail, who’s Granger got upon her tail?” 

 

The mischievous Poltergeist whizzed past Hermione, nearly knocking her 

over. “Get lost!” she shouted at him, but that did nothing but wind him up 

further. 

 

“Ooh, the ‘ickle’ Gryffindor’s got the hump! Humpy bump bump,” he teased, 

floating on his back with his arms folded. 

 

Hermione pulled out her wand and directed it at him, threateningly. Peeves 

smiled back at her, not perturbed in the least. He swooped down again, 

ruffling her hair and laughing at her.  

 

A door creaked open and Severus appeared. “Peeves, come here!” he 

demanded. 

 

The Poltergeist looked sheepish as he drifted over to receive his punishment.  

 

“I have a task for you,” Severus told him. “You can put your little pranks to 

good use … for once.” 

 

Peeves looked delighted. 
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“I have something to show Miss Granger,” Severus continued, “You will guard 

this door and make sure no one passes. Is that clear?” 

 

Hermione walked forward. Peeves was nodding empathically. Severus 

gestured for her to follow, and together they slipped inside the narrow 

doorway. 

 

They were in a corridor—a dark, narrow passageway that Hermione had 

never been in before. She kept close behind Severus, using her hands to feel 

her way. The stones of these walls had a mossy, unkempt feel to them. 

Wherever they were, it was not a place used very often.  

 

They turned right, and Severus opened a door into a large, cavernous room. 

There was light only from a narrow slit window high above their heads, what 

light there was reflected on a large mirror standing alone in the empty room. 

It cast an eerie blue glow on the grey stone walls and floor.  

 

Severus leant back against the door. “The Mirror of Erised,” he told her, 

“recently restored to its rightful home.” 

 

Hermione felt a chill move up her spine. She shivered. Walking slowly up to 

the mirror, she stretched out her hand, tracing the intricate pattern of its gilt 

frame. “It shows only your heart’s true desire,” she whispered. 

 

“And what do you see, Hermione?” Snape purred. 

 

She stood squarely in front of the mirror. Her image shimmered, altered 

slightly, until it reflected back a smiling duplicate of herself standing in her 

best school robes. She had long, flowing, wavy hair and was taller than her 

real self. Hermione looked the image up and down, until she noticed it was 

holding tightly to a scroll. Her reflection unrolled the scroll and beamed as it 

read the parchment. Slowly, it looked up at her and turned the scroll around 

for her to read. It was notification of her N.E.W.T. results—nine subjects, all 

with the grade ‘Outstanding’.” 

 

“Do you see me?” Severus asked subtly. 

 

“Y … yes,” she answered. 

 

“You don’t seem so sure …” He walked over to stand next to her, also looking 

into the mirror.  
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Hermione heard him take a deep breath and release it slowly. She turned to 

look at him. Tentatively, he unbuttoned the cuff of his left sleeve, pushing 

the material up to the crook of his elbow. Showing the mirror his forearm, he 

slowly turned it, viewing it from different angles. “It’s not there,” he said 

softly. 

 

She looked down at his arm. The Dark Mark was still visible, like a fading 

tattoo. She delicately touched the spot. “It is there, my love. What you’re 

seeing is not real, but a false image of yourself and what you wish could be 

true.” She rested her head against him.  

 

“I know,” he said curtly, pulling down his sleeve. “Neither do I have long, 

silky hair or an Order of Merlin, First Class.” As he spoke, his fingers brushed 

at an invisible medal on the breast of his jacket.  

 

Hermione turned him around to face her. “Have you visited the mirror 

before? Recently, I mean?”  

 

“I moved it here for The Headmaster last night, I …” he stopped and looked 

longingly toward the mirror.  

 

“Severus!” Hermione warned. “It’s not real. This is real …” She held his face 

in both her hands and guided him until their lips met. Hesitantly, Severus 

returned her kiss, his eyes darting back to the mirror, before Hermione 

pressed fully against him, moulding herself to his body, demanding his 

attention.  

 

Severus opened his mouth against hers, parting her lips. His tongue delved 

into her mouth with abandon, rendering Hermione delightfully breathless. He 

claimed her with his kiss, and as her body melted against his, she 

relinquished all control.  

 

Her fingers clutched desperately at his hair, tugging at his scalp—wanting 

more. While his hands wandered over her body, sliding down her sides, 

brushing at her hips, he pulled her tightly against him until she could feel his 

growing arousal pressing firmly into her navel.  

 

A wave of heat and desire washed over her as his hands slid beneath her 

blouse, his fingers warming her skin from the chill of the room. Severus 

pulled back from her a little, and Hermione sighed at the loss of contact, but 

as he made quick work of the little buttons on her blouse, she became 
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inclined to forgive him.  

 

He turned her around in his arms, facing her away from him, towards the 

mirror. Her eyes closed involuntarily as he pressed firmly against her back. 

His hands glided up her torso, separating the thin cotton fabric and exposing 

her breasts to the cool air. He stroked her nipples, his thumbs gently 

exploring the pebbled buds, and spoke silkily in her ear, “Open your eyes, 

Hermione. Tell me what you see.” 

 

She did what he asked. There, in the mirror, was an image that caused her 

to gasp in surprise. No longer was she watching the perfect student; it was 

quite different. 

 

Severus, still massaging her breasts, lowered his lips to her ear. As he 

nibbled the flesh of her lobe, she felt his breathing increase to a rapid 

rhythm. She shivered with anticipation as his warm breath tickled the 

sensitive skin behind her ear with each exhalation. 

 

She was losing herself. The press of his erection firmly in her back, his gentle 

hands and warm, passionate lips made her tremble. Tilting her head back 

against his chest, she released a groan. 

 

“I want to know,” he asked again, before his lips dipped down to kiss and 

tease the nape of her neck tenderly. “What do you see?”  

 

Hermione forced her eyes open once more. “I see … I see us—here, in this 

room. We’re … we’re on the floor, lying on your robes, we’re ….” She flushed 

slightly, partly out of arousal, partly out of embarrassment at having to say it 

out loud. “… on your cloak, we’re making love. You’re … you’re talking to me 

and I’m … I’m enjoying it.”  

 

He held her hips firmly, keeping her in place, all the while teasing her 

shoulders with his kisses. “You want me to talk to you? To tell you how 

absolutely divine it feels to be buried deep inside of you?” She felt his breath, 

hot against her flesh. 

 

“Mmm mmm.” She reached up with both hands, desperate to touch him.  

 

“I shall take that as affirmative.” There was amusement in his voice. 

 

“What … what do you see?” Hermione barely managed to ask. 
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He stilled, and met her eyes in the mirror. “I see us, as we are now. We’re 

naked, and you’re whimpering with pleasure in my arms.” 

 

“Oh ... is that all?” she replied, slightly disappointed.  

 

He looked at her curiously. “What would you have me see?” 

 

To be honest, Hermione wasn’t sure what Severus’ greatest desire would be 

at that moment. She tried to placate him. “I meant, do you not see anything 

I could be doing for you?” 

 

“I don’t need the Mirror of Erised to show me … ” Severus’ voice drifted off 

for a moment as he released the various fastenings on her trousers. He leant 

over her shoulder and glanced down. “Wednesday?” 

 

“Yes,” she whispered. 

 

“For a young lady who is normally so very organised, your underwear is 

really quite erratic.” He slipped his fingers inside of her trousers, tracing the 

embroidery on her knickers. “I certainly hope you were paying attention to 

Mr Twycross’ words today,” he continued. “There was some invaluable 

information that could well be used beyond his meaning—that we should go 

over again,” Severus said with a chuckle. “You really were rubbish at 

Apparition today.” 

 

Hermione would have been more than slightly embarrassed by his teasing if 

it weren’t for the fact that his fingers were now pushing her ‘days of the 

week’ knickers down to her knees, taking her trousers with them.  

 

“What information would that be?” Hermione barely breathed, as his fingers 

slid back up the insides of her thighs.  

 

“Destination,” he whispered, stoking an upward line between her thighs. 

 

“Determination.” He pulled her tightly against him. Hermione squirmed, 

closing her eyes against the sensation—desire for his touch to be where she 

needed it most. 

 

“Deliberation,” Severus pronounced the word slowly in her ear. His fingers 

moved nearer and nearer her waiting folds. “Fix your mind firmly on your 

destination, in this case, the smooth, soft body of your lover.”  
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Hermione shivered as he stroked her skin, teasing her outer lips with his 

fingertips. 

 

“Focus your determination to occupy the visualised space,” Severus 

continued to quote, his voice a bare whisper. He was far more captivating 

than the transparent Mr Twycross could ever be. Severus rocked them 

together with a gyration of his hips. “Let your body yearn to enter it …” 

 

“Yearn …” she repeated. Oh, she was yearning all right. 

 

Slowly, Severus’ fingers entered her. Her knees weakened as his other hand 

moved up her body and across her chest, supporting her. He reached out, 

teasing one nipple, while the thumb of his other hand stroked her clit.  

 

His mouth returned to her neck, nipping at her skin, soothing it with his 

tongue. Hermione forced her eyes open and looked in the mirror once more. 

She saw them, precisely as they were at that moment—an exact reflection. 

This was it; her heart’s desire—Severus and herself together.  

 

She could see Severus’ hands pleasuring her body, his lips pressing against 

her skin, his dark eyes filled with desire. Captivated, her peripheral vision 

blurred and she lost track of her surroundings. Slowly, she felt her orgasm 

building, creeping up from her toes. Her head fell back against his shoulder, 

relying upon him totally to keep her upright.  

 

“When I give the command, quiver on the spot, feeling your way into 

ecstasy, moving with deliberation.” He paused for a moment, increasing the 

pressure against her hard nipples and erect clit, until Hermione was 

practically trembling in his arms. “On my command, one… t-” 

 

Hermione writhed against his hand, pushing herself into him. “Two …” She 

moaned, desperate to feel his warm lips against hers. 

 

“Three!” she gasped, unable to wait any longer. Waves of pleasure engulfed 

her body, her inner muscles clamping down around his fingers. Severus 

pushed his hips forward as she arched away from him. 

 

He held her closely, rubbing his cheek against the bare skin of her back. 

“Now we have fulfilled my desire,” Snape whispered, his warm breath 

soothing against her skin. “I believe it’s time you receive the same.” 

 

She sighed as he slid his fingers from her. If that was Severus’ idea of 
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fulfilling his fantasies, she was willing to help him out anytime he liked. His 

hands left her completely for a moment as he unfastened his cloak. 

Hermione had trouble finding her legs and relished in the deep laughter that 

rumbled through his chest as she fell back against it.  

 

Tossing his cloak to the ground, Severus eased Hermione down on to it. He 

muttered something. Hermione looked around to see him placing his wand 

back in his pocket. The ground beneath his robes gradually softened—it felt 

like a real bed. 

 

“Cushioning Charm?”  

 

“Naturally,” he replied, satisfied. “At my age it’s so much better.”  

 

“Oh, you youngsters are always moaning,” she rejoined, “wait until you’re a 

decrepit thirty-eight year old, like me.” 

 

“If you do much more Time-Turning, you really will be thirty-eight,” he 

muttered under his breath. 

 

Hermione had shrugged off the rest of her clothes while she chuckled at 

Severus, and when he turned to face her, he said again, “Much better.”  

 

He started to kiss her neck again, but something was bothering her and she 

needed clarification.  

 

“Severus,” she started to ask hesitantly, “when we first came into the room 

and I looked into the mirror, I didn’t … I didn’t see us together. I saw me 

holding my N.E.W.T. results.” 

 

“Were they good?” he asked playfully. 

 

“Superb,” she told him, smiling, “I pulled back my Defence grade to an ‘O’, 

which was a credit to your excellent teaching.” 

 

“Of course.”  

 

“I see you are as arrogant as ever!” 

 

He shrugged. “I’m merely stating a fact.”  

 

She lost her smile. “So, when I looked into the mirror, why didn’t I see us 
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together?” 

 

He reached up and pulled her down to him, nestling her in to lie against his 

lean chest. “Because the mirror will show you what you want but do not 

have. You have me, therefore you saw something different—exam results, 

apparently—you are a singular girl.” 

 

She moved her head, tilting slightly to look at him. His dark eyes glittered 

down at her, full of pride and undisguised affection. “I really do have you?” 

she asked. 

 

He kissed her forehead. “You have me.” 

 

 

Chapter 25 – Poison and Promises 

  

February moved toward March with no change in the weather, except that it 

became windy as well as wet. The lights from the castle shone brightly as 

dusk fell, casting faint false shadows from the two figures that walked 

together in step across the school grounds. 

 

“Severus, pause for a moment. I’m not as young as I once was.” 

 

Turning, Snape looked at the Headmaster, wincing slightly as the aged man 

drew deep, ragged breaths. 

 

Straightening up, Albus’ face became resolute. He stepped forward and 

patted his companion on the shoulder. “No need to look so concerned, dear 

boy, I’m not done yet. Not quite yet.” 

 

They walked together in silence. Severus slowed his step, fixing his gaze on 

the greying embers of dusk on the western horizon. As the light faded, the 

forest lost its definition, and the trees melded into a solid black mass. The 

eerie screech of an animal on the hunt, or being hunted, broke the moment 

and both men turned instinctively, following the path toward the 

gamekeeper’s hut. 

 

“I must broach a delicate matter, Severus.” 

 

He didn’t answer, but this was a conversation Severus had been expecting. 
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Early evening walks far away from prying ears were not usually without 

purpose. 

 

“I’ve lived a long and fulfilling life, my boy. I’ve made some decisions that 

were the right ones to make, others … not so.” 

 

Severus looked at the Headmaster questioningly. He knitted his hands 

together and stayed silent, letting the old man speak. 

 

“The vow you made to Narcissa, have you told Hermione the details?” 

 

“Headmaster, I could not. I told her I was somewhat incapacitated at the 

time and couldn’t remember.” 

 

Albus slowly nodded his head in agreement. He removed his glasses and 

wiped them on the feathery tip of his white beard. “It’s for the best. The time 

draws out and I fear that young Mr Malfoy will soon make his move—and 

when he does, we must be ready. Please understand, I’m quite content to 

live out my days, however short my remaining time may be. I merely wish to 

ensure that should this situation come down to being taken and tortured by 

Death Eaters, to die at the hands of a misguided youth or have a friend end 

my suffering, sparing the boy … well …” 

 

“You would never be captured. I’ve seen you fight your way out of more 

demanding situations than that,” Severus assured him. 

 

“Do not overlook how frail I’ve become.” Albus raised his withered hand to 

illustrate his point. “I’m tired, Severus, so tired.”  

 

Snape turned, and regarded his companion. His eyes were weary; glazed and 

inflamed.  

 

“It is my belief that he is not beyond redemption,” the Headmaster 

continued, as if renewing an old internal monologue. “We will do what we 

must to prevent him becoming a murderer.” 

 

Severus, trying to be detached and dispassionate, agreed. “We must.” 

 

“Therefore, you must prepare yourself. I would ask another, but …” 

 

“No other is so close.” 
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Albus sighed. “Nor capable. If I die by the hand of a friend in an act of 

compassion, by my request …” He paused and placed his hand on Snape’s 

shoulder. “When the time comes, Severus, I want you to brave …” 

 

“Do I understand correctly? You’re asking me to do this … dreadful … I can’t 

even say the words, Headmaster.” 

 

“Cheer up, my boy. You look so very concerned. It may not even come to 

that. I just want your assurance that if it does—” 

 

“I don’t agree to this lightly. It is only to save the boy …” 

 

“You will swear to it, Severus, and in return …” The old man straightened up 

and the sparkle returned to his eyes. “The scandal of student/teacher 

relations is not exactly how I wish my tenure to be remembered,” Albus told 

him mischievously, as he took an interest in the ivy-clad wooden arbour that 

crowned their footpath. “Miss Granger’s foray into the turbulent waters of 

time travel initially caused nothing more than discomfort and possible 

embarrassment on your part. However, there has been a recent turn of 

events, and I believe you may have something you wish to tell me?” 

 

What? What was it the Headmaster wanted to hear and why was he linking 

his relationship with Hermione to Draco and the Unbreakable Vow? Did Albus 

know they were betrothed again? Was he holding this against him, making 

sure he agreed to carry out his promise to spare Draco from committing 

murder? Schooling his face into a mask of sobriety, he gave the most 

ambiguous answer he could muster. “Perhaps.” 

 

“And when will the happy event take place?” 

 

There it was. Bull’s-eye. Albus had heard of their betrothal. Severus kept his 

answered slow and steady. “We will formalise our relationship once Hermione 

has completed her education, when the Dark Lord has been vanquished and, 

most daunting of all, after I have convinced two Muggle dentists to give their 

only daughter’s hand to her middle-aged Chemistry teacher. Shall we say, 

2029?” he added sarcastically.  

 

Albus chuckled. “Pity …” They were nearing Hagrid’s hut. Thunderous 

footfalls and the sudden alarmed flight of carrion, as a gargantuan nose was 

blown, announced Hagrid’s return from the forest. “… If that is the case. I 

was rather hoping to find an alternative. I will have to ask you to give 

Hermione up until her studies are over.” 
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Severus did not like the turn of this conversation. “I will NOT be 

blackmailed!” His voice rose in retaliation to this provocation. “Headmaster, 

you take too much for granted!” Another comforting hand on his shoulder 

quietened his simmering anger. “The one woman that ever meant anything 

to me has returned after nearly twenty years’ absence and you want me to 

put our relationship on hold? For what, to preserve your reputation? As for 

playing the martyr, I don’t want to do it any more! For public opinion I 

couldn’t care a jot!” 

 

Albus’ retort was cutting. “Blackmail? Not a bit of it! You agreed, Severus, to 

not allow this situation to escalate, and that’s all there is to it.” His face 

remained unmoved. “Imagine what your students would say, how quickly 

their respect for you would diminish, if they were to find out about the two of 

you. Make enquiries among your House if you won’t take my word for it.” The 

door to Hagrid’s hut creaked shut as the half-giant went inside. The 

Headmaster waited a moment for any sounds of further interruption before 

continuing. “What would the implication be of young Mr Malfoy finding out 

about your engagement to his classmate? Or Miss Parkinson? How long do 

you really think this news will remain a secret? It has already reached my 

ears, although I will admit I am rather unique in my relationship with the 

elves—” 

 

“Trixy!” 

 

“Don’t be cross with her. She was excited—” 

 

“I’ll wring her scrawny neck!” Severus promised. “Just before I jam one of 

Hermione’s hats on her pointed head!” He folded his arms in front of his 

chest defensively. “You mentioned an alternative?” 

 

“Ah, yes. A favour for a favour, you might say,” Albus replied with a 

mischievous grin. Guiding Severus by the arm he started to climb the steep 

stone steps to the castle. “Come, let’s head to dinner. And walk slowly, my 

boy. Not only to save my shortened breath, but because I also have a rather 

interesting proposition for you.” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

“He said WHAT?” Hermione couldn’t believe her ears. 
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“He said,” Severus repeated, more slowly this time, “that if we were formally 

joined there would be no chance of reprisals on the school should our 

relationship become common knowledge.” 

 

“When was this? Did he just casually mention forcing us into marriage over 

breakfast?” 

 

“No.” He turned away from her. “It was two days ago. The Headmaster took 

me for a long walk in the grounds to discuss … matters.” 

 

Hermione blew her nose. This cold of hers was making her feel decidedly 

under the weather. “What matters?” 

 

“I really cannot say.” 

 

“If you can’t tell me, Severus, then whom can you tell? I swear it will go no 

further. What matters?” 

 

“The Headmaster, Albus, he’s worried. Let me explain.” He sat them both 

down and took his hand in hers. The fire in his chambers flickered casting 

shadows across his face. “Everyone has their Boggart, do they not?” 

 

She nodded her head in agreement. 

 

“Albus feels his time here on Earth is almost up. He told me he’s dying.” 

 

“But that doesn’t make sense. He’s the most powerful wizard alive. He—” 

 

“Is mortal.”  

 

Severus’ interruption floored her. Dumbledore was surely indestructible? He 

was their cornerstone, their mentor. He had stood up to Grindelwald, 

Voldemort and Molly Weasley. How could he be dying? 

 

Severus seemed to read her thoughts. “He’s one hundred and seventy years 

old. Even for a wizard that’s a good innings. If he is captured or killed by the 

wand of his enemy—what he fears the most—it will surely be the end of the 

Order. The solution …” Severus paused. He couldn’t look Hermione in the 

eye. He turned to the fire, and when he spoke again his voice was detached, 

as if he were talking about someone else.  

 

“The solution?” 
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Severus turned to her again. “Hermione, please understand, to live by the 

sword is to die by the sword. The Headmaster feels that if his fate rests in 

the hands of a friend, his death will not only be quick, but those that would 

wish to demoralise the Order, destroy the group, would have the perfect tool 

with which to do so.” 

 

Rather untimely, Hermione blew her nose loudly on her handkerchief. “And 

this is what he wanted to discuss with you?” 

 

“It was.” 

 

“For what reason? Oh!” The penny dropped. “He doesn’t mean for you to … 

does he?” She felt panic rising inside of her. 

 

Severus nodded solemnly. “He feels Minerva would be unable to complete 

the task when under pressure to do so. Moody is capable, but never close 

enough. Most of his other friends are either themselves dead or rarely at 

Hogwarts. And so the burden falls to me.” 

 

“Severus, tell him no.” 

 

“I have given my word. I didn’t know what else to do. He gave me no 

alternative ….” 

 

Hermione put her head in her hands. “I’m sorry, Severus, this is just too 

awful to comprehend. I can’t take anymore. My head is pounding. Do you 

have a cold remedy, some magic phial of Flu-Begone or the like?” 

 

Severus put his arm around her. “I do not. However, if you can, please listen 

carefully to the last piece of information Albus gave me—about us. As I said 

when you arrived, he wants us to marry.” 

 

She’d almost forgotten. Wiping her nose again, she sat up and looked at him, 

dreading whatever revelation was coming next.  

 

“I want you to see this from my point of view,” he said reasonably. “I’ve 

been in a relationship with a young woman for twenty years. She was my 

first love, my teenage sweetheart and played an excellent Ophelia.” 

 

Hermione smiled at his attempt at humour. 
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“She had to leave. In effect, I sent her away for her own safety. She 

returned to me last autumn and after a shaky start we pick up exactly where 

we left off. Two months ago she accepted my proposal, and I would gladly 

bind myself to her right away—ghoul or no ghoul present. Stop grinning at 

me.” 

 

She couldn’t help herself. Visions of black lace wedding gowns waltzed in 

front of her eyes. 

 

“It is the Headmaster’s wish is to perform the ceremony. Albus is quite 

determined on this point. He wants to see me in wedded bliss before the end 

of the school year.” 

 

“So soon?” 

 

“He’s suggesting the end of May. Just ourselves present, a couple of 

witnesses and himself conducting the ceremony. Thereby, if anyone suggests 

anything improper, we have the paperwork to prove we’re legal. Albus is 

happy, Trixy gets to be a bridesmaid and we can force our chatty little elfin 

friend to sign some sort of gagging order. If you wish, you and I can put this 

down to another one of your alternative school projects, and when the time 

comes we can have a real wedding with family, friends and all the trimmings. 

If you wish it, that is.” 

 

“Of course, like yourself I would happily go through with this wedding 

tomorrow, if we had to. But it all seems so strange. The Headmaster is acting 

as if he is performing his last requests, preparing to die. Surely his time 

hasn’t come so soon?” 

 

“This is what saddens me,” Severus told her sincerely. “He is becoming frail. 

His hand was injured last summer and it seemed to take all the gusto out of 

him. He does seem to be setting his affairs in order.” 

 

“Perhaps he wants us married in case the next Headmaster would frown on 

our relationship, dismiss you and send me with a one-way Eurostar ticket 

straight to Beauxbatons.” 

 

Severus didn’t seem convinced. “It is likely Minerva would follow Albus into 

Headship and we gained her approval in a roundabout way. No, I think this is 

more to do with the Order. I suspect this is his way of securing my loyalty. 

He knows beyond a doubt that I could never be loyal to Potter.” 
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Hermione gave him a reproachful glare. 

 

“But I have been loyal to Granger nearly as long as I have been loyal to 

Albus himself.” 

 

Hermione stood up. “I need to think about all this with a clear head. I’m 

going to go and see Madam Pomfrey for a cold remedy. Afterwards, I think 

I’ll go for a long walk down a short corridor. A lot of this doesn’t make sense 

to me. Are you sure you’re telling me everything?” Severus was spared the 

need to reply as Hermione blew her nose again. “It’s also Ron’s birthday, and 

as much as he’s been an obstinate pig all year toward me, I’m going to make 

an effort to bury the hatchet and wish him a happy one.” She leant down and 

kissed Severus on the forehead. “I’ll see you in about an hour and we’ll talk 

about this again.” 

 

“We will.” As she walked to the door he called after her, “Even with a head 

cold and a bright red nose I find you strangely attractive …” 

 

“Smooth, Snape. You’re so very smooth.” She sniffed loudly. 

 

“Was there ever any doubt?” She heard him say quietly, more to himself 

than to her. 

 

Hermione closed the door quietly behind her. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

There was a commotion on the third floor. Molly and Arthur Weasley brushed 

past her with Professor McGonagall, they looked distraught. Hermione 

watched in confusion as the trio made their way to the staircase without so 

much as looking back to acknowledge her. Further along the corridor, Harry 

and Ginny were outside the double doors of the hospital wing, trying to peer 

inside the frosted glass windows.  

 

“What’s wrong?” Hermione asked, rushing forward. 

 

“It’s Ron,” Ginny blurted out. She couldn’t finish, her throat wouldn’t let her. 

She wiped away tears on the back of her sleeve.  

 

Hermione put her arm around the youngest Weasley and pulled her close. 

“Harry, what’s happened?” 
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Her friend turned to her. His face was blanched white with fear. “Ron, he was 

poisoned, Hermione, poisoned! Slughorn lost it—he didn’t know what to do. 

Ran for help. Professor McGonagall. We brought him here, it’s been hours.” 

 

Harry was rambling; she couldn’t grasp the situation at all. “He was 

poisoned? Harry, start at the beginning and for Circe’s sake—don’t forget to 

breathe.” 

 

Ginny was sobbing on her shoulder. Hermione watched as Harry took a deep 

breath and sat down heavily in one of the chairs that lined the hospital 

corridor. He leant forward and put his head in his hands. 

 

“It started with some chocolates. They were laced with Love Potion. Ron ate 

them and got all moony over Romilda Vane. I think you’ll agree something 

dramatic had to be done.” 

 

“Most definitely,” Hermione agreed. “But did these chocolates poison him?” 

 

Ginny sobbed harder against her shoulder. 

 

“No,” Harry said, lifting his head up to look at her. His face was red with his 

handprints. “I took him to see Slughorn, to be cured of the Love Potion and 

we were offered a birthday toast from his bottle of wine.” 

 

“And the wine was poisoned?” Ginny asked. Hermione felt they were getting 

to the heart of the matter now. 

 

Harry nodded. “One sip and he keeled over ….” 

 

Hermione was shocked. “So Professor Slughorn is the poisoner?” 

 

“Doubt it,” Harry replied. “He panicked too much, like it was meant for him. 

He was in total shock. Ron’s number would have been up if it wasn’t for me 

grabbing that bezoar.” 

 

Just shove a bezoar down their throats. Those words had haunted her for 

months, but never had she been so grateful for Harry being in possession of 

Severus’ Potions book. Once again they had been saved from tragedy by her 

fiancé’s actions, albeit this time indirectly. They might be known as the 

golden trio, but their protector, their guardian angel, was anything but 

golden. He could be described as dark and broody, perhaps, but never 
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golden. 

 

“And then McGonagall and Pomfrey brought him here. They won’t let us see 

him,” Harry whined. The three friends sat down together in silence, Ginny 

holding onto Hermione and crying from time to time. It was eight o’clock 

before Madam Pomfrey finally opened the hospital doors and ushered them 

inside. 

 

The room was dimly lit, a candle by each bedside. Ron lay on a bed, 

seemingly asleep. He looked peaceful. His chest rose and fell with each 

breath, only the dark circles around his eyes and a slightly paler than usual 

complexion gave away his illness. Ginny rushed to his side, Hermione hung 

back, feeling her presence was not the most important at that moment. She 

sat in a chair near the bed and sniffed, trying to clear her blocked nose. 

 

Shortly afterwards, Fred and George joined them. Without taking his eyes off 

his brother, George deposited a birthday gift on the bedside table. “This isn’t 

how we imagined handing over our present,” he said grimly. 

 

“Yeah, when we pictured the scene, he was conscious,” said Fred, winking at 

Ginny. Good old Fred, he was trying to cheer his little sister up, despite the 

seriousness of the situation. Fred took a seat next to Harry at his brother’s 

bedside and the twins listened as he told them what has happened. 

 

“Blimey,” George said when Harry had finished, “It’s a good job you thought 

of a Bezoar.” 

 

Yes, thank you, Severus, Hermione thought silently. She sniffed again, 

rooting around in her pocket for a tissue. 

 

“Lucky there was one in the room,” Harry replied. 

 

Hermione stayed silent as her friends debated how the poison was 

administered. She looked up in surprise only when Ginny asked if they 

thought Slughorn was a Death Eater. 

 

“Or he could be innocent,” Ginny reasoned. “The poison could have been in 

the bottle, in which case it was probably meant for Slughorn himself. That 

seems the most likely theory.” 

 

Hermione thought this made better sense. As she knew from experience, it 

took a certain amount of ruthlessness to be a Death Eater, even a pretend 
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one. Professor Slughorn just didn’t have it in him. She’d never consider 

asking him to bat for S.P.E.W. “The poisoner didn’t know Slughorn very well,” 

she said, voicing her opinion. “Anyone who knew Slughorn would have known 

there was a good chance of him keeping a tasty bottle of wine all to himself.” 

 

“Er-my-nee,” Ron croaked in his delirium. He muttered incoherent, rambling 

words for a moment and then fell silent.  

 

Probably wants me to finish his homework for him, Hermione thought, but 

didn’t voice her opinion. 

 

Suddenly, the hospital doors flew open and Hagrid barged in. “Bin in the 

forest all day!” he panted in explanation. “How is ’e?” 

 

They relived the whole experience again as Harry told Hagrid what had 

happened while the gamekeeper dripped on the pristine hospital floor. 

 

“Only six visitors at a time!” Madam Pomfrey called out, rather tersely. 

 

“Hagrid makes six,” George told her.  

 

Madam Pomfrey looked again, counting them, before agreeing and rather 

briskly set about cleaning up Hagrid’s muddy footprints with her wand. 

 

“Someone couldn’ have a grudge against the Gryffindor Quidditch team, 

could they?” Hagrid asked. “First Katie, now Ron…” 

 

George answered that one. “I can’t see anyone trying to bump off a 

Quidditch team.” 

 

“Oliver Wood might’ve done the Slytherins if he could’ve got away with it,” 

Fred pointed out.  

 

Hagrid had a point. Hermione hadn’t associated the two attacks before now. 

What had seemed like a strange accident now really did look like it was 

intentional. “Well, I don’t think it’s Quidditch, but I think there’s a connection 

between the two attacks,” she said quietly. The necklace was meant for her, 

or so she thought. Was it possible Draco was trying to incapacitate Harry’s 

friends, to isolate him? No, none of this made sense. She needed to see 

Severus as quickly as possible; she needed to tell him what had happened. 

 

Fred broke her thoughts. “How d’you figure that one out, Hermione?” 
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She considered how to answer him. “Well, for one thing both attacks ought 

to have been fatal and weren’t, although that was possibly pure luck. And for 

another,” she paused. How much could she tell them? Did she really know 

anything of importance in this investigation? Only that Severus suspected 

Draco. She decided it was best to leave out that detail for the moment. 

“Neither the poison nor the necklace seem to have reached the person who 

was supposed to be killed. Of course, that makes the person behind this 

more dangerous in a way, because they don’t seem to care how many people 

they finish off before they actually reach their victim.” There, she said it. 

Their situation was dangerous, and she wanted them all to appreciate it. 

 

There was no chance for anyone to answer her, however, because at that 

moment Molly and Arthur Weasley came back into the hospital wing and 

Hermione stood up to leave. After much thanks and praise for Harry’s quick 

thinking from Ron’s parents, he too made his way to the exit followed by 

Hagrid. 

 

“It’s terrible,” Hagrid said as the three of them walked into the corridor. “All 

the new security and still the kids getting’ hurt. Dumbledore’s worried sick … 

he don’ say much, but I can tell.” 

 

Dumbledore. Whatever was going on, it always seemed to lead back to 

Dumbledore. Was the wine meant for him? Did he share a tipple with 

Slughorn and was therefore the poisoner’s intended victim, was that the 

connection? “Hasn’t the Headmaster got any ideas, Hagrid?” Hermione 

asked, desperation for Severus’ situation evident in her voice. 

 

“’E dunno who sent the necklace or who poisoned the wine, else they’d’ve 

been caught, wouldn’ they?” Hagrid replied staunchly. “Wha’ worries me,” he 

said quietly, looking over his shoulder, “is how long Hogwarts can stay open 

wi’ kids bein’ attacked. Chamber o’ Secrets all over again, isn’t it? There’ll be 

panic, more parents takin’ their kids outta school. The next thing you know 

the board o’ governors …” The ghostly silhouette of a woman drifted by. 

Hagrid waited until she turned the corner before continuing in a whisper, “… 

the board o’ governors will be talkin’ ’bout shutting the school fer good.” 

 

“Surely not?” Hermione asked, panicking. Her voice sounded very loud 

indeed after Hagrid’s hushed tone. 

 

“Gotta see it from their point o’ view,” Hagrid replied with authority. “I mean, 

yer expect accidents sendin’ yer kids ta Hogwarts, ’undreds o’ under-age 
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wizards all locked up together, but attempted murder, tha’s different. No 

wonder Dumbledore’s angry with Sn—” 

 

“What?” asked Harry quickly, beating Hermione to asking the question 

spilling from her lips. Dumbledore wasn’t angry with Snape, he’d asked him 

to make a very difficult promise and talked about their relationship ... oh! 

 

“I never said nothin’! Look a’ the time. It’s past midnight and—” 

 

Harry persisted. “Hagrid, why is Dumbledore angry with Snape?” he asked 

loudly. 

 

“Shhhh!” Hagrid and Hermione said together. Hagrid looked as nervous as 

Hermione felt. What was Hagrid about to reveal? 

 

“Don’t shout stuff like tha’, Harry. D’you wan’ me ter lose me job?” 

 

“What’s Snape done?” Harry asked again, quieter this time. 

 

“I think it’s best we don’t ask, Harry,” Hermione pleaded. 

 

Hagrid looked down at his crossbow he still carried from his earlier trip to the 

forest. “I dunno Harry,” he said, fiddling with the crossbow’s lever. “I 

shouldn’ta heard it at all. I—well, I were comin’ outta the forest the other 

evenin’ and I overheard ’em talking, well, arguin’.” 

 

“Well?” prompted Harry, to Hermione’s disconcertion. 

 

Hagrid looked very uncomfortable. “I just heard Snape say that he—

Dumbledore— took too much fer granted and maybe he—Snape—didn’ 

wanna do it no more.” 

 

“Do what?” 

 

“I dunno, Harry, it sounded like Snape was feeling a bit overworked, tha’s 

all.” 

 

Hermione stayed quiet, preying that Hagrid hadn’t heard the part of their 

conversation that concerned her. Wouldn’t he have drawn her to one side; 

surely he wouldn’t announce her relationship with Severus like this? 

 

“Anyway,” Hagrid continued, “Dumbledore told him flat out he’d agreed to do 
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it, and tha’ was all there was to it. Pretty firm wi’ him ’e was. And then ’e 

said summat about Snape making investigation in his house, in Slytherin. 

Well, there’s nothin’ strange ‘bout tha’, all tha Head o’ Houses were asked ta 

look inta tha’ necklace business …” 

 

“Yeah, but Dumbledore’s not having rows with them, is he?” Harry argued. 

 

He wasn’t arguing with Severus, either, you idiot! For the Chosen One you 

could really do with some well chosen brain cells transplanted! 

 

“Look,” said Hagrid, nervously turning his crossbow over in his hands until it 

split in two, “I know what yer like about Snape, Harry, and I don’ wan’ yer 

reading too much inta this—” 

 

A shadow loomed on the wall behind them. “Look out!” Hermione hissed, 

relieved this conversation was being interrupted. She’d have enough of 

Harry’s allegations and Hagrid’s insinuations. 

 

They turned just in time to see Argus Filch approaching them, a satisfied look 

on his face.  

 

“What have we here, then?” the caretaker wheezed. “Out of bed at this late 

hour? This’ll mean manacles—I mean—detention.” 

 

“No it won’t,” Hagrid said shortly. “They’re wi’ me.” 

 

“I don’t see how that makes a difference,” Mr Filch said.  

 

Hermione looked at Harry, he was deep in thought. Damn Hagrid and his 

half-baked ideas and useless eavesdropping. The rift between her lover and 

her best friend was now larger than ever. 

 

“I’m a ruddy teacher, aren’ I, yer sneakin’ Squib!” Hagrid bellowed. 

Hermione took an involuntary step backwards. She tried to take the 

opportunity to get away, to go to find Severus, but Mrs Norris stepped 

behind her, hissing at Hagrid. 

 

“Get goin’” Hagrid said to them out of the corner of his mouth. Hermione 

needed no further prompting. She strode off down the corridor, away from 

the group, Harry at her heels. Hagrid and Filch’s raised voices slowly 

becoming fainter as they made their way up the stairs to the seventh floor.  

 



 397 

They ducked as Peeves sailed over their heads, intent on finding the source 

of the argument. 

 

The dozing Fat Lady sleepily opened the portrait hole for them to enter their 

common room. Determined to head back down to the dungeons as quickly as 

possible, Hermione said goodnight to Harry and hurried up the first two steps 

to the girls’ dormitory and ducked around the corner until she was just out of 

sight. Flattening herself against the wall, she tried to breathe as quietly as 

possible, listening to Harry moving about the common room. With all her 

might she willed him to go to bed.  

 

After about three minutes of silence, and to her distress, she heard the 

monotone Neanderthal voice of Cormac McLaggen. “There you are, Potter!” 

 

Not daring to move, Hermione stood rigidly still. Cormac sounded angry. She 

readied her wand just in case Harry needed her help if this situation turned 

nasty. For the moment, however, she stayed silent and waited. 

 

“I’ve been waiting for you to come back—must’ve fallen asleep.” 

 

Harry didn’t reply. Hermione tried to breathe deeply to quieten her rapidly 

beating heart. 

 

“Look,” Cormac said, sounding more reasonable than before, “I saw them 

taking Weasley up to the hospital wing earlier. It didn’t look like he’d be fit 

for next week’s match.” 

 

So that’s what McLaggen wanted to see Harry about—Quidditch. He was 

putting himself forward as Ron’s replacement. Good grief, poor Ron was 

barely conscious and they were already lining up to jump on his broom. 

 

“Well, I’ll be playing Keeper then, won’t I?” 

 

Harry seemed at a loss. His traumatic day must have taken its toll. “Yeah. 

Yeah, I suppose so …” 

 

Now the threat of Harry being ambushed by Hogwarts answer to Grawp, but 

with much less brain power, Hermione felt her initial concern receding and 

instead felt impatient for the boys to clear off to bed so she could get back 

through the common room again to find Severus. 

 

“Listen Potter, I’ve got some ideas on strategy you might find useful,” 
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Cormac offered, much to Hermione’s distress. If the boys started discussing 

Quidditch she might as well give up on her trip to the dungeons right now 

and trot off to bed. She covered her mouth with her hand to stifle a yawn. 

Thankfully, Harry must have felt much the same as Hermione, because he 

didn’t stay to hear what Cormac had to say about strategy, just promising to 

talk to him about it in the morning and headed to bed. His slow, heavy 

footsteps could be heard clumping up the stone steps to the boys’ 

dormitories.  

 

Cormac didn’t follow him. 

 

Hermione kicked the wall with her heel in frustration. Her way to the 

common room door was still blocked, she had to think of some was to get 

past McLaggen.  

 

“Who’s there?”  

 

To Hermione’s horror, Cormac had heard her kick the wall, his voice sounded 

close. 

 

Deciding quickly on her course of action, she pushed herself off of the wall 

and relinquished her hiding place. She stepped down into the common room 

and gave Cormac a warm smile. “At last,” she tried to say breathlessly, “I 

didn’t think Harry was ever going to leave.” 

 

McLaggen looked confused. Actually, he always looked confused, but he 

looked more gormless than usual. “Eh?” he asked, as articulate as ever. 

 

“Oh, Cormac, it’s been ages since I saw you alone, and I so wanted to tell 

you how amazing I thought it was, you eating all those Doxy eggs.”  

 

He was falling for it. Chest swelling with pride, he looked down his bulbous 

nose at her, and replied arrogantly, “It was easy. I could do it again if I 

wanted.” 

 

The trap was sprung. “No, no need,” Hermione told him. “When it comes to 

eating Doxy eggs, you’re the champ.” Folding her arms, she looked at him 

challengingly. “I’d like to bet you can’t spend the night up the Astronomy 

Tower, though.” 

 

He rose to the bait. “Yeah, how much you wanna bet, Granger?” 
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Ooh, that was interesting. What would the richest witch of the age bet? “Two 

Galleons, seven Sickles,” she said. Even the richest witch had to be careful 

with her money. 

 

“Four Galleons and you have yourself a bet,” Cormac declared, thrusting his 

hand forward. 

 

She shook it. “Done. You better get going, I expect you to stay up there at 

least six hours, you know.” 

 

Keeping hold of her hand, McLaggen took a step closer. “Wanna make it a 

double dare, Granger? You could come too. We could keep each other warm, 

if you know what I mean …” 

 

Eww. Obliviation was not enough for some people. “Um, okay then,” she 

said, trying to sound naive. “You go up there first and wait for me. I’ll grab 

us a blanket and see there in about twenty minutes?”  

 

Cormac nodded, squeezed her hand and sprinted to the portrait hole just as 

the clock tower chimed one. With that oaf out of the way, all Hermione had 

to do was give him a minute or two to get down the corridor and then … 

 

“Hermione?” 

 

Bloody Hell! It was one o’clock in the bloody morning and the Gryffindor 

common room was like Piccadilly Circus! Hermione slumped down on the sofa 

in defeat. “Hello, Ginny. How’s Ron?” 

 

“No change. Mum and Dad are staying the night. They insisted I came to 

bed. I didn’t expect to find you still up.” Ginny sat down next to her on the 

sofa. “Ouch! Oh, I nearly forgot. This is for you, sorry, I sat on it.” Ginny 

handed her a small phial of Pepper-up Potion. “Professor Snape gave it to 

me, he said you had a cold and—” 

 

Hermione sat bolt upright. “You saw Professor Snape? When?” 

 

Ginny looked oddly at her. “He came to the hospital wing with Dumbledore 

and the other Heads of House shortly after you left. Why?” 

 

Hermione gave a sniff and uncorked the phial. “No reason,” she said, and 

downed the medicine in one.  
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Immediately, her cold felt better. She could breathe again through her nose, 

her sore throat gently eased and her head felt a lot clearer. “Thanks, Ginny,” 

she said, with a theatrical yawn. “It’s late, shouldn’t we be going up to bed?” 

 

Ginny curled up on the sofa. “You go, I can’t sleep. I can’t stop thinking 

about Ron and what would’ve happened if Harry hadn’t grabbed that Bezoar 

… it doesn’t bear thinking about.” 

 

Hermione reached across and put a pillow under her friend’s head. She 

stroked Ginny’s hair softly and watched the flickering flames of the fire. 

 

“… Mum’s so upset,” Ginny continued, her voice getting slower and slightly 

slurred. “She said she’d take Ron and me home … wants Fred and George to 

move … back. Mmmm ....” 

 

Slowing her hand, Hermione checked to see if Ginny was still awake. Her 

eyes were closed and her breathing was deep and even. Very, very gently, 

Hermione got up and crept to the portrait hole. 

 

The seventh floor corridor was silent. Treading carefully along the dark 

passageway, Hermione tried to keep to the carpet to stifle her footfalls. 

Without Harry next to her, Hogwarts at night seemed scarier than before, 

and it took all her willpower just to stop herself from turning around and 

heading back to the safety of Gryffindor Tower.  

 

Just as she was passing the statue of Lachlan the Lanky, an arm snaked 

around her waist and another cupped her mouth, preventing her from crying 

out. 

 

“At long last,” her captor whispered in her ear. 

 

Struggling, she was hoisted up; her feet lifted off the ground, as she was 

spun around, held tightly to his chest and carried the length of the corridor. 

All Hermione could feel was his laboured breathing on the back of her neck, 

and the faint tapping of his boots against the stone floor. Carried into a dark 

recess beside the Annexe next to the top of the marble staircase, he stopped 

and she was swung around. Her back was pressed against the wall and her 

hands pinned uselessly above her head. In the gloom she could just make 

out his shoulder-length hair, his large, but lovable, nose and the sweeping 

lines of his teaching robes. 

 

“Severus!” she whispered. 
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He leant forward and whispered back into the shell of her ear, “Out a little 

late aren’t we, Miss Granger?” He delicately kissed her neck, while still 

keeping a firm grip restraining her wrists, crossing them so he could hold her 

in place with one hand. His other hand now free, he explored the lower 

buttons of her blouse.  

 

Dextrous fingers made short work of her buttons and he touched the skin of 

her navel. Desperate for him to touch her lower, she arched her back and 

lifted herself up by balancing on the balls of her feet.  

 

“So eager …” Severus breathed against her ear, before running his lips 

across her cheek, capturing her lips in a deep, searching kiss. His hand 

moved to the hem of her skirt. Clutching at her thigh, he groped desperately 

at her needy flesh, his actions matching the wanton intensity of his kiss. 

Pressing his hips into her, Hermione could feel his growing erection, and 

moaned softly into his mouth, pressing forward, desperate for more. 

 

The nasal voice of Mr Filch was the last thing she expected to hear at that 

moment. “Well, well, what have we here?” he wheezed. “Students out of bed 

at this hour? It’s detention for you, you mark my words.” He lifted his lamp 

and took a step toward them. 

 

Hermione was mortified. She was pinned to the wall, her blouse undone and 

her skirt pushed up to the hem of her knickers. Severus still held her, one 

hand inside her skirt, his body pressed against hers. They had been caught. 

There was no explaining this one. 

 

“Don’t worry, Mr Filch, I have apprehended this student and am taking care 

of her punishment,” Severus said with a leer to his voice. 

 

“Professor Snape, sir?” The caretaker lifted his lamp to Severus’ face and 

then, to her horror, Hermione’s.  

 

“Yes, yes,” Filch slurred, “I recognise this one from earlier. A right rule 

breaker.” He slowly lowered the light to take in the state of Hermione’s 

undress and her position against the wall. For a moment Filch couldn’t speak. 

He licked his lips and his piercing eyes widened. “Punishment, eh?” he said at 

last, leching at Hermione’s exposed thigh. “This is exactly the sort of 

punishment I like to see.” His eyes and his lantern travelled slowly up 

Hermione’s body again. “Give it to her, Professor; teach the little witch a 

lesson.” 
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“Oh, I intend to,” Severus said cruelly, pushing Hermione’s hands higher up 

the wall. He pulled her skirt back down as Filch gazed longingly at her 

captive wrists. “I’m going to teach this one a lesson she won’t forget.” 

 

Filch cackled evilly. “It’s good to see some proper discipline at last. I have 

kept my manacles well oiled if you need them. When you’ve finished with her 

perhaps I—” 

 

“No need,” Severus said curtly. “I’m going to keep her busy for the rest of 

the night.” He stroked her cheek and Hermione turned away from him in 

mock disgust. “Perhaps, Mr Filch, you could assist me?” 

 

Hermione nearly screamed. 

 

“She wasn’t alone,” Severus said quickly. “I’m sure one of her little friends 

escaped me, and headed for the—” 

 

“Astronomy Tower,” Hermione whispered. 

 

“They headed for the Astronomy Tower, Mr Filch,” Severus finished. “Perhaps 

you could—” 

 

“Say no more, Professor!” Filched cut him off. He turned and scooted off as 

fast as his gammy leg could carry him. The sound of his panting as he 

climbed the stairs and the receding light was all the prompting Hermione and 

Severus needed.  

 

“Come.” He released her wrists, taking hold of one hand instead and pulled 

her from the recess. Quickly and stealthfully they hurried back along the 

corridor and down the many flights of stairs, Hermione clutching the two 

sides of her open blouse together. Crossing the Entrance Hall, neither looked 

back, only slowing to descend the steep steps into the dungeon. 

 

They set a brisk walk through the labyrinth of dark passages that led to his 

chambers. Severus swept through this part of the castle with the confidence 

borne of being in residence for a quarter of a century. Hermione jogged to 

catch up with him. 

 

“Do you think he’ll follow us?” she whispered urgently. 

 

Severus said nothing until they turned the sharp corner and were only yards 
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from his door. He stopped and pulled her close. “Not this far. Filch won’t 

venture into the labyrinth at this hour. Besides, I think he’ll be searching the 

Astronomy Tower at the moment. Dare I ask who it is he’ll find when he gets 

there?” 

 

As they walked the short distance to his door, Hermione whispered, 

“McLaggen.” Severus laughed; a deep baritone laugh that echoed in the 

empty passageway.  

 

“I really am at a loss as to whom I feel most in sympathy with,” he said, 

reaching for his door handle, which appeared magically as they approached. 

Only once safely inside did Severus speak again. “I think we can safely say 

that whole episode with Filch was quite embarrassing.” 

 

“Just a little.” Hermione laughed nervously. “After the day I’ve had, I’ll be 

glad to get some sleep and put the whole sorry mess behind me.” She 

walked over to the bed and plonked herself down, kicking off her shoes and 

felt for the bump on her shin. 

 

“How is Ronald Weasley faring?” Severus asked unexpectedly. “I was called 

to a staff meeting and informed of his accident shortly after you left. I paid 

my respects to Molly and Arthur. I assumed you might still be in the hospital 

wing. That was where you have been ever since you left here this 

afternoon?” 

 

“Yes, I waited with Ginny and Harry,” Hermione told him. “Eventually we 

were let in to see Ron, briefly. Everyone is so very worried, Severus, it seems 

our mysterious attacker is upping his game. This time he’s infiltrated the 

castle.” 

 

“He’s already in the castle,” Severus replied as he lit the fire with a flick his 

wand. “I’m more certain than ever that Draco is behind this. His influence 

over Rosmerta continues. First she distributes the necklace and now 

poisoned wine is delivered from her cellar. The Headmaster is more 

convinced than ever that he is the target, the intended victim.” 

 

“Oh, Severus,” Hermione understood the meaning in what he said, but also 

what he left unsaid. “This puts you in a dreadful position.” 

 

He walked slowly across the room and stood next to the bed, looking down at 

her. Placing a hand on either side of her hips, he leant down and gazed into 

her eyes. “It is worse than you can ever imagine. Believe me when I say that 



 404 

I will do what I must. I will keep us together whatever happens, whatever 

the sacrifice.” 

 

They stayed like that, staring into each other’s eyes for what seemed like 

minutes. Slowly, he leant forward, his lips grazing hers in a kiss that was full 

of desperate longing. Severus entwined his hands in her hair, deepening the 

kiss, his tongue searching out hers. Lowering himself down he covered her, 

his hard body moulding to hers. Hermione wanted nothing more than to 

shield him from the world and all its demands, but she knew that was not 

possible. Pulling him to her, she wrapped her legs around his and held him as 

close as she could. 

 

The firelight flickered illuminating the room in a comforting warm glow. 

Severus pulled back from Hermione’s lips only to reiterate, “Whatever the 

sacrifice.”  

 

 

 

Chapter 26 – Problems at Puddifoot's 

  

 

During Saturday’s Quidditch match against Hufflepuff, McLaggen hit a 

Bludger straight at his Captain. Unfortunately, Harry was knocked clean off 

his broom, to be dramatically caught by Coote and Peakes, the Gryffindor 

Beaters. Poor old Harry ended up in the bed next to Ron’s in the hospital 

wing.  

 

Probably because they shared so many secrets, Luna was becoming 

Hermione’s closest friend. On the day that the boys came out of hospital, she 

caught up with the trio to deliver Harry a note and Ron a Gurdyroot. 

Hermione tried not to laugh as Luna told Ron in all sincerity that the onion-

like vegetable would protect him from Gulping Plimpies. As the boys headed 

off along the corridor, Luna and Hermione hung back until they were out of 

earshot. 

 

“Are you busy on the fifth of June?” Hermione asked casually. “In the 

evening, say, seven o’clock?” 

 

Luna didn’t look at her. The pair kept walking, looking straight ahead, to 

make their conversation seem more discreet. “Nope, nothing I can’t 

reschedule. What’s going down, Granger?” 
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Hermione lowered her voice to a whisper. “I was hoping you would be my 

bridesmaid.” 

 

“Absolutely delighted to oblige,” Luna whispered back, a warm smile on her 

lips. “I take it this is classified information?” 

 

Hermione looked down at the books she held against her chest, pretending to 

flick through them. “This is strictly on a need to know basis only,” she 

replied, pulling out her copy of Confronting the Faceless. “There’s an 

invitation in there for your cousin, Gigi. Can you see she gets it?” 

 

“Consider it done,” Luna whispered, hardly moving her lips. 

 

“Here it is,” Hermione said in her normal voice, handing the Defence book to 

the willowy Ravenclaw. “Make sure I get it back at lunchtime, Lovegood. I 

need it for class this afternoon.” She added in a whisper, “I take it she’s still 

seeing Davy Gudgeon?” 

 

“Affirmative.” 

 

“Good. He’ll also be getting an invitation, from an old school friend. Thanks, 

Luna, I’ll see you later.”  

 

Luna took the book and stuffed it in her bag. “Thanks,” she said dreamily, 

before drifting off toward the Charms corridor. 

 

Hermione caught up with the boys just before they descended the staircase 

to the Great Hall for breakfast. She walked down the stairs in silence, 

listening as the boys debated how crazy they thought Luna was—but they 

really were missing the trick. The best thing about Luna was that you could 

trust her. If she had told anyone that Hermione was marrying Snape at the 

end of term, she would have been laughed at, and her tale dismissed as 

another of her incredibly wacky stories. 

 

Friends like Luna were very good to have on your side. She was reliable, 

trustworthy and very sneaky. 

 

Thinking about marrying Severus had Hermione in a good humour that was 

certain to last all day. Her buoyant mood was broken only by the sight of 

Lavender Brown standing at the foot of the stairs, staring angrily up at Ron. 

It seemed Severus’ Love Potion was wearing off. Instead of greeting her 
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boyfriend with gregarious hugs and kisses, she shouted accusingly, “Why 

didn’t you tell me you were getting out of hospital today?”  

 

Ron shrugged his shoulders. “Hi,” he said nervously.  

 

“And what’s she doing with you?” Lavender sniped as Hermione sped past 

with Harry, leaving Ron to face the music alone. 

 

I’m going to breakfast, you deranged … Harry grabbed Hermione’s elbow and 

steered her across the Entrance Hall before she could turn and reply. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

A week later, and Apparition lessons had been transferred to Hogsmeade for 

all those already seventeen who would be taking their tests at the end of 

April. Amid continuing fears for their safety, the group of eleven students 

were chaperoned by Professors Sprout and Snape. They congregated outside 

of the Post Office and were asked to Apparate to Madam Puddifoot’s, three 

hundred yards away and up a side street. Professor Snape suggested he 

should stand outside the teashop to catch the arrivals and sort out any 

Splinching incidents. Wilkie Twycross took position at the Post Office to give 

some last-minute coaching to the trainee Apparators. Professor Sprout, 

wringing her hands nervously, stood halfway along the street in order to 

catch anyone who fell short of target.  

 

“Good luck to you all,” Professor Snape said quietly. He allowed his eyes to 

dwell on Hermione for a split second longer than necessary, before striding 

off toward Madam Puddifoot’s. 

 

“Blimey, he’s a happy chappy today, in’ ’e?” Ron muttered, to the 

amusement of Parvati and Padma, who were standing close by. 

 

Hermione didn’t answer. She was watching Severus as he walked past 

Gladrags, thinking what an absolutely fabulous bloke she’d landed. 

 

Members of the Order were stationed around the village, keeping a close 

watch on the students. Alastor Moody was a visible presence, slouched on a 

bench outside Zonko’s, looking just as ugly as the stone gargoyle gurning 

down from the boarded-up joke shop’s antiquated guttering.  

 

“Picture your destination,” Twycross recited in an airy voice. “Imagine the 
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teashop with its pretty pink fascia and doily-draped table tops.” 

 

“That’s enough to put you off,” Dean whispered. “I think I’d rather Apparate 

to Upton Park in time for the Hammers’ match against the Gunners.” He 

looked at up at the station clock tower. “It’s twenty minutes ’til kick-off.” 

 

Pansy pushed her way to the front. “Hammers? Gunners? What are you 

talking about?” 

 

“Determination,” Wilkie Twycross enounced, oblivious to the students’ 

chatter. He pirouetted daintily in a circle, arms waving above his head and 

his robes flaring out, showing off his long, plaid socks and tiny leather 

sandals.  

 

“The Hammers—West Ham Football Club,” Justin Finch-Fletchley explained. 

“They’re playing Arsenal at three o’clock. It’s a bit of a grudge match. 

They’re neck and neck at the top of the Premiership table.” 

 

Pansy screwed up her face, making her look more like a Pug than usual. She 

drew breath to speak. 

 

“Leave it, Pansy,” Theodore Nott warned. He was leaning on the metal 

railings next to the Post Office. Hermione was suspicious that the stringy 

Slytherin didn’t seem interested in getting involved in an argument. It was 

uncharacteristic of him. 

 

“Deliberation!” Twycross shouted, making the sixth-years jump. “Now, who’s 

going first?” 

 

Everyone took a step backwards. 

 

Lavender raised her hand. “Hermione will … go first, I mean.” 

 

“Superb! A volunteer!” Twycross cried excitedly, pulling Lavender from the 

crowd. Apparently, he was as deaf as he made out. 

 

Turning on the spot, their instructor demonstrated the required movement 

one last time before stepping back for Lavender to have a go. Clumsily, she 

pivoted, pirouetted and plummeted to the pavement like a ballet-dancing 

Billywig. 

 

After Lavender’s disastrous attempt to move through magical motion, the 
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others seemed less concerned about making fools of themselves. While 

Lavender rubbed her elbow and gave Wilkie Twycross a stare that could 

freeze a fireball, her classmates lined up to take their turns.  

 

“Of course, I’ve been able to Apparate since fifth year,” Nott boasted to his 

Housemates, as they lined up behind Hermione.  

 

“And I,” said Zabini. “Mum was going out with this fellow from the Swedish 

Ministry who thought it a good idea if I learned to disappear, if you know 

what I mean.” 

 

“What about you, Granger?” Millicent Bulstrode jeered. “I suppose you’ve 

been reading up and practising just so you can Apparate perfectly first time.” 

 

Hermione remembered Severus’ extra Apparition tuition in front of the Mirror 

of Erised, and smiled. “Yes, Millie.” Millicent pulled a face at the nickname. 

“I’ve had some practise, you could say that.” 

 

The truth was, she’d practised with Severus a couple of times a week since 

that first lesson back in February. Sometimes they actually got around to 

practising Apparition as well. 

 

It was Ron’s turn. He whispered over his shoulder, “Two Knuts says you can’t 

land on Moody!” before stepping up to stand in front of Twycross.  

 

“Destination … Determination … Deliberation ….” Twycross chanted in a 

hypnotic voice, circling Ron, wiggling his fingers as if he were sprinkling her 

friend with fairy dust.  

 

Ron had his eyes squeezed shut so tightly his face looked pinched and puce. 

Hermione chuckled to herself—her friend looked like he was either 

constipated or trying to give birth to a baby Hippogriff. Then, with a 

deliberate step forward, the young Weasley lifted his arms out to his sides, 

turned in a semi circle and disappeared with a sharp crack! 

 

“Well done, well done!” Wilkie Twycross applauded to the empty pavement. 

“Who’s next?” 

 

Hermione took a bold step forward. Out of the corner of her eye she saw 

Professor Sprout rushing forward to catch Ron as he stumbled across the 

pavement outside of Scrivenshaft’s. Closing her eyes, she imagined the 

teashop. Reaching out with her mind, she could see the little flying cupids, 
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taste the sickly sweet tea and yearned to be next to Severus. Without really 

registering Twycross’ chanted mantra, she stepped into a semi circle and …  

 

Crack! 

 

Everything went black; she was being pressed very hard from all directions. 

She gasped in vain for breath as iron bands tightened around her chest. It 

felt like drowning, or as if she was being pushed through the narrow neck of 

a bottle, like one of those tall ships you saw in antique shops. Her eyeballs 

felt like they were going to explode; her eardrums were being forced inside 

her head. As quickly as it began, she re-materialised with a deafening, ear-

splitting … Pop! 

 

For a moment, she wasn’t sure where she was. Holding her nose, she cleared 

the pressure imbalance from her ears, before looking around. 

 

“I would have expected nothing less.”  

 

She spun around. Severus was leaning against Madam Puddifoot’s window. 

He looked like a dark, creeping shadow—so out of place next to the hot pink 

paintwork and frilly half-curtains of the clinquant café.  

 

“And all in one piece,” he added, looking her over suggestively. 

 

Trying to keep herself steady, Hermione squashed her dizziness by 

concentrating just on Severus as she walked toward him. “Are you sure?” she 

asked innocently. 

 

“You are swerving slightly as you walk,” he mused, tapping the tip of his 

wand against his top lip thoughtfully. “Perhaps I should check you over?” 

 

“Perhaps you should, sir.”  

 

Without moving from his leaning position, and with a cautious glance up and 

down the lane to ensure they were unobserved, he reached out and pulled 

her toward him. Two searching, splayed hands started their exploration in 

her hair, her neck and shoulders, finally her breasts.  

 

With a frantic jangle of little bells, the door to the teashop was thrown open. 

A high, angry voice shouted, “Get off her, you pervert!” 

 

Hermione pushed Severus away. He turned angrily to see who had shouted. 
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Standing, looking aghast in the recessed doorway was Nymphadora Tonks, 

her bubblegum pink hair blending chameleon-like with the awning of the 

hideous teashop. She stepped forward and grabbed Hermione’s arm, pulling 

her into the middle of the narrow lane. 

 

“Are you all right, Hermione? Did he hurt you?” 

 

“No!” Hermione reassured the Auror. “We were just messing about—” 

 

“I saw you two together at Christmas, all snuggled up, I thought it was just 

seasonal spirits and a little too much of Flitwick’s festive Firewhisky,” Tonks 

interrupted, looking suspiciously at Severus and then back to Hermione. “I 

can’t believe you would take advantage like this, Snape!” She set off down 

the lane, pulling Hermione behind her, cursing under her breath, saying they 

were going ‘straight to Dumbledore’, and ‘this was going to mean his 

suspension’. 

 

As Hermione shook herself free of the Auror’s grasp, Severus brushed past. 

“Tonks!” he hissed, catching her by the hood and spinning her around to face 

him. “This is not what it looks like!” 

 

She didn’t seem intimidated by Severus’ twisting grip on her cloak. She 

stared at him, cold judgement in her eyes. “No? Then what is it, Snape? You 

dirty bloody letch!” 

 

He straightened up, let go of Tonks, folded his arms and looked murderous. 

“How dare you!” 

 

“I dare, believe me, I dare,” Tonks promised, her hair fading from pink to 

mousy brown which told of her lack of confidence, despite the promise of 

retaliation in her words. “I dare to go straight to Dumbledore with this. He’ll 

have your wand.” 

 

A smile crossed Severus’ lips, replacing the taut expression of concern he’d 

worn before. “Be my guest,” he said in invitation. “I believe he can be found 

in his office.” 

 

Before Tonks could respond, there was a soft pop. Theodore Nott had 

Apparated right in front of Madam Puddifoot’s, now thirty yards behind them, 

with a triumphant smile on his slender face. “I see I beat you, Granger,” he 

jeered. “You only made it to Grunnion’s Guesthouse!” 
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Tonks gave Severus a stern glare before turning around and striding toward 

the junction. She turned left at Dervish and Banges, taking the path to 

Hogwarts at a lightning-fast pace, anger and resentment in her every stride. 

Severus had swept off in the other direction, joining Theodore, 

congratulating his pupil on his accuracy and awarding him twenty house 

points for his efforts. 

 

Hermione was left alone in the middle of the street. Nott kept smirking at her 

until temper blew. “Actually, Theo,” she said tersely, storming back to the 

teashop, “I Apparated inside Madam Puddifoot’s, juggling fondant fancies as I 

poured myself a cup of tea! I was walking back to look for you.” 

 

Severus turned his head to look at her. He was wearing that expression he 

gave first years that didn’t know monkshood from wolfsbane. “Ten points will 

be deducted from Gryffindor, Miss Granger, for exaggerating the truth.”  

 

At least he didn’t say lying. 

 

The smile on Nott’s smug face grew wider, but Severus didn’t look amused in 

the slightest. Tonks was at this moment on her way to the Headmaster with 

tales of her being groped in the street. Hermione felt like she’d been 

Splinched. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

“Oh, give the girl one, Professor Snape!” Wilkie Twycross chirped before 

taking another sip of his cherry syrup and soda through a little orange straw.  

 

“If you won’t, I will,” Professor Sprout promised. “I’ll do so without any 

hesitation.” 

 

Hermione sipped her Butterbeer, her face growing hot with embarrassment. 

Before returning to Hogwarts, the class had been invited to the Three 

Broomsticks for a celebratory drink. All eleven had eventually Apparated by 

their third attempt, some with greater success than others. 

 

“He gave Mr Nott twenty, I think it only fair Miss Granger is awarded the 

same,” Professor Sprout said indulgently, holding the handle of her Badger 

Beer stoutly in her pudgy hand. Her dimpled knuckles, ingrained with dirt, 

tightened as she brought the half pint tankard to her lips. Ignoring her froth 

moustache, she continued. “One House point is hardly fair in the 
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circumstances, Wilkie.” She moved closer to the little Apparition instructor, 

giving him a girlish pout and fluttering her eyelashes seductively. Twycross 

looked scared, and he had good reason. A flirting Professor Sprout looked 

predatory—a little like a Venomous Tentacula just before it fed. 

 

“Twenty points to Gryffindor, Miss Granger, for your unsurprising success in 

today’s Apparition exercise,” Severus conceded, scowling at the other 

teachers. “Perhaps now we can end this futile discussion?” 

 

“Thank you, sir,” Hermione replied quietly, looking down at her shoes. 

 

“Nice one,” Ron whispered in her ear. He put his arm around her shoulders 

and gave her an affectionate squeeze, which didn’t go unnoticed by Lavender 

or Severus. Both reacted in their own way, one less restrained than the 

other. 

 

“I Apparated on my second attempt!” Lavender whined, staring daggers 

across the table at Hermione. “She’s been practising.” 

 

Severus leant back on his stool. “Miss Granger, have you been practising?” 

 

Whether she blushed anew or was just in a perpetual state of red-faced-ness, 

Hermione wasn’t sure. Resisting the urge to smile at him, she replied, “Only 

under strict supervision, Professor. That was the first time I had actually 

Apparated. I’ve been working mainly on the theory—the three D’s. ” 

 

Severus’ face remained impassive. 

 

“Wonderful!” Twycross exclaimed. He slammed his empty glass down on the 

table and clicked his fingers together for a refill. Hermione pondered if it 

were possible to get inebriated on cordial, as her instructor slurred, “You’re 

the epitome of the three S’s, Hermione, dear; Studious, Successful and 

Scrumptious. In fact, if you were two feet shorter I’d ask you to partner me 

to the Apparator’s Annual Assembly. Disappearing dancing and fluctuating 

finger foods—it’s an excellent evening’s entertainment.”  

 

Contemplating the awful idea of going on a date with the Ministry’s answer to 

will-o’-the-wisp, Hermione looked away and frowned. “Thank goodness I’m 

five feet seven,” she whispered to Ron, who burst out laughing. Excusing 

herself, she went to the lady’s loo to try and compose herself. 

 

Mandy Brocklehurst was washing her hands in the tiny earthenware sink. She 
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glanced up at the vanity mirror as Hermione pushed the door open. “Well 

done,” she said cheerfully. “You taught those upstart boys a lesson.” Drying 

her hands, she turned to Hermione and whispered, “I love it when the 

Slytherins get put into their place.” Giggling, she smoothed down her robe, 

paying special attention to her Ravenclaw crested badge.  

 

Hermione returned the smile and went to the mirror. Her skin was flushed 

from blushing and the warm wind that breezed through Hogsmeade that 

morning. Mandy opened the door to leave. Out of sight to Hermione, she 

cried, “Oh, Professor Snape!” 

 

Spinning around, Hermione just saw Mandy ducking under the outstretched, 

black-clad arm that held the door open. Severus stepped into the bathroom. 

Turning back to the mirror, Hermione watched him, watching her. She 

washed her hands and splashed her face. The cool water seemed to help 

clear her head.  

 

“We were careless,” he said quietly. 

 

“We’re being careless now,” she pointed out, trying to keep a straight face. 

Their situation did seem ridiculous. “This is a girls’ toilet, Professor.” 

 

Severus dismissed her concern with a derisive snort through his wide 

nostrils. He stared at her reflection in the mirror for a few moments. “I seem 

to have a preoccupation,” he answered mysteriously, “with a certain 

Gryffindor sixth year. I noticed you’ve bewitched Wilkie Twycross and Ronald 

Weasley with your feminine charms.”  

 

She laughed at first, but the look on Severus’ face told her he was in earnest. 

“Are you serious?” she asked him. “Severus, are you jealous?” 

 

He took a step toward her before reaching out to tease her hair with his 

fingertips. “Tell me, witch, are you using a spell or a tincture to ensnare 

these men?” He lowered his lips to hers, kissing her so gently and yet so 

enticingly, she found herself becoming very warm again. 

 

At exactly that moment, the door opened again and Ron stepped cautiously 

inside. “Hermione, I—” he stopped abruptly and just stared open mouthed at 

his professor and his best friend, kissing. 

 

When Ron found his voice, albeit hesitantly; he sounded horrified. “What … 

what the HELL are you doing to Hermione?” 
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Without moving away, Severus stroked her hair again, this time slowly and 

more possessively, while giving Ron an unyielding stare. “Any plans you may 

have had for Hermione end here, Weasley,” he threatened menacingly. “As 

far as you’re concerned, she’s archived in the Restricted Section—entirely for 

my perlustration and mine alone.” 

 

Ron looked confused. “Per lusting … what?” 

 

Hermione sighed. “Perlustration, Ronald, means to study, peruse.” He still 

looked blank. “Oh, for goodness sake … look at thoroughly?” She turned to 

Severus. “You really need to speak to Ron in words of one syllable. I’m afraid 

your witty remarks are lost on him.” 

 

“STOP IT!” her friend shouted. “STOP IT RIGHT NOW! I’LL SHOW YOU, 

SNAPE, YOU ARSEHOLE!” Ron’s poor attempt to retaliate was evident. He 

swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple bobbed up and down his freckled throat as 

he fumbled in his robes pocket, clumsily pulling out his wand. 

 

Severus reacted quickly. “Step into my office, Weasley …” Letting go of 

Hermione, he pulled out his wand and grabbed a struggling Ron by the scruff 

of the neck, lifted him up and pushed him roughly into the toilet cubicle. “I’m 

going to give you choice, Mister Weasley. I will speak slowly and use the 

simplest language possible, so there will be no chance of your 

misunderstanding.” 

 

Sitting on the toilet with an angry Defence professor’s wand pointed at him, 

Ron started to whimper. 

 

Severus laid out his terms. “You will accept your friend’s and my relationship 

with each other, wish us happiness, and keep those notoriously prolific 

Weasley genes of yours aimed at another.” He paused and let his lips curl 

into a sly smile. “Miss Brown seems receptive to your Neolithic charms?”  

 

“Not anymore she isn’t, Professor,” Ron squeaked, trying to clamber up the 

water inlet pipe. 

 

“Of course,” Severus mused quietly. “My Love Potion must be wearing off.” 

 

Ron stopped his frantic scrambling and stared at Snape. “You gave her a 

Love Potion?” 
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“Of course I did, you imbecile. It was rather strange, was it not, the way she 

suddenly threw herself at you?” 

 

“Yes, but—” 

 

“Enough!” Severus snapped. “My ultimatum, Weasley. Do you accept my 

relationship with Hermione?” 

 

“Relationship?” Ron sniped. “Never!” 

 

“Hermione, get back to the others,” Snape instructed, without taking his eye 

off the boy. She didn’t argue, but did what he said and ran to the door. Just 

as she was leaving the bathroom she heard Severus’ voice, cold and cruel, 

‘Obliviate!’ 

 

Making her way back through the bar, weaving her way between the bar 

stools, her concern for Ron evaporated somewhat when she saw him stumble 

backwards out of the bathroom, Severus’ voice following close behind with, 

“Don’t you ever let me catch you loitering in a girls’ bathroom again, 

Weasley, or next time you’ll have far more to be concerned about than 

twenty lost house points!” 

 

Dean pulled out Hermione’s stool and offered it to her. “Snape is such a 

bas—” he stopped as Professor Sprout gave him a warning glance over the 

rim of her tankard, “—lucky man. He gives us twenty house points, and then 

he gets to take them away again.” 

 

“What’s he doing now?” Parvati asked as Ron wobbled over to the bar. He 

gestured for Rosmerta to come closer. Once he had the landlady’s attention, 

he said, “There was this hag, right, who went into the bar.” He shook his 

head and started again. “Sorry. There was a hag who was sent to St Mungo’s 

...” 

 

Hermione sighed. “He’s trying to impress her, I think,” she told her 

Housemates. “He’s fancied Madam Rosmerta for ages.” 

 

“That’s IT!” Lavender huffed, slamming down her Butterbeer in dramatic 

fashion. “I’m finishing with him!” 

 

Severus took his seat next to Professor Sprout and looked around at the 

students' faces, giving everyone that wasn’t in Slytherin a glare that had 

more than one Butterbeer bottle shaking in trembling fingers. “Adolescents, 
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Professor,” he said quietly to Professor Sprout. “They are nothing but raging 

hormones and not a wit between them.”  

 

“And the hag said, ‘Stinksap?’” Ron all but shouted, persisting with his joke. 

Madam Rosmerta looked bored. 

 

“Oh, I know, Professor, I know,” Professor Sprout replied sagely. 

 

“Three weeks in the Critical Cactus ward!” Ron finished, roaring with 

laughter. Politely, Rosmerta turned and walked away. She smiled invitingly at 

a goblin that had placed two Galleons on the bar. 

 

Ron ambled dejectedly across the pub and sat back down next to Hermione. 

“Never mind,” she said, patting him gently on the shoulder. “I’m sure Neville 

will like it.” 

 

Ron’s face flushed even redder. “Neville’s the one that told it to me.” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

“How did the Apparating go, Hermione?” Harry asked later, as they sat down 

to Sunday lunch in the Great Hall. 

 

“She was perfect, obviously,” Ron answered before she had a chance to 

reply. “Perfect deliberation, divination and desperation, or whatever the hell 

it was.” 

 

Severus’ Memory Charm was evident in Ron’s addled response. Hermione 

hoped desperately that Harry wouldn’t notice any difference in their friend.  

 

Ron drew breath and continued. “We all went for a drink in the Three 

Broomsticks after, and you should’ve heard him going on about her.” He 

nodded to indicate Hermione. “And the way he looked at her! I’ll be surprised 

if he doesn’t pop the question soon-” 

 

For a dreadful moment, Hermione’s whole body went cold. She thought Ron 

meant Severus. At Harry’s amused grin, she looked to the High Table, 

releasing a long, relieved breath as she realised Ron was gesturing to Wilkie 

Twycross. Uncurling her sweating hands, Hermione ignored Ron and spoke to 

Harry, hoping to change the subject. “What have you been doing while we 

were away?” 
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“I was trying to get into the Room of Requirement. Malfoy was in there 

again. And guess who I ran into?” Harry asked. “Tonks!” 

 

“Tonks?” Hermione’s hands felt sweaty again and her pulse was racing. 

 

“Yeah, she’d come to visit Dumbledore,” Harry told her. “But he’s not here 

today ….” 

 

“It’s a bit odd.” Hermione was worried just how much Harry knew of what 

had occurred outside the teashop. “She’s supposed to be guarding the 

students in Hogsmeade. What could possibly be so important she left her 

post to come here?” 

 

“I had a thought,” said Harry. “It might be something to do with … well … 

love.” 

 

“What on earth makes you say that?” Hermione asked in panic. 

 

“I dunno,” Harry said quietly. “She was nearly crying when I mentioned 

Sirius. Do you think she was in love with him? Her Patronus has changed, 

Snape said so. It’s now a large four-legged thing. I wondered if it hasn’t 

become, you know, him.” 

 

“It’s a thought,” Hermione replied, “but I still don’t know why she’s bursting 

into the castle to see Dumbledore … if that’s why she was really here, I 

mean.”  

 

If Tonks had been unable to find Dumbledore, then Severus was safe from 

suspension, for now. Neither Harry nor Ron seemed suspicious of the Auror’s 

motives, which was a relief. Hermione took a bite of her roast dinner and 

looked up to the High Table. Severus was deep in conversation with Professor 

Slughorn, everything seemed normal. 

 

Ron rolled his eyes. “It sounds like Tonks has gone a bit funny, if you ask 

me,” he said between mouthfuls. “Women!” 

 

“And yet,” Hermione replied, thoughtfully. “I doubt you would find a woman 

who sulked because Madam Rosmerta didn’t laugh at their joke about the 

hag, the Healer and the Mimbulus Mimbletonia.” 

 

Ron scowled. 
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Chapter 27 – The Seer and the Secret Room 

  

 

 

Hermione looked around Severus’ chambers, her soon-to-be new home. The 

late afternoon sun streamed through the narrow leaded window, highlighting 

the tiny floating dust particles. The first few days of June had been bright 

and warm. The promise of a good summer was on the horizon, and, along 

with it, plenty of free time to spend with Severus once term had finished.  

 

On his bedside table lay her crisp new Apparition license. Thanks to the extra 

tuition Severus had given her in the art of the Three D’s, she had passed her 

exam with flying colours, despite her fit of giggles when she remembered 

their afternoon in front of the Mirror of Erised. 

 

Instead of her usual school uniform, Hermione wore a simple knee-length 

black dress. Full and free, the skirt swirled as she moved. For practicality she 

wore black leggings and her sturdy black boots. If Severus wanted the 

wedding they had talked about all those years ago, he was going to get it. 

The bride of Snape would be wearing black—along with a cheeky smile. 

 

“Are you ready?” he asked, stepping out of the bathroom. “It’s seven thirty; 

we ought to be making our way to the Room of Requirement.” 

 

“Severus!” she chided, trying to hide herself behind the bed curtains. “It’s 

bad luck for the groom to see the bride before the wedding!” 

 

“Nonsense!” he replied, crossing the room to check his reflection in the 

mirror. “I’m certain we’ve exhausted all our bad luck; I suffered nineteen 

years of it.” He combed his dark hair and then scrutinized his reflection. 

Licking his index finger, he smoothed down each thick eyebrow. Satisfied, he 

turned slowly to face her. “This, my dear, is as good as your ill-tempered, 

hard-featured raven of a future husband will ever look.” 

 

Hermione tried to look worried. She stepped quickly across the room to stand 

in front of him, studying his features as she did so. “Oh, gosh, is it really, 

Severus? I mean, is there still time for me to back out of this wedding?” She 

started to smile, unable to keep up the pretence. “Tell me ....” She folded her 

arms and tilted her head to one side. “What does Rabastan look like under 
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his mask? Is he devilishly handsome in a villainous, minion-of-evil way?” 

 

“I see a pattern emerging here,” Severus retorted. “It seems you have a 

preference for Dark, dangerous men with very dubious backgrounds.” 

 

“You did rather set a precedent,” she told him. “It’s a year to the day since I 

was in your classroom, preparing the first cauldron of Vanity. That evening 

changed my perspective on a lot of things.” She reached up, brushing the 

hair away from his face with her fingertips. “You looked at me with such 

intensity.” Her touch slipped down to his arm. She took her time with her 

caress, lingering over his bicep muscle. “When you grasped my wrists I fell 

totally under your power.” 

 

Severus shuddered as she gently stroked his arm. “Is that so?” he asked 

quietly. The silence in the room became deafening as the couple looked 

intently at one another. Hermione could see every speck of colour in his 

eyes. Irises of darkest brown flecked with their myriad hazel lineaments held 

her motionless gaze. This moment, mere minutes before they were to marry, 

was poignant and meaningful for both of them. “Then tell me, witch,” he 

asked, suddenly serious. “Who enticed whom? I reacted to my teenage lover 

wielding a dagger, you responded to me physically as I did so. Was it I, 

therefore, who made the first move in our relationship?”  

 

She reached up and combed his dark, sebaceous hair again, massaging the 

nape of his neck. He really was quite raven-like. “Wizard, did you use a spell 

or tincture to entwine my soul to yours?” she asked softly, punctuating the 

word ‘entwine’ by twisting his hair in her fingers. Severus closed his eyes, 

relishing her daring, controlling, tensile grip on his scalp. “I think how we 

came to be together,” she whispered, taking his hand in hers, “will always be 

an inexplicable time travel paradox; perhaps the only unanswered question I 

can possibly live with.” Giving his hand a squeeze, she smiled mischievously. 

“I might have met another back in 1977, you realise. Rodolphus could have 

introduced me to his elder brother, and on that note, I believe you side-

stepped my earlier question.” 

 

Severus sighed. “I’m led to believe Rabastan Lestrange is covered head-to-

foot in wiry body hair and his conversation is said to be so tedious it would 

drive you to tears.” 

 

“In that case,” she said shyly, standing on tiptoe to place a kiss on his cheek, 

“I think I’ll marry you today, Professor.” 
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His hands crept around her waist, wrapping her up and pulling her toward 

him. Hermione didn’t need prompting; she lifted her face to his and their lips 

met. His lips brushed softly over hers, and she sighed in contentment. It 

seemed that no matter how short or prolonged the time between them being 

together became, Severus could draw out the most intense feelings from 

deep within her. Her lips tingled against his as he pulled her more tightly, 

more possessively against his body. Hermione couldn’t have cared less who 

could have seen them—Harry could have walked in and had a heart attack at 

their feet and she suspected she would barely have noticed. Severus’ fingers 

tangled in her hair, his thumbs stroking softly against her cheeks as he 

moved to deepen their kiss. She pressed her body more tightly against him, 

hoping to entice him further—the wedding could wait, she simply needed 

him. Severus let out a small chuckle, pulling back slowly from her, his lips 

grazing hers just once more before he broke contact, his hands falling back 

to her hips. 

 

Silently, he looked down at her, as if making his mind up about something. 

He released his hold on her waist and led her to the wall on the other side of 

the room. Withdrawing his wand, he placed the tip against one of the granite 

stones, a cracked one, and tapped it firmly twice. Moving his wand to the 

left, he tapped another stone once. Hermione watched the process curiously. 

It was a little like opening the magical barrier to Diagon Alley. Severus 

moved his wand to the right and tapped another brick three times and then 

took a step backwards, enouncing, ‘Alohomora!’ 

 

The wall creaked, moaned and shifted. Hermione involuntarily stepped 

backwards as she watched the bricks turn and spin independently of each 

other. The wall appeared to fold itself out, leaving an opening wide enough 

for a person to walk through. 

 

“That’s handy,” she commented as the last brick settled into its new location 

and the wall fell silent once again. 

 

“You have no idea how convenient this is,” he replied, stepping through the 

new stone archway. 

 

Hermione waited, unsure whether she was to follow. She peered through the 

arch. As Severus lit a short, worn-down candle with his wand, she could see 

he stood in a small, dark cavern. It smelt damp—musty and stale. Around 

the walls were various paintings covered with dust sheets, an old grey 

nightshirt displayed on a coat hanger next to their red S.P.E.W. robes pegged 

to a hook. There was also a small bookshelf crammed with dusty leather-
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bound books. 

 

“This is where I keep my treasures,” Severus said, placing the candle on a 

stone sconce that jutted out from the wall. He reached out and took her 

hand, pulling her inside. “All of my treasures.”  

 

He kissed her again, deeply and with passion. Severus’ mouth claimed hers, 

continuing where they had left off. His body pressed her against the wall 

beside the makeshift doorway. His scent filled her nostrils, sending wickedly 

erotic messages to her brain. To think, only a year before, she had been 

fantasising about this man, and now here she was, ensconced in his arms, on 

the threshold of marriage. Hermione forced her eyes open, uncertain for a 

moment that the events of the past few months weren’t just dreams. But no, 

there he was, Severus Snape, flesh and very hot blooded, wrapped around 

her. Hermione went to close her eyes again when a black figure in the 

background caught her attention, making her jump. On closer inspection, she 

realised it wasn’t a person. Severus’ Death Eater robes were hung just 

behind him, waiting to be called upon, watching her in silent menace. 

Severus had immediately snapped his head around to see what had startled 

her, and when he saw the perpetrator, he chuckled deeply. Hermione tightly 

closed her eyes, blocking out the hideous robes from view, although she 

couldn’t rid their presence from her mind. Severus’ hands in her hair, his lips 

on her neck, did much to distract her—but it wasn’t enough. Sensing her 

discomfort, he decided it was time to show her the reason he’d brought her 

here. 

 

Releasing her, he indicated to a large trunk for her to sit on. She accepted 

and lowered herself carefully onto the cold metal box, while Severus turned 

his back to her and rifled through the bookshelf. “Until very recently, I saw 

Mister Potter’s possession of my old Advanced Potion-Making book as nothing 

more than an inconvenience.” 

 

“And a cause for consternation on my part,” Hermione added. “I haven’t had 

top marks in Professor Slughorn’s class all year.” 

 

“Another good point well made,” he said, selecting a book. “We can’t have a 

Snape coming second in Potions, our field of expertise,” he said, opening the 

small tome and flicking through the pages. “And in precisely one hour a 

Snape is what you’ll be. Direct action is called for.” 

 

“Most certainly,” she agreed, a shiver running through her at the first use of 

her new name. “What are we going to do, steal the book back?” 
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Severus pulled out a slip of paper from between the thin book’s pages before 

decisively snapping the embossed cover shut. “I tried. When your friend 

attacked Draco, I had the perfect opportunity for confiscation. However, he 

brought another book to me.” 

 

“Ron’s,” Hermione explained.  

 

“Mister Weasley is Roonil Wazlib?” 

 

“One and the same.” 

 

Severus huffed. “Those little bastards!” He put the book back on the shelf. 

“Had I not have been following Draco that fateful night, the Chosen One 

could have very easily ended up as a murderer.” 

 

Hermione nodded in understanding. She was very aware of how close Harry 

had come to killing Malfoy when he’d used Severus’ Sectumsempra spell; it 

had been dangerous in the extreme. 

 

“See that he finds this-” Severus held out the paper he’d pulled from the 

book. Hermione took it, holding it up to the candlelight, angling it until the 

words were visible. 

 

“A newspaper cutting?”  

 

“The day Mother made the Daily Prophet,” Severus recalled with affection. 

“She was made captain of the Hogwarts Gobstones Team. They were playing 

Beauxbatons and the Prophet did a feature. Once young Potter knows whose 

book it is he’s cosseting, I imagine he’ll toss it aside as quick as he’d drop a 

Bubotuber.” 

 

Hermione studied the yellowing parchment. A moving portrait of a young girl 

waved up at her, holding out a handful of shiny Gobstones. She was 

recognisable as Severus’ mum. Her narrow face and judgemental eyes were 

just the same, but it was still peculiar to see Mrs Snape as a girl younger 

than Hermione was now. “Eileen Prince,” she read aloud. “That’s your 

mother’s name?” 

 

Severus nodded.  

 

The penny dropped. “Oh, I get it! She was a Prince, you’re half a Prince. 
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That’s why you call yourself the Half-Blood Prince!” 

 

Severus raised his eyebrow. “That took you longer than I expected. Really, 

that name was my pseudonym for the Knights of Walpurgis. I haven’t used it 

in—Hermione, why are you laughing?” 

 

“I was just thinking how fortunate you are that your mother wasn’t called 

Eileen Wit.”  

 

“Oh?” 

 

“Then you’d be a half-wit.” 

 

“Shut up.” 

 

“Or half-pint,” she continued, between fits of giggles. “Half-mast, or… hang 

on! Severus, is that my old nightshirt?” 

 

He glanced up at the grey flannel garment hanging on the wall. “Possibly.” 

 

“It is!” she cried, jumping to her feet and moving closer to the shirt for 

inspection. “Look! It has the same Little Miss Naughty appliqué design. 

Severus Snape, you stole my nightie!” 

 

If it were possible for Snape to blush, he did then; in the dim candlelight, 

Hermione couldn’t be sure. “You left it behind,” he told her quietly. “I was 

being thorough and discreet. Little Miss books weren’t published until 1981, 

you realise?” 

 

“Foresighted, if not convenient,” she replied. “So, you kept it all these 

years?” 

 

He turned away from her then and pretended to read the titles on the spines 

of his books. “I used to wear it until recently,” he confessed. “I thought you 

might find it under my pillow, so-” 

 

Hermione exploded in near-hysterical laughter. “You … ? No way! Professor 

Snape used to wear my Little Miss Naughty nightie?”  

 

He was saved from further embarrassment by a soft pop as Trixy appeared in 

the room behind them. 
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“Professor Snape, sir,” the little elf gasped excitedly, “Mizranger!”  

 

Trixy was a sight to be seen. Her usual white Hogwarts pillowcase was 

decorated with shiny silver horseshoes, pinned front and back. Her top-knot 

was tied up in a pink bow, and on her chest she wore a circular badge which 

proudly declared, ‘Charms are Cool!’ 

 

“What is it, Trixy?” Severus asked, stepping out of the alcove. As Hermione 

followed him, the magical barrier groaned and slotted shut behind them. 

 

“Master Filius, he says Headmaster Dumbledore is on his way,” she 

announced, pausing only to clear her throat. The little elf blushed. “And you 

two love-muffins better haves your sticky hands to yourselves by the time 

the old man gets here.” She looked apologetically at Hermione. “Trixy’s 

begging your pardon, but that’s how the Master is saying it, Miss.” 

 

As the elf finished speaking, there was a soft rap at the door. Severus turned 

to check the wall was securely back as it should be and raised a finger to his 

lips, indicating the presence of the cavern was a secret. Hermione nodded. 

 

As Severus crossed the room to answer the door, Trixy pulled on the hem of 

Hermione’s skirt. “Miss, please, Miss?” 

 

“What is it?”  

 

“Gigi Lovegood’s here with Mister Gudgeon. They is waiting in the Come and 

Go Room.” 

 

“Good evening, Severus, Hermione,” greeted the Headmaster from the open 

doorway. “Ah, Trixy, I see you made it here faster than I, my little friend.” 

 

Trixy looked flustered and toed the edge of the rug with her hairy, green 

feet. 

 

“No matter, no matter,” he said, dismissing Filius’ elf with a wave of his 

hand. She disappeared with a crack and a jangle of little horseshoes. “We 

have more important business to discuss. Severus, may I ...?” He gestured 

to the armchairs.  

 

“Please, NO chintz,” Severus implored, taking a seat in his favourite leather 

chair.  
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Albus shrugged. “As you wish.” With a flourish of his wand, a large, comfy, 

apricot-coloured armchair appeared. Severus looked in pain as he squinted, 

as if blinded by the offending orange furniture. The Headmaster gathered his 

voluminous robes and sat back in his conjured chair, looking at Hermione 

with unfamiliar regret and sadness in his eyes. “Come, sit down, my dear. I 

have bad news.” 

 

She complied, worried what it might be that he had come to say. 

 

“Bad news, Headmaster?” Severus prompted. 

 

“The wedding,” Dumbledore said slowly, “cannot proceed.” 

 

Severus prickled visibly, sitting straighter in his chair. “For what reason?” 

 

“I have, this afternoon, acquired certain information pertaining to an ongoing 

and most important quest.” He paused, absently touching his withered right 

hand, before forming his fingers into a steeple and tapping his fingertips 

against the end of his nose. “A quest,” he continued suddenly, making 

Hermione start, “that I must undertake immediately.” He looked straight at 

Hermione. “I will be asking Harry to accompany me.” 

 

“Once again, Potter comes first!” Severus said tersely.  

 

“Why, Severus, I thought you were participating in this wedding under 

duress.” 

 

“Of course I am,” Snape confirmed, glancing over at Hermione. “It just 

seems such a waste of time and energy to postpone our ceremony at this 

late hour. My mother is Apparating from Eastbourne, and-” 

 

“I Floo’d Eileen, Severus. She’s changed her plans accordingly.” 

 

“What time are you leaving, sir?” Hermione asked. 

 

“I plan to leave at dusk,” he replied. “At nine o’clock, or just after.” 

 

“Then our plans have not changed!” Severus declared. 

 

“Have they not?” Dumbledore studied his fingernails, as if he were bored. 

 

“You will have sufficient time to perform our ceremony, toast us with 
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champagne and brew at least three of your infernal cups of tea before you 

and Potter have to leave.” 

 

“Have I?” Dumbledore asked again. 

 

Severus looked irritated by Dumbledore’s obstinance, but then his frown 

turned into a tight-lipped grin. “You crafty old devil …” 

 

“I had to make sure,” the Headmaster replied, smiling broadly. “I put you 

under great pressure, Severus, something that I have since regretted. You 

two really want to go ahead with this, don’t you?” 

 

“Yes,” Hermione said quickly. 

 

“We do,” Severus confirmed. 

 

“Then, proceed we shall!” Dumbledore clapped his hands together and a 

house-elf appeared before him. “Bring me a bottle of chilled Ruinart and 

three long-stemmed glasses!”  

 

Hermione scrunched the newspaper cutting, still held in her fist. 

“Headmaster, if Harry is leaving the castle this evening, may I be excused for 

a moment? I have something I need to see him about—it’s important.” 

 

“Of course, my dear girl,” he replied, leaning forward and patting her 

affectionately on the knee. “Tonight is your night. You may ask me to catch 

the cosmos in a cauldron, and I would have to comply.” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

 

Cursing each and every monotonous step on the staircase to the seventh 

floor, Hermione entered the common room short of breath and with aching 

calf muscles. Her time was limited; there was only twenty minutes before she 

was expected in the Room of Requirement for her wedding, but first she 

needed to find two very important people. 

 

In a window seat, she saw one of them, sitting beside Ron. Although the pair 

of them pored over their Herbology homework, Harry’s mind seemed to be 

elsewhere. A smile was on his lips that could not have been put there by a 

nine inch essay on dragon compost; this was the same contented smile 
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Severus used to wear back in 1977, when they returned from the Prefects’ 

bathroom. She squeezed herself down into the gap on the tapestry cushion 

between her two friends. 

 

She drew a deep breath. “I want to talk to you, Harry.” 

 

Her friend looked up from his textbook. “What about?” 

 

“The so-called Half-Blood Prince,” she said quickly. 

 

“Not again, Hermione. Will you please drop it?” 

 

She shook her head. “I’m not dropping it until you’ve heard me out.” 

Hermione’s cheeks grew hot as she pulled out the newspaper cutting Severus 

had given her. She placed it down on the common room table. “Look at that, 

Harry! Look at the picture!” 

 

Ron leaned over to see the clipping as Harry lifted up the parchment and 

studied it.  

 

“So?”  

 

This was harder work than she had expected. Eileen looked just like Severus, 

could Harry not see that? “Her name is Eileen Prince. Prince, Harry.”  

 

Harry looked at her then, understanding in his eyes. Unexpectedly, he burst 

out laughing. “No way!” 

 

“What?” Hermione couldn’t understand why he was laughing. 

 

“You think she’s something to do with the Half-Blood …? Oh, come on.” 

 

“Well, why not?” she reasoned, trying to drop as subtle a hint as possible. 

“Harry, there aren’t any real princesses in the wizarding world, are there? It’s 

either a nickname, a made-up title someone’s giving themselves, or it could 

be their actual name, couldn’t it?” Harry drew breath to speak, but she 

interrupted him. “No, listen, If, say, the Prince had a father or mother who 

was a witch or wizard, whose surname was ‘Prince’, and the other parent was 

a Muggle, then that would make them a ‘half-blood Prince’ !”.  

 

“Yeah, very ingenious, Hermione. Look, I can tell it’s not a girl. I can just 

tell.” 
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“That’s beside the point, Harry. The truth is, you don’t think a girl would’ve 

been clever enough!” She accused him crossly, but her ire quickly subsided 

as Nearly Headless Nick wafted through the common room, searching each 

group of students, looking for someone. As their eyes met, Sir Nicholas gave 

her a pointed look, before speeding through the portrait hole. 

 

“How can I have hung around with you for five years and not think girls are 

clever?” Harry retorted. “But it’s the way he writes. I just know the Prince 

was a bloke, I can tell. This girl hasn’t got anything to do with it.” He looked 

at the newspaper cutting again. “Where did you get this, anyway?” 

 

“The library, there’s a whole collection of old Prophets up there.” Hermione 

lied dismissively. It was time for her to take her leave, so she stood up. 

“Well, I’m going to try to find out more about Eileen Prince if I can. Perhaps 

you should do the same?” 

 

“Enjoy yourself.” Harry went back to his homework, tossing the newspaper 

cutting aside. 

 

“I will,” she told him pointedly and started toward the door, her mission 

unaccomplished. For a top-notch Seeker who could locate a Snitch in a 

storm, Harry couldn’t spot a dropped hint if you cast Engorgio and covered it 

in tinsel. She turned around as she reached the portrait hole, determined to 

give him one last clue to Severus’ identity. “The first place I’d consider 

looking is the records of old Potions awards!” she called out. There, if that 

wasn’t the biggest hint Hermione could give, she didn’t know what was. 

Pushing open the heavy common room door, she huffed wearily while 

ignoring the Fat Lady’s comment about Hermione wearing all black doing 

nothing for her pasty complexion.  

 

The second person she had to see that evening was waiting for her. Sir 

Nicholas de Mimsy Porpington drifted in the corridor, straightening his 

doublet and making sure his head was attached at the correct angle. “Good 

evening,” he greeted her, bowing gracefully. “I believe it is time?” 

 

Hermione nodded. “It’s time.” 

 

As they approached the Room of Requirement, Luna stepped out of an 

alcove. Resplendent in blue and white taffeta, she matched the large willow-

patterned vase that stood on the floor under the windowsill, spilling over with 

pink and white gypsophila. Luna’s earrings caught the sunset. Sixteen blue 
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metal Butterbeer caps, joined together with filigree silver, dangled from each 

ear, brushing her shoulders. 

 

“Right,” said Luna, grabbing Hermione by the shoulders, pulling her into the 

alcove and squaring her up for inspection. “Let’s run through the necessary 

…” 

 

“Luna, this is hardly ….” 

 

“Something old …” Luna continued, ignoring Hermione’s protests. “Um, 

Snape’s old, he’ll do.” 

 

Hermione chuckled, batting Luna in the arm for good measure. 

 

“Something new—what have you got on you that’s new, Granger?” 

 

“I’m wearing new underwear?” 

 

“Perfect.” 

 

“Something borrowed ….” Her friend looked around the alcove. “Here,” her 

bridesmaid said, grabbing the flowers from the vase. “Your bouquet, madam. 

Now we need something blue …” She started to remove her earrings.” 

 

“No, Luna. No, no, no, no, no!” 

 

The Ravenclaw’s hands dropped, leaving her earrings where they were. “If 

you’re sure ….” 

 

“Oh, I’m certain.” 

 

Lifting up her sleeve, Luna shook her arm and smiled. A matching Butterbeer 

cap bracelet jangled on her wrist. “How about this little beauty?” 

 

Hermione sighed in defeat, holding out her own wrist for Luna to put the 

bracelet on. “Do you make this crap in your spare time or something?” she 

asked. 

 

Quickly unclasping the gaudy bracelet, Luna transferred it onto Hermione’s 

arm, raising one pale eyebrow. “Some of us knit elf hats, and others make 

jewellery out of beer caps and radishes. What can I say?” 
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“You made your point,” Hermione replied, hiding the bracelet under her 

sleeve. 

 

“Are you ready?” Sir Nicholas enquired politely, drifting in the seventh floor 

corridor. At Hermione’s silent nod, he held out his arm for her. 

 

Sir Nicholas’ arm felt cold and clammy. Hermione gave him a nervous smile 

as she slipped her hand into the crook of his elbow, holding on with just her 

fingertips.  

 

“Regrettably, I never had a daughter,” Sir Nicholas reflected as they wafted 

and walked respectively to the tapestry of Barnabas the Barmy. Luna 

followed three paces behind, her taffeta ensemble rustling as she walked. 

“Today,” the ghost continued, “you’ve made me a very proud man.” His 

speech was emotional, and as they paused at the heavy oak door, Hermione 

felt a small kiss on his cheek might be in order—although she quickly thought 

better of it.   

 

The door swung open, and they stepped inside. Hermione took a sharp intake 

of breath. The room had excelled itself in its creation of the perfect wedding 

chapel. It was similar to her village church’s Lady Chapel in its size; small 

and rectangular with whitewashed stone walls. Six pews of solid yew and a 

stack of psalm books gave the room an evocative church smell and a feeling 

she remembered from Sunday school. Daylight streamed through the stained 

glass window that dominated the small chapel. Instead of John the Baptist, 

this window depicted an animated Heliotrope Willis addressing the trolls atop 

a hill. The stained glass segments moved and reassembled themselves as 

Willis walked among the trolls, rousing them to accept their rightful place as 

equal beings in the wizarding world.  

 

The other notable difference to this image and that of her childhood was the 

huddle of wizards at the altar. Instead of an Anglican vicar presiding, Albus 

Dumbledore stood on the dais, beaming down at her. Gigi, positioned in the 

front pew, turned to watch Hermione’s walk down the short aisle, giving her 

a reassuring wink. Davy, sitting next to Gigi, reached forward and patted 

Severus on the back. He turned and looked straight through his ethereal best 

man toward his lifelong friend. In the opposite pew, the tiny heads of 

Professor Flitwick and Trixy could just be seen, sitting beside a lady in dark 

robes, her greying hair wrapped up in a bun. Hermione smiled. Eileen had 

come. 

 

St Paul’s Cathedral, the chapel was not. In twenty steps Hermione and Sir 
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Nicholas had walked the length of the aisle and had arrived at the altar. Luna 

took her position at Hermione’s side, but neither friend looked at the other. 

Luna waited patiently, watching Dumbledore. Hermione only had eyes for her 

bridegroom. 

 

“I don’t recall our agreement included a ghoul giving away the bride,” 

Severus whispered softly, amused. Sir Nicholas relinquished Hermione’s arm, 

placing her hand on top of Severus’.  

 

The Bloody Baron had made considerable effort with his appearance. He was 

standing proudly beside Severus in transparent shades of grey. In stark and 

quite alarming contrast, he wore a rosy red carnation, which had been stuck 

to his ethereal cloak’s button hole with Spellotape.  

 

“I see you upheld your end of the bargain,” Hermione pointed out, sweetly. 

“Your best man is indeed the grisliest ghoul Hogwarts has to offer.” 

 

“I’m delighted you appreciate the fact,” Severus replied with a smile, as the 

Headmaster cleared his throat. Hermione and Severus both looked up to the 

old man. 

 

“Welcome, friends,” Dumbledore began. “I invite you all to take your 

positions ….” 

 

Luna, Gigi, Davy, Dumbledore, Eileen, Filius, Trixy, and to Hermione’s 

amusement, Sir Nicholas and the Bloody Baron joined hands, forming a circle 

around Severus and herself. 

 

“Let the four directions be honoured that magic and radiance might enter our 

circle,” Dumbledore entreated.  

 

Eileen looked at Hermione with warmth and affection as she continued the 

treaty. “With the blessing of the moon, the starry heavens and the deep and 

fruitful earth, we call upon the powers of Merlin!” 

 

Luna spoke next. “With the blessing of the great stag in the heat of the chase 

and the inner fire of the sun, we call upon the powers of Gurdyroot!” 

 

The Headmaster chuckled. Severus looked stern. Gigi cleared her throat. 

“With the blessing of the wisdom that dwells within the sacred waters of the 

Pensieve, we call upon the powers of the Ickelbogg! 

 



 432 

“With the blessing of the eagle of dawn soaring in the clear pure air, we call 

upon the powers of the wind.” Filius chirped.  

 

“May the harmony of our circle be complete,” the Headmaster concluded. He 

paused for a moment. “We stand together, united, to witness the sacred rite 

of marriage between Severus and Hermione. Just as we come together as 

family and friends, so we ask for the greater powers to be present here 

within our circle. May this sacred union be filled with their magical presence. 

By the power vested in me, I invoke the magic of love to be present in this 

sacred place. And so love is declared.”  

 

Eileen spoke again. “By the power vested in me, I invoke the light of the 

bright flame to be present in this sacred place. And so is peace declared.” 

 

Dumbledore stepped forward. “Do you, Hermione, come to this place of your 

own free will?”  

 

Swallowing her nerves, Hermione replied, “I do.”  

 

“Do you, Severus, come to this place of your own free will?”  

 

“I do.”  

 

Dumbledore held up his hands. “Severus and Hermione, will you now walk 

together in the circle of time, travelling through the elements and the 

seasons?”  

 

“We will,” they said together. Davy cleared his throat, they turned to face 

him. 

 

“Will your love survive the harsh fires of change?” Davy asked.  

 

Severus squeezed her hand. Together they replied, “It will.”  

 

Davy nodded. “Then accept the Blessing of the Element of Fire in this the 

place of summer. May your home be filled with warmth.”  

 

Severus prompted Hermione to turn to face his mother.  

 

“Will your love survive the ebb and flow of feelings?” Eileen asked, her face 

serious.  
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They replied together, “It will.”  

 

Eileen smiled indulgently at her son, and then at Hermione. “Then accept the 

blessing of the element of water in this the place of autumn. May your life 

together be filled with love.”  

 

“Will your love survive the times of stillness and restriction?” Gigi asked. She 

had rushed her part of the ceremony. Hermione and Severus were still 

looking at Eileen.  

 

Trying their best to keep up, they swivelled around the circle toward Gigi. 

Again, they replied, “It will.” 

 

Gigi looked relieved her speech was nearly over. “Then accept the blessing of 

the element of earth in this the place of winter. May your union be strong 

and fruitful.”  

 

In the pause that followed they turned to face Professor Flitwick, who drew 

himself up as tall as was possible. “Will your love survive the clear light of 

day?” he asked.  

 

Hermione and Severus said together, “It will.”  

 

“Then accept the blessing of the element of air in this the place of spring. 

May your marriage be blessed by the light of every new dawn,” Filius replied. 

He looked down affectionately at Trixy, whose big eyes were glistening with 

emotional tears that threatened to spill onto her pillowcase and rust her 

horseshoes. 

 

In the centre of the circle, Severus crossed his arms and held Hermione’s 

hands as he turned to face her. “I pledge my love, my strength and my 

friendship. I bring you joy now and forever,” he told her. 

 

Hermione’s pulse quickened at his honesty. “I bring you the warmth of my 

heart,” she replied.  

 

Magically, a cord appeared. It seemed to be woven from many colourful 

strands of the finest silk. Twisting in the air, it wrapped itself around their 

wrists, binding their left hands together. 

 

As one, their guests chanted, “May your union be blessed.” 
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“Do you swear upon the sword of Godric Gryffindor to keep sacred your 

vows?” Dumbledore asked, his tone serious.  

 

Hermione and Severus answered together, “We swear.” 

 

Dumbledore stepped back and smiled. “Then seal your promise with a kiss.”  

 

Hermione sucked on her bottom lip, smiling nervously up at Severus. By 

now, normally she wouldn’t have hesitated in the slightest at the notion of 

kissing him, but suddenly, with all these people watching, for their first real 

intimate gesture in semi-public, a case of the nerves hit her. Severus, on the 

other hand, looked as though nothing could have stopped him from sealing 

this moment. With a reassuring smile, he placed his free right hand on her 

cheek, before dipping his head down to meet hers. The moment his mouth 

touched hers, all Hermione’s fears evaporated, and they could have been 

kissing in the middle of the stadium at the Quidditch World Cup for all she 

would have cared. Severus’ lips tasted of sumptuous red wine, the heady 

tang enveloping Hermione’s mind. He drew her closer, their tied hands 

between them, his mouth claiming her own. His tongue darted out, drawing 

along her lips, slowly exploring her mouth. Hermione felt overwhelmed—it 

was like it was their first kiss, yet so much more intimate than that could 

ever have been.  

 

As they kissed, their guests chanted together: 

 

“And in protection, strength.  

And in strength, understanding. 

And in understanding, knowledge. 

And in knowledge, the knowledge of justice. 

And in the knowledge of justice, the love of it.” 

 

“Whoop!” Trixy cheered in celebration, marking the end of the ceremony. As 

their guests dispersed the circle, she clapped her hands together, hopping 

excitedly from foot to foot, whooping again in glee. 

 

Behind them, the door to the Room of Requirement creaked open. Breaking 

the kiss, Severus withdrew his wand as a precaution, just as Davy called out, 

“Who’s there?”  

 

“Calamity! Disaster! Coming nearer all the time …” Professor Trelawney 

waffled as she staggered into the chapel. Her shawl draped off her shoulders 

and dragged along the ground behind her like a train. In her arms she 



 435 

carried a number of empty sherry bottles. 

 

Hermione’s hand tensed and she gripped Severus’. Trelawney was not a 

person who could be trusted to keep their secret. Severus stepped in front of 

Hermione, pushing her behind him. He pointed his wand at the Divination 

professor, just as she looked up to see red light shooting from Severus’ 

wand. 

 

“How—dare—you!” she cried. There was a split second in which she saw the 

tip of his wand before the spell hit. Screaming, Trelawney was lifted off the 

ground, somersaulted through the air like a rag doll and thrown back out 

through the door, which slammed shut behind her. 

 

“Severus!” Dumbledore chided, picking up his travelling cloak. “Was that 

really necessary?” 

 

Luna giggled. “Well, the fabled inner eye didn’t see that coming!” 

 

 

 

Chapter 28 – Flight of the Prince 

 

  

 

The Headmaster concentrated hard, pacing the little chapel. Hermione 

watched in fascination as the wall behind the altar shimmered until what 

appeared to be a vestry door appeared. Picking up a piece of parchment from 

the altar, Dumbledore prepared to leave. “I will complete your matrimonial 

paperwork when I return. The Ministry will have to be informed. But, 

unfortunately, like a man rushing for the wrong train, at this precise moment 

in time I have to get back on track.” 

 

“What about Professor Trelawney?” Gigi asked urgently. “Will she be all right, 

sir?” 

 

“Undoubtedly,” Dumbledore replied. He tossed his travelling cloak over his 

other arm, disguising his disfigured hand, and turned the handle of the new 

doorway. “Unless I am very much mistaken, she is already in the very 

capable company of another, one whom I am destined to meet with in 

precisely seven minutes. Now, if you would excuse me?” He opened the 

portal, but paused before stepping through. Turning his head, he called to 
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Severus, “I would suggest you also use an alternative exit from this room. 

The seventh floor corridor is somewhat occupied at present.” 

 

Severus nodded. 

 

Davy put his arm around Gigi’s shoulders. “Why all this concern for dear 

Sybill, was she your favourite teacher or something?” 

 

Filius coughed loudly. 

 

Gigi smiled. “Oh, no! Professor Flitwick was my favourite teacher. It’s just, 

well, she did get thrown out of here with such violence." 

 

Hermione saw Dumbledore and Severus eyeing each other, as if an 

understanding was passing between them. Her husband wrapped his free 

hand around her shoulders and pulled her close. A loving kiss was placed on 

her forehead. Almost indiscernibly, he nodded sadly at the Headmaster. 

 

“Goodbye, Hermione.” The old man’s voice was almost a whisper. “Good luck 

to you both.” He turned away, ducking his head as he stepped through the 

low doorway. 

 

“Is Albus going further into the Room of Requirement?” Eileen asked, 

confused. 

 

“No,” Filius replied thoughtfully. “He cleverly made a doorway that will take 

him directly to his office. This room can give you anything you ask of it.” 

 

“Like chamberpots,” Hermione offered in example. 

 

“Or well stocked laboratories,” Gigi added. 

 

“Piles and piles of dirty laundry,” Trixy rejoined wistfully. 

 

“Crumple-Horned Snorkacks ….”  

 

Hermione looked at the dopey look on Luna’s face and laughed. 

 

“So, if I were to imagine I was looking for a fit, single, middle-aged wizard 

who liked crown green bowling?” Eileen asked. 

 

“Mother!” Severus chided. “I think it’s time we left. To my office!” he 
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declared. “It’s time we celebrated.” 

 

Davy paced outside of the vestry door, exactly as Dumbledore had done. 

When he was satisfied, he opened the door and peeked inside. “Dungeons it 

is,” he said, opening the door wide. “Step inside, one at a time. No pushing, 

no jumping the queue, there’s champagne enough for all!” 

 

Trixy took Filius’ hand, pulling him toward the vestry door as Gigi and Luna 

stepped through. 

 

“Go on, Mother,” Severus encouraged softly, “I just need a moment of 

privacy.” 

 

Eileen raised an eyebrow in a way that made Hermione smile. If you gave 

that woman a black cloak and a cauldron, she could pass for her son in a dim 

light. 

 

“Fair enough,” his mother conceded. “I’ll hold the toasts until you join us. 

However, if you’re longer than five minutes, I’ll not hesitate to come looking 

for you.” With that she, too, stepped through the vestry door, closing it 

behind her. 

 

Severus sighed with relief. “Alone at last, I—” 

 

The room shimmered. The chapel walls shifted and transformed. Within 

seconds they were standing in an opulent boudoir, at the foot of a satin-

covered king sized bed.  

 

“Severus!” Hermione was rather shocked. “You saucy devil!” 

 

His look was incredulous. “I assure you, it wasn’t I that instructed the room 

to change. Perhaps, Mrs Snape, your mind was filled with smutty thoughts of 

frantic consummation?” 

 

Hermione couldn’t quite meet his gaze. She’d had a passing thought about 

how they could fill their five minutes of privacy, but surely the room couldn’t 

have interpreted a fleeting, fornication fancy?” 

 

Severus kissed her gently, brushing his lips against her cheek. “Because I did 

…” 

 

Before Hermione could return his kiss, looked shocked or even draw breath 
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to utter a reproof, the room shifted again. Instead of a bedroom, they were 

now standing in an enormous room, church-like again, but this time as large 

as a cathedral. Shafts of light filtered down through high, dusty windows in 

the pointed roof, casting shadows across the silent, ecclesiastical room which 

was filled with piles of bric-a-brac. Books, stacked as high as two-storey 

buildings, created pathways through what looked like broken, discarded junk. 

Beside a snapped broomstick, almost hidden under a large Fanged Frisbee, 

was a crate of dubious looking ‘Coffin Nail’ cigarettes, situated between the 

front legs of a badly stuffed Hippogriff. 

 

“Severus …?” she began, but he stopped her question with a finger to her 

lips. He looked troubled. 

 

Quickly raising his wand to their wrists, Severus cast the spell to untie their 

silk wedding braid. It cut in half. Another flick of his wand and they each had 

their own bracelet of coloured silk entwined around their left wrists. As 

Hermione turned hers to admire it, the door to the Room of Requirement 

slammed shut. 

 

Cautiously, they walked forward, through twisting alleyways of clutter until 

they came to a large cupboard with blistered, acid-smeared doors. Hermione 

stopped and stared. On top of the cupboard was a chipped bust of the ugliest 

old wizard she had ever seen. For some inexplicable reason, on top of its 

head was a dirty wig and an old tiara. Severus squeezed her hand in 

reassurance. They continued to the end of the path. 

 

Severus paused. Their path intersected with a broad, main alley and his 

heedfulness was repaid.  

 

“Come on!” an urgent voice whispered. ‘Reparo Primoris!’ 

 

In the half-light, Hermione looked up as Severus lowered his face close to 

hers. “Draco,” he mouthed, his breath articulating the name, his lips forming 

each syllable in a silent plea for her understanding. She blinked and nodded 

quickly, letting him know she understood.  

 

“Reparo Primoris!” The spell was being cast more and more desperately. 

‘Primoris!’ 

 

She had to bite her bottom lip. Draco was pronouncing the mending spell 

completely wrong. It was ‘Pri-mor-is’, not ‘Prim-or-is.’ She was itching to put 

the snide Slytherin in his place and correct him. 
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There was the sound of hollow metal being kicked in anger, followed by the 

cry, “Stupid, bastard box!” Then the sound of a large, heavy object being 

thrown, a thud as it hit the ground, and then Malfoy’s hateful voice, 

‘Diffindo!’. After a small explosion, pieces of stuffed troll sailed through the 

air.  

 

Severus pushed Hermione against the wall of books, shielding her with his 

body. Being in the same room with Malfoy in this mood was not safe, even 

concealed as they were. It was only a matter of time until they were 

discovered or assaulted again with more taxidermy. They needed to be 

proactive rather than reactive. Unspoken, her thoughts penetrated Severus 

as he stared into her eyes. He slipped his hand into his frockcoat and 

withdrew his wand. When Hermione tried to pull her own wand, Severus 

shook his head and gave her a look of apology. 

 

Closing his eyes and composing himself, Severus swallowed, and Hermione 

felt his body tense. When his eyes reopened he looked down at her with the 

condescension of the teacher she remembered from first year Potions. He 

drew a deep breath. 

 

“And I shall take another twenty points from Gryffindor, Miss Granger, for 

your blatant disobedience.” He stepped back, grabbed her wrist and flung her 

into the main passageway, following at a close distance. “If I find you have 

been involved in any more rule breaking this evening, I will see to it that you 

are expelled, tonight!” 

 

Hermione stumbled but regained her balance.  

 

“Professor Snape!” Draco cried in astonishment. 

 

“Good evening, Mister Malfoy,” Severus replied silkily. “Did you also see this 

obstreperous student entering this room? Ten points to Slytherin for your 

observation. I’m delighted you’ve resumed your Prefect duties, Draco.” 

 

“Yes … yes, sir,” Malfoy replied. He seemed perplexed, and rightly so. “I 

followed her in here. This place is out of bounds, sir, forbidden.” 

 

“So it is.” 

 

Hermione remained silent. Malfoy was standing next to the Vanishing Cabinet 

in which Montague had got lost the year before. The door was hanging off of 
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the ugly metal sarcophagus. She’d bet three new quills and her Christmas 

book token that it was the Vanishing Cabinet that Malfoy had kicked in 

frustration, and it was also the object he was trying to repair.  

 

Severus reached out and took Hermione’s wrist again, this time pulling her 

toward him and then shoving her toward the exit, and in doing so, placing 

her directly in front of the Vanishing Cabinet. “We shall see what Professor 

McGonagall has to say about this!” he threatened. “Come, I’ll escort you to 

your common room while I fetch your Head of House. Draco, open the door.” 

 

Malfoy didn’t move. “No.” 

 

“What?” 

 

“I’m staying here,” Malfoy told him. “In case there’s more of them.” 

 

Severus paused, deciding his course of action. “Very well,” he agreed, “but 

stay only five minutes.” 

 

“Yes, sir.” 

 

Severus shoved Hermione in the back and she walked ahead of him, her 

head down. Malfoy sneered as she walked past, throwing out his foot, 

tripping her up. Falling on one’s face is bad enough, but when you land 

sprawled over a stuffed troll’s arse, it’s damn near humiliating.  

 

“You bast—” 

  

“Ten points for your bad language, Miss Granger,” Severus said, reaching 

down to help her up. Although his voice was steady, his hand was shaking in 

anger.  

 

Hermione wiped formaldehyde from her cheek. She stared at Malfoy, her 

hate for him building inside. Her temper flared and she retaliated. “You 

useless git!” she shouted. Severus tried to move her away, but she shook 

him off, withdrawing her wand. “You’re a hateful, malicious, stupid git!” 

 

“Am I?” Malfoy retorted. “And how do you work that one out Granger?” 

 

“For one, you’re lying about following me. For another, you couldn’t repair 

that cabinet if you tried for the next ten years!” 
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Malfoy’s blond brows knitted together as his eyes narrowed. “How so?” 

 

“You’re saying the incantation all wrong, you stupid, stuck-up, congenital 

clot! Look—” 

  

Afterwards, she would regret it. Her next action sealed all their fates. But at 

the time she just wanted to wipe the smug smile off Malfoy’s perfect face. 

With a flourish, a flick and perfect pronunciation, she cast, ‘Reparo Primoris!’ 

 

The door to the Vanishing Cabinet straightened and swung shut, its hinges 

repaired. The cabinet glowed gold, then shook, before the outside 

transformed from opaque to polished. It looked as pristine as the day it was 

made. 

 

Malfoy was speechless. He just stared at her, and then the cabinet, open-

mouthed. 

 

“Come along, Miss Granger,” Severus said, more forcefully this time. “To 

your common room before we’re subjected to any more of your repugnant 

show-off tactics.” He grabbed her by the elbow and steered her out of the 

room.  

 

When the door closed behind them, Severus quickly dropped his hold on her 

arm. “What on Earth were you doing?” he asked. “You could have revealed 

our deception.” 

 

“Sorry,” she replied quietly, “He just made me see red.” 

 

“Learn to control your anger.” Severus took her elbow again and steered her 

down the corridor toward the portrait of the Fat Lady. “It’ll be your undoing. 

For the moment, it would be prudent if you return to your common room 

while we wait for Mister Malfoy to make his next move.” 

 

“Our guests—” 

 

“—can wait. I’ll explain your absence. Unless you hear differently, join us in 

thirty minutes.”  

 

“Are you going to say I have a headache?” 

 

“Sexual exhaustion would shock Mother so much more,” Severus replied with 

a sly grin. “Now, away with you. Play the Gryffindor for just a few more 
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minutes. I’ll see you again shortly.” 

 

Hermione watched as Severus strode back along the corridor toward the 

Room of Requirement before turning toward the Fat Lady. She gave the 

password, ‘Quid agis’, and entered Gryffindor Tower. 

 

It was midweek, and the common room was still noisy and full of students 

either finishing their homework, chatting or playing Exploding Snap. 

Hermione honed in on Ron who was sitting on his own, trimming the twigs on 

his broomstick, displaying the concentration and diligence she wished he 

would apply to his studies. 

 

“Evening,” she said, dropping heavily into the seat beside him. “Are you 

preparing for next season already, bit early isn’t it?” 

 

“A Keeper is always prepared,” he told her, holding his broom to the light 

before snipping a minute sliver of wood from one of the brittle twigs. “Have 

you been in the library all this time, then?” 

 

Before she could reply, the portrait hole opened and Harry burst through. He 

ran toward them, out of breath. He seemed very driven; determination lined 

his face and he looked angry. For an awful moment Hermione thought the 

Headmaster had told her friend about her marriage. 

 

“What did Dumbledore want to see you about?” she asked urgently, but she 

received no response. He hurried past them, toward the stairs. “Harry, are 

you okay?” 

 

“I’m fine,” Harry replied quickly, racing up the stairs toward the boys’ 

dormitory. 

 

Trying not to blush as she turned at Ron, Hermione asked, “What was that all 

about?”  

 

“Search me,” her friend replied, rising to follow Harry. “I’ll find out.” 

 

“No!” She grabbed Ron’s jumper and pulled him back down to his seat. “Give 

him a moment, whatever it is has upset him.” Hermione braced herself for 

impact. If Harry knew she was now Mrs Severus Snape... 

 

Moments later, he returned. Instead of giving Hermione the Spanish 

Inquisition, to her surprise, he leant over her chair and whispered, “I haven’t 
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got much time. Dumbledore thinks I’m getting my Invisibility Cloak. Listen … 

we’re leaving now on an expedition to find and retrieve a Horcrux. So, 

Dumbledore won’t be here tonight, right? Malfoy’s going to have another 

clear shot at whatever he’s up to.” Harry’s voice raised in agitation. “I know 

it was him Trelawney heard celebrating in the Room of Requirement. Here—

you use the Marauder’s Map to keep an eye on him.”   

 

He shoved a folded parchment into Hermione’s hands—the Marauder’s Map. 

She was speechless. Trelawney had heard their post-wedding celebration, 

and Harry assumed it was Malfoy she’d heard? Never had she been so 

grateful for her friend’s blind  obsession with Draco.  

 

“You’ve got to watch him and you’ve got to watch Snape, too,” Harry 

continued. “Use anyone you can rustle up from the D.A. Hermione, those 

contact Galleons will still work, right?” 

 

He was asking her to watch Severus? He’d gone too far. “Harry—” 

 

“I haven’t got time to argue, Hermione. Take this as well—” He passed some 

rolled up socks to Ron.  

 

“Thanks,” the redhead said, dubiously. “Er, Harry, why would I need your old 

socks?” 

 

Harry moved behind Ron’s chair, leaning over to whisper in his best friend’s 

ear. “You need what’s inside of them. It’s the Felix Felicis. Share it between 

yourselves and Ginny too. Say goodbye to her for me.” He straightened up. 

“I’ll have to go, Dumbledore’s waiting.” 

 

“No!” Hermione was distraught. If anyone needed Felix Felicis tonight, it was 

Harry. “We don’t want to take it! Who knows what it is you’ll be facing out 

there?” 

 

He shook his head. “I’ll be fine, I’ll be with Dumbledore. I want to know you 

lot are okay … don’t look at me like that, Hermione. I’ll see you later.” 

Without another word, he was gone. He hurried across the common room 

and slipped out through the portrait hole without a backward glance. 

 

Hermione turned the map over in her hands, searching in vain for a clue or 

some hidden message that might explain in more detail what Harry wanted 

them to do. She wasn’t aware of Ron staring at her hands until it was too 

late. 
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“What exactly is that tied to your left wrist, Hermione?” Ron demanded. He 

leant forward and tried to grab her hand. “What the hell have you done?”  

 

She pulled back from him, panicking. The game was finally up; her marriage 

was out in the open. Ron, being from a pure-blood wizarding family, would 

recognise a wedding braid across the long side of a Quidditch pitch. The truth 

was what was called for, the absolute truth. It was confession time. “Ron, 

look …” 

 

“I don’t believe it, Hermione. Your bracelet—” 

 

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you earlier, I—” 

 

“Why are you sorry?” he asked, sitting back in his chair. “Let me see it.” He 

held out his hand. “Butterbeer caps is it? It’s really gopping. Did you make it 

yourself or did you get it from Luna?” 

 

Hermione would have laughed, if her stomach wasn’t turning in circles. She 

shook her wrist, letting Luna’s clattering homemade bracelet fall around her 

hand. Her wedding braid was safely tucked away, just the multicoloured 

knot’s tail showing under her black sleeve. It probably got shoved into its 

hiding place when she fell in the Room of Requirement. Never had she been 

so grateful for tripping on a troll’s tushie. 

 

“I’ll get my D.A. Galleon,” she said, standing up. Ron nodded. He turned the 

Luck Potion over in his palm, captivated by the glittering gold inside the small 

bottle. 

 

Packed, ready for her move to Severus’ chambers, her trunk waited for her 

on her bed. Heaving the lid open, she carefully removed folded clothing until 

she found her jewellery box. Prising the lid open, Hermione used her 

fingertips to move her treasures aside. The earrings she’d worn to the Yule 

Ball in fourth year, her Prefects’ badge, her Gringotts vault key, her filigree 

Amulet and at last, the D.A. Galleon. She sat down on her bed and cast the 

Protean Charm, enchanting the coin. Time: Five Minutes. Place: Gryffindor 

common room.  

 

Replacing the coin, she took her Gringotts key, holding it up to the light. It 

was so small, so insignificant, but it opened the door to more wealth than 

she could ever have dreamed. On a whim, she slipped the key onto a long, 

gold chain-link necklace and placed it around her neck, tucking it into her 
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dress for safety. Tonight, when she was alone with Severus, she’d offer him 

his half of the fortune again. It was only fair. Without all his hard work, 

Vanity would never have got past the patent stage. 

 

Replacing the jewellery box, Hermione unfolded the Marauder’s Map, 

spreading it out across the lid of her trunk. “I solemnly swear that I’m up to 

no good,” she whispered, tapping the parchment with her wand. Inky lines 

and moving dots appeared. There, in the dungeons, were Luna Lovegood, 

Filius Flitwick, ‘elf’, Eileen and Severus Snape. Walking toward the Slytherin 

common room, Draco Malfoy’s name was displayed. David Gudgeon and 

Guinevere Lovegood were in the Potions storeroom, their representative dots 

were very close together. Hermione smiled.  

 

In Gryffindor Tower, Ron was being approached by the dot marked Neville 

Longbottom. Alone in her dormitory, Hermione’s dot was seated on her bed—

Hermione Snape.. If the Map could show emotions, it would have glowed red, 

sprouted an exclamation mark or burned a hole in the parchment. Hermione 

uttered obscenities unbecoming of a young lady on her wedding day. As she 

stared at the map, shock turned to panic.  

 

She tapped the name with her wand. Nothing changed. She swore at the 

map. It didn’t respond. She tapped herself with her wand—then the map 

changed.  

 

Returning to the common room, Hermione was pleased to see Neville sitting 

beside Ron, clutching his own fake Galleon. He looked serious and ready for 

action. “What’s up?” he asked. 

 

“First,” Ron replied, “grab my sister, she’s over there, see? Next to the 

fireplace?” 

 

Neville turned to look, locating Ginny. He nodded and rose from his seat, a 

determined look on his face. 

 

Hermione gave the map to Ron. “Here you go; Harry said you’d need this.” 

 

Ron tossed aside the rolled-up socks and opened the map. “Hermione?” he 

asked after studying the map for a few moments, “why does it say 

Hermione-Watching Snape?” 

 

“Because, Ronald, that’s where I’m going, isn’t it?” she replied curtly. “It’s a 

smart map.” 
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“Yeah, I s’pose it is.” 

 

Hermione smiled. With one flick of her wand, she’d altered her first name, 

hyphenating it. She was a smart girl. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Carefully, she walked toward the dungeons. Without the map, she was 

unable to tell if Malfoy was safely in his common room or heading back to the 

Room of Requirement. Breathing a sigh of relief, she entered Severus’ office 

to rapturous applause.  

 

“The bride!” toasted Davy, his hair tousled by his expedition to the Potions 

storeroom.  

 

“How is your headache, dear?” Eileen asked, concerned. Hermione gave her 

a smile before sitting down next to Severus at the head of the table. 

 

“Is everything as it should be?” he asked, pouring her some champagne. 

 

“More or less,” she replied, reaching over to take Luna’s champagne flute 

and carefully hiding it under the table. Uncorking the half-empty bottle of 

Felix Felicis, she poured a third of what remained into her friend’s glass. 

 

“Do tell, Mrs Snape,” Severus whispered softly as Hermione replaced Luna’s 

glass. “Doping the guests is not exactly politically correct, you realise?”  

 

“Ah, I’ll have some as well then,” she replied cheekily, taking her own glass 

under the table.  

 

“You do know contaminating Louis Roederer Crystal is still punishable by 

beheading in the North-East of France?” Severus asked her. “Zut alors, 

Madame! At twenty Galleons a bottle I’ll be marching you to la guillotine 

myself!” 

 

Hermione chuckled and held up her glass for Severus to see. The potion had 

added golden flecks to the already golden liquid. “Liqueur de tirage, Felix 

Felicis,” she announced, handing him her glass. “À votre santé!” 

 

Severus gave a soft snort of amusement. He took the glass and downed the 
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drink in one, while Hermione poured the last of the potion onto his 

champagne.  

 

“Clever girl,” he said, kissing her cheek, “the perfect wedding gift.” 

 

“Where’s Filius?” she asked, lifting the glass to her lips. The flavour of biscuit 

and the dissipating fine bead melted on her tongue.  

 

“He had to visit Ravenclaw Tower,” Severus replied. “A seventh year was 

having a panic attack about the possibility of failing her N.E.W.T.S.” 

 

Hermione finished her wine, and smiled at her husband. “Fancy that,” she 

remarked, her tongue firmly in her cheek. “Imagine someone getting 

stressed about failing?” 

 

He put his arm around her shoulder, but before he could reply, the door to 

his office creaked open. Filius stood in the doorway. His face was white with 

fear, his wand was drawn and his limbs were shaking.  

 

“Death Eaters!” he cried. “Death Eaters—inside the castle!” His eyes rolled 

and he fell to the floor. Trixy rushed to his side. Severus was next to her in 

an instant. 

 

“He’s fainted,” Severus pronounced in diagnosis, lifting the small, limp wizard 

carefully onto the table. “Gigi, take my mother and get yourselves out of 

here, NOW!” Gigi grabbed Eileen’s arm and pulled her to her feet. “Hermione, 

Luna,” Severus ordered, “stay here with Trixy; see to Filius, we’re going to 

need him.” Drawing his wand, he headed for the door. “Davy, come with 

me.”  

 

“Right behind you, Sev,” Davy shouted, pulling his wand from his sleeve. 

“Lead on!” The two men hastily left the room, their running footsteps echoing 

in the dungeon corridor. 

 

“What’s going on?” Eileen cried, confused by the rumpus as Gigi dragged her 

from the room.  

 

Filius moaned and his head writhed from side to side as he struggled to 

regain consciousness. Trixy wrung the hem of her pillowcase, whispering elf 

magic and fretting for the three of them. 

 

After fifteen minutes or so of waiting for news, Hermione and Luna were 
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startled by an enormous crash, the splintering of wood and a resounding 

boom that rocked the dungeons. 

 

“What the bloody hell was that?” Luna asked, looking up to the ceiling.  

 

“I’ll find out,” Hermione said bravely, taking out her wand and striding to the 

door. 

 

Luna’s pleas for her to reconsider, to stay and wait, fell on deaf ears. 

Hermione ran as fast as she could, along the dungeon corridor and sprinted 

up the steps to the Entrance Hall. 

 

“Snape, he blew them apart!” one Slytherin was telling another, staring in 

disbelief at the heavy castle doors, blasted open.  

 

“Out of my way!” Harry screamed. Hermione spun around to see her friend 

racing down the stairs from the first floor. He almost stumbled on the 

fragments of the Gryffindor hour-glass, rubies spread across the marbled 

tiles. There was also blood on the floor. Hermione raised her arms across her 

face, so Harry wouldn’t recognise her, and pushed her way into the gaggle of 

students huddled beside the entrance way, praying that the blood on the 

floor wasn’t Severus’. 

 

“Was that Potter?” she heard Zabini ask, as Harry’s running footfalls passed 

by and disappeared into the night.  

 

“Stay here!” Hermione shouted, breaking from the group and running after 

her friend. She threw herself down the stone stairs, launching into a run as 

soon as she felt the crunch of the shingled path beneath her feet. Ahead of 

her, Harry sprinted across the lawn. There was a flash of light, and for a 

moment Hermione could see whom Harry was chasing. There were three 

figures running to the gates; a tall, blond Death Eater, Severus, and ahead of 

him, Draco Malfoy. 

 

In the distance, another flash of light followed immediately by green wand 

sparks signalled Hagrid had joined the fight. Alongside his cabin, the half-

giant was trying to prevent the Death Eater’s escape. Hermione was gaining 

on Harry. She pointed her wand at his back. ‘Expelliarmus!’  

 

Her friend fell to the ground. He rolled, casting an Impediment jinx in her 

direction, which she dodged easily. The jinx shot past her, hitting another. 

Hermione glanced over her shoulder to see two Death Eaters falling to the 
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ground. Not waiting to see if they recovered, she ran on.  

 

Harry was back on his feet and had resumed chasing after Severus. 

Hermione had succeeded in stalling him. The gap between them was 

considerably larger than before, but Harry’s pursuit was relentless. Just as 

Harry tore past Hagrid’s hut, a jet of red light issued from his wand, missing 

Snape by inches. Hermione’s breathing was becoming laboured as she tried 

to catch up, to prevent their inevitable confrontation, but she was too late. 

Draco kept running, but Severus stopped. He turned toward Harry his wand 

raised.  

 

“No!” Hermione screamed, using precious breath in her futile cry. Severus 

and Harry were locked in a duel and with Felix Felicis running through his 

veins, Severus was bound to win. 

 

Just ahead of her, the big blond Death Eater cried, ‘Incendio!’ setting fire to 

Hagrid’s hut. 

 

“Fang’s in there, yeh evil-” Hagrid bellowed, trying to open the blazing door 

to his home. Beaten back by the flames, the gamekeeper tried to kick the 

door in with his boot.  

 

‘Aguamenti’, Hermione cast non-verbally, trying to quell the flames. She 

couldn’t stop to help; ahead of her, Severus and Harry were shouting, their 

duel in full flow. Hermione ran toward them, desperately trying to intercede. 

It was then she was close enough to see that the duel was one-sided. Harry 

was firing curses; Severus would do no more than deflect them and defend 

himself. 

 

Only a few feet in front of her, the big blond Death Eater hit Harry in the 

back with a jet of red light, felling him. Hermione ran full-pelt into the 

masked man, knocking him sideways and deflecting his curse.  

 

“Stupid bitch!” the Death Eater cried, recovering his balance and grabbed 

her, lifting her high into the air. Hermione screamed in terror. 

 

“NO!” Severus shouted at the Death Eater.  

 

Long blond nylon scratched at her neck and spilled down one shoulder as her 

assailant tried to wrestle her to the ground. The ‘big blond’ Death Eater had 

her, but she knew how they operated and had one chance to play her hand. 

“Playing Malfoy tonight are you?” she cried, as steadily as she could. Her 
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attacker, surprised, loosened his hold and Hermione’s hands slid up his arms 

as she slipped toward the ground. The Dark Mark was visible as his sleeves 

were pushed up to his elbows. Her fingers ran through his dark, wiry body 

hair, which extended from his knuckles, sparsely at first and then much 

thicker, over every inch of his exposed skin.  

 

“Rabastan,” she cried. “Let me go, you imbecile. I was at school with your 

brother!”  

 

Rabastan loosened his grip and Hermione struggled to get free. Severus 

called to the Death Eater, “Have you forgotten our orders? Potter belongs to 

the Dark Lord.”  

 

Severus shouted to Hermione, “Go! Go!” He gestured for her to come to him, 

to flee from Rabastan.  

 

Harry was on his feet again, wand raised, about to cast another curse at 

Severus. 

 

Hermione’s wand released an ear-splitting bang as she fired a defensive jinx 

at her friend. He flew backwards, landing in the wet grass. Severus closed in, 

disarming Harry, sending his wand away into the darkness.  

 

Harry and Severus were arguing. Hermione tried to get closer, but she was 

exhausted. Stumbling, she fell to her knees, her body heaving as it tried to 

take in more air.  

 

“DON’T CALL ME COWARD!” she heard Severus scream. Deep-seated pain 

was in his voice.  

 

There was a beat of wings in the sky. Buckbeak glided over her head and 

flew directly at Snape, talons drawn. Draco had run as far as Hogwarts gates, 

blasting them apart with a blinding flash of white light from his wand. 

Without stopping, he reached out his hand, grabbed the gatepost. His 

momentum propelled him into an arc and he swung around, his feet leaving 

the ground. With a distant crack he disappeared.  

 

Overhead, Buckbeak circled, snapping his ferocious and deadly beak, 

frantically flapping his wings as he tried to attack Severus. Hermione, 

scrambling to her feet, felt a heavy rock under her fingers. Without taking 

her eyes off the Hippogriff, she seized the stone, hurled it into the air. 
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Piercing eyes changed target from Snape to Hermione. The Hippogriff 

hovered in the air, his horrifying cry sending chills through her spine. 

“Buckbeak!” she tried to shout, but her voice was hoarse. “BUCKBEAK!” she 

tried again. This time her voice sounded assured. “Piss off!” 

 

He looked at her. Dishevelled as she was, Buckbeak seemed to recognise 

her.  

 

“Leave him ALONE!” Hermione shouted, pointing at Severus. “Go suck on a 

ferret, you-” 

 

Never insult a Hippogriff 

 

“-Lovely big creature, you!” she finished. Buckbeak cawed once more, before 

dipping his head and propelling himself toward the Forbidden Forest.  

 

Severus had not wasted time watching the exchange. With the Hippogriff on 

his tail, self-preservation had made him run toward the gates. He was about 

to step outside the Hogwarts grounds when he turned to beckon to her 

again. Hermione drew on every last part of her remaining strength to propel 

herself forward, hurdling Harry as he lay in the grass, his hands covering his 

eyes. She ran toward Severus, but the distance seemed so far, the gap 

between them appeared to lengthen with each desperate stride. Tears 

streamed down her cheeks—blinding, hopeless tears of despair.  

  

Her breathing was laboured, her legs heavy and running any further seemed 

almost impossible. “Wait for me!” she tried to shout, but no words came, just 

a strangled cry, fuelling the flow of her tears. 

 

She could see him, wand still held in his fist, beckoning with both arms. He 

glanced behind him, took a step nearer the fallen gates, before turning to her 

again. “Come on!” 

 

Closer, she was getting closer. She could hear him shouting for her. With one 

last, desperate effort, quashing the instinct to stop and draw breath, she 

threw everything she had into closing the gap between them. Hermione let 

out a cry as she pushed herself to her limits. Her husband’s face was 

becoming clearer. She could see the anguish on his face, his furrowed brow, 

the determination in his expression. There was something singular about his 

gaze, his eyes glistened strangely, making him look more dangerous, more 

desperate than ever before. 
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As she ran into his arms, Severus grabbed hold of her waist tightly as her 

exhausted body collapsed against him. Hermione threw her arms around 

him, never wanting to let go.  

 

Swaying together into a semi circle, they Disapparated. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

 

À votre santé! = To your heath! 

Liqueur de tirage = Added to wine, it creates secondary fermentation and 

bubbles are produced. It's what makes a wine a sparking wine. 

 

 

 

Chapter 29 – Nae Fleein' Frae Fate 

  

 

  

For centuries, the old stone bothy had stood on the hill overlooking the 

heather-covered valley. Never locked, it offered welcome accommodation for 

the traveller caught on the mountain at nightfall. Small but adequate, its dry-

stoned walls had kept its occupants sheltered throughout the harsh Highland 

nights. It contained a narrow bed, a stove for cooking and heating, and a 

store cupboard with a few implements and tinned foods. The rules of the 

bothy were simple. Stay traveller, and rest, the legend read, carved into 

granite above the door lintel. Take what ye find, but leave it fair for the next 

man that passes through this door. 

 

Everyone that had used the bothy left something that the next visitor might 

need; a box of matches, a packet of biscuits, anything they held in surplus. 

Over the years, more items had been left than had been taken. The tiny hut 

was a haven in a storm, and tonight it would play host again. 

 

The wooden door slammed open and a tall, dark-haired man struggled 

inside, supporting the weight of a young woman. 

 

“Are you all right, Hermione?” he asked desperately. “Did you take a hit?” 

 

“No, Severus … just exhausted,” she gasped. “The battle, running … I’m 

certain I’ve never Apparated that far. Where are we?” 
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He lowered her carefully onto the coarse blanket that lay across the bed, 

wincing when he noticed a cut on her cheek where she’d fallen after escaping 

Rabastan. Lifting the tip of his wand to the wound, he healed it with a silent 

charm. “We’re four miles from Hogwarts, just the other side of the 

mountains, on an old stalker’s route.” 

 

She looked around the old stone ruin, taking in the primitive surroundings. 

There wasn’t a straight edge on any of the walls; it remained standing, much 

like the Burrow, by either tremendous luck or a healthy dose of magic. “What 

is this place?”  

 

“Somewhere safe,” he replied reassuringly. “I discovered this place years 

ago; I used to visit it when I needed to be alone. I came across it one 

summer when I lied to Mother that I had to return to school earlier than 

usual.” He didn’t expand on his story. Picking up a beaker from a shelf on the 

wall, he pulled out his wand. ‘Aguamenti.’ Fresh drinking water poured from 

his wand, the sound of it hitting the glass bottom echoing eerily around the 

small room. Passing the cup to Hermione, giving her nothing more than a 

concerned glance, he walked back to the door and closed it firmly. Taking a 

long, steadying breath, he said, “It’s all over.” 

 

Pausing mid-draught, she stared in fear at Severus. His face was wracked 

with fear and, as Hermione tried to imagine the reason why, the cup almost 

slipped from her fingers. “What’s over?” she asked quickly. “Severus, you’re 

scaring me. What’s happened and why on Earth were you chasing Malfoy?” 

 

“I wasn’t chasing him, we were being chased,” he explained, pacing to the 

stove and kneeling before it. He fought for a while with the seized-up iron 

door before it finally creaked open. Severus picked up a handful of kindling 

from the neat pile of firewood on the stone floor and threw it inside. “Albus’ 

worst fears were realised tonight, Hermione. And I was asked to carry out his 

wishes ….”  

 

Magically igniting the fire, he stayed beside the stove watching the flames 

grow. They licked the blackened metal casement, devouring the sticks, 

reducing them to ashes. “He was at the very top of the Astronomy Tower,” 

Severus continued. “He was cornered by his enemies, weakened and dying 

….” 

 

“Exactly as he foresaw,” Hermione said quietly, watching as Severus feed the 

flames more tinder. “His Boggart.” 
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“Yes,” he replied slowly, turning to look at her. His face was lined with worry. 

He closed the stove door and straightened up. Walking toward her, he knelt 

at her feet, taking her hands in his. “Be strong, Hermione.” 

 

She took a deep, calming breath and nodded, indicating she was ready for 

the bad news that was to come. 

 

“Albus was surrounded by two Death Eaters, the werewolf Greyback, and 

Draco Malfoy, all armed, all intent on killing him without mercy.” 

 

“Draco?” Hermione was astonished. “I never believed he was, I mean, that 

he was capable—”  

 

“He wasn’t, and I hope he never will be,” Severus told her. “I made a 

promise to the old man to save the boy from becoming a murderer, whatever 

the cost. The price, however, was very, very dear. Albus lay on the floor, 

helpless, begging me to end his suffering. His dying plea was for me, his 

friend, to—” The words stuck in his throat. 

 

Hermione carefully pulled one hand from his grip and stroked the loose hair 

away from his face. “It’s all right. You don’t have to relive it now. Sleep,” she 

said, indicating to the bed, “tell me in the morning.” 

 

“We don’t have until morning,” he said softly. “We have been given moments 

at best, and you must listen to me carefully.” His face hardened and he 

continued, detached from his words, as if he was speaking of someone other 

than himself. “In front of the Death Eaters, I had no choice but to assume 

my role as their comrade. They backed off as I approached Albus, and I 

pushed Draco out of harm’s way before …” His speech stalled again. “Before I 

saw in the Headmaster’s eyes … peace. He held an inner calm. He knew his 

life was ending, and he was ready for what was to come. I summoned up 

every shred of hatred for the Dark Lord, and those he calls his followers, and 

cast the Killing Curse.” 

 

“Death is but the next great adventure,” Hermione whispered. “He wasn’t 

afraid?” 

 

“He was only fearful that he’d die by the wand of Draco Malfoy, an innocent 

in his eyes, or be ripped apart by Fenrir Greyback,” Severus reasoned. “He 

was not afraid of me.” 
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Hermione sat still and quiet, trying to imagine Professor Dumbledore’s last 

moments; his bravery, his last request, and the terrible predicament for 

Severus, who had been forced to fulfil it. Her eyes snapped back into focus 

as she realised what this meant for her husband, comprehension dawning on 

her face. 

 

“Yes, Hermione,” he confirmed her understanding in a soft whisper. “I have 

crossed the line irrevocably. To the world, I am nothing more than a cold-

hearted murderer.” 

 

“But, Dumbledore asked, it was his re—”  

 

“A fact that we cannot and will not acknowledge; to do so would undermine 

my position within the Death Eaters’ ranks. You must publicly condemn me 

also, lest you be dragged down by this as well.”  

 

“I won’t!” she cried, tears threatening to spill onto her cheeks. “I’ll tell them 

the truth!” 

 

“You will not.” His instruction was precise and not to be argued with. “One of 

us must remain above suspicion. Together we can pass information to the 

Order, continue the fight. For both our sakes you must go back, Hermione.” 

 

“Why? No!” She groped about with the neckline of her dress, pulling out her 

chain. Lifting it over her head she showed him her Gringotts vault key. “We 

can run,” she urged. “We’ll empty the vault and go far away. We can—” 

 

“Listen to me!” Severus urged. “This is Hermione Snape’s vault key. It’s as 

useless as my own! The Aurors will be expecting one of us to make a move 

to try to access our funds; it’s a guaranteed way of tracking someone.” He 

took the key from her hands and lifted her wrist. “At this moment, our wealth 

amounts to this …” He shook her arm and snorted in amusement. “A 

Butterbeer bracelet. I need you to return to Hogwarts tonight, it’s 

imperative. Find an opportunity to get into my chambers, use any means 

possible, but do not be seen.” He pulled her to his chest, stroking her hair in 

a slow rhythm. “You saw how I opened the secret room, the alcove? I 

demonstrated slowly … I hoped you were following.” 

 

Hermione was still while she listened to his instructions. 

 

“I’ve been forced to flee with nothing but my wand. There are certain objects 

in that room that are irreplaceable. I need you to retrieve them, to bring 
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them to me. There’s my chest, the one you were sitting on, that is the most 

important. Shrink it down as small as you can. Ask Filius to help if you need 

to, but do not tell him the reason why.” 

 

Hermione tried to sit up straight, to see his face, but Severus held her 

tightly. “Why can’t I tell Filius what has happened? Surely he can be 

trusted?” 

 

Severus sighed and kissed her on the forehead. “The rules of the game have 

changed. To the wizarding world I am now an outcast. Dumbledore was 

adamant. Should my cover be blown, my hand forced, I was to assume the 

role of the Death Eater fully and without remorse.” He paused. “And so must 

you.” 

 

“What must I do?” Hermione asked stoically, pushing herself away from him, 

despite his firm hold on her.  

 

“You pledged tonight, in front of witnesses, that your love for me would 

survive the clear light of day, all restrictions and—” 

 

“—the harsh fires of change,” Hermione finished solemnly. 

 

Severus winced and grabbed his forearm. “Return to me at daybreak. Bring 

the chest and anything else you can carry.” He stood up and walked to the 

door, flung it open and stepped into the night. 

 

Hermione leapt to her feet and sprinted after him. Supporting herself in the 

doorframe, she called into the darkness, “Severus, wait!” 

 

He turned to look at her one last time. The moonlight paled his face to a 

ghostly white. “I cannot,” he replied, “the Dark Lord is calling.” He moved in 

a semi-circle and, with a crack, vanished. 

 

In the silence, Hermione blinked back her tears. Bravely, she stared across 

the silhouetted landscape. The distant pine trees swayed gracefully in the 

breeze, a burn rippled nearby—clear, fresh water converging and gathering 

momentum as it descended the mountainside. Despite her fears, she 

concentrated on the broken gates of Hogwarts, filled her being with a desire 

to be there and emptied her mind of all thought other than to return to the 

castle. 

 

Crack! 
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~o0o~ 

  

 

 

The Dark Mark burned over the highest tower. 

 

Hermione hurried up the castle steps, her wand drawn, still aware of the 

threat the school was under. Should a wounded Death Eater be hiding in the 

dungeon corridor, she’d be ready to fight him. Should that Death Eater turn 

out to be Rodolphus or Avery, she honestly didn’t know what she’d do. 

 

She had taken her first step toward the dungeons, but something stopped 

her from going further. A nagging voice in the back of her head was telling 

her to go to Severus’ chambers later. Unable to quell the overwhelming 

feeling, Hermione changed direction and walked instead to the foot of the 

marble staircase, treading carefully around the fallen Gryffindor hourglass’ 

rubies. 

 

“There you are!”  

 

Hermione looked up. Luna was racing down the stairs, looking frantic. 

 

“Where have you been?” her bridesmaid asked. “I covered for you. I said I’d 

left you in Snape’s office. C’mon, we have to be in the hospital wing, 

McGonagall’s orders …” 

 

The two friends raced up the stairs, Hermione only drawing breath long 

enough to enquire after Professor Flitwick. 

 

“He’s got a nasty bump on his head, falling as he did when he fainted. He’s 

determined not to have anyone make a fuss, though,” Luna replied. “I helped 

him up to Ravenclaw Tower, he says that’s where he’s needed.” 

 

The girls slowed down as they approached the hospital doors. Hermione 

grabbed Luna’s dress and spun her around. “What about Trixy?” 

 

“I spelled away her horseshoes. She’s back in the kitchens as far as I know, 

although don’t be surprised if you see her following Flitwick around while 

carrying an icepack.” 

 

“Davy?” 

 



 458 

“He was fighting for the Order, I know that much. Lupin said they fought side 

by side, but he scarpered just after Snape ran—” 

 

Hermione swallowed hard. “Is anyone hurt?” 

 

“One of the older Weasley boys is badly injured, Bill I think, I honestly 

couldn’t say for certain. I raced back down the stairs to find you. Neville’s 

being checked over by Madam Pomfrey, but they say he’s all right. And 

Dumbledore, they’re saying he’s …” 

 

Hermione didn’t want to hear Luna say the next word. “Are they sure?” 

 

“Definitely. Hermione, they are saying it was Snape.” 

 

She couldn’t respond. Severus had told her to trust no one. “I know,” was all 

she could reply. 

 

“There’s one Death Eater dead,” Luna said gravely. 

 

“Who?” 

 

“I have no idea. Does it really matter?” 

 

Hermione released her grip on her friend’s dress and looked away. “I 

suppose not.” But it did matter. If she had lost another friend tonight … 

whatever the colour of his robes …. 

 

They walked in silence through the large double doors of the hospital wing. 

Neville was lying in a bed, apparently asleep. Ron, Lupin and Tonks were 

gathered around another bed near the far end of the ward. Ron looked 

around as Hermione and Luna entered.  

 

“Are you all right, Hermione?” he asked wearily. “Where have you been?” 

 

“Holding my post,” she told him, walking toward the bed. “I’ve been keeping 

my eye on Snape, or trying to.” 

 

Ron rubbed his forehead so hard, a red line appeared on his freckled brow. 

He looked down at the unrecognisable patient lying motionless on the bed. 

Ron’s voice cracked as he said, “It’s Bill.” 

 

Madam Pomfrey bustled over toward them carrying a bowl of green ointment 
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and some cotton wool. Hermione looked down at the slashed, bloodied 

patient lying on the bed. She felt overwhelmingly nauseous; Bill Weasley was 

so badly injured he was almost unrecognisable. Tonks wrung her hands, 

tears streaking her cheeks. Remus’ face was gaunt. 

 

The hospital doors burst open and Harry entered, his eyes searching Neville, 

scanning for visible injury. Ginny followed closely behind. She looked straight 

to Ron, silently asking for news of Bill. Ron shook his head. 

 

Hermione hurried toward Harry, throwing her arms around his neck. “I’m 

sorry,” she whispered, “so sorry.”  

 

“How’s Bill?” Harry asked, watching as Madam Pomfrey applied the ointment. 

“Can’t you fix those wounds with a Charm or something?” 

 

“No Charm will heal werewolf bites,” the school nurse replied as she worked.  

 

“But he wasn’t bitten at the full moon …” Ron pointed out hopefully. 

“Greyback hadn’t transformed, so surely he won’t be a—a—real—?”  

 

“No, I don’t think Bill will be a real werewolf,” Remus said uncertainly. So 

Severus had been right. Cornered and injured as he was, Dumbledore didn’t 

have a chance, not with one of his attackers being a werewolf. 

 

“Dumbledore will know something that will work though,” said Ron hopefully. 

“Where is he?” 

 

Oh God, Ron didn’t know. Hermione released Harry and sat down heavily on 

a visitor’s chair. 

 

It was Ginny that broke the news. “Ron, Dumbledore—he’s dead.”  

 

“NO!” Lupin cried, looking around the room desperately for someone to 

contradict Ginny’s news. As his eyes searched Hermione’s she shook her 

head gravely. 

 

“How did he die?” Tonks choked out as Remus sat in the chair beside Bill’s 

bed, his head in his hands. 

 

“Snape killed him,” Harry said bitterly. 

 

Hermione clapped her hand to her mouth to stifle a gasp or reproof. The 
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bluntness of Harry’s words shook her and the reality of what Severus was to 

face seemed overwhelming. She felt as though she was Apparating again: 

the room seemed to spin, her chest tightened and her vision blurred. But she 

knew she had to be strong. 

 

Phoenix song drifted through the window, permeating the room. It was an 

eerie, sad, yet beautiful sound that filled Hermione with a resolute 

determination to carry out Severus’ instructions to the letter. She could be 

brave, shrug off those that would call her husband traitor, and fulfil her role 

as co-conspirator to the macabre agreement between Dumbledore and 

Snape. As the phoenix song rose and fell, it was as if Fawkes carried a 

message directly from the fallen Headmaster in his hypnotic, echoing pitch. 

Hermione listened. It gave her comfort for her plight and understanding for 

her untenable position. I am martyred, it said, but you must carry out your 

role, lest my sacrifice be for nought. 

 

Unseen by Hermione, Professor McGonagall had entered the ward. Her robes 

were torn and her face smudged with dirt and lined with the harsh grazes of 

battle. “Molly and Arthur are on their way,” she said, walking toward Bill’s 

bedside. As if Minerva’s words had broken a spell, the phoenix song ended. 

Hermione straightened in her chair, suddenly alert, as if roused from sleep.  

 

“Harry, what happened?” Minerva was asking, “According to Hagrid you were 

with Professor Dumbledore when it happened. He said Professor Snape was 

involved in some—” 

 

“Snape killed Dumbledore,” Harry said again. 

 

This time, when she heard the words, Hermione’s nerve was as steady as the 

stone foundations of Hogwarts. Minerva slumped into a chair, unable to 

believe Severus capable of murder. Hermione listened quietly as they 

debated her husband’s allegiance and his loyalty. Finally, the room was 

silent. 

“This is all my fault,” Minerva said at last. “I sent Filius to fetch Snape 

tonight. I actually sent for him to come and help us!” 

 

Hermione noted that Severus’ prefix, his title, had been stripped away during 

their discussion. ‘Professor’ he was no more, they no longer even called him 

‘Severus’. To the members of the Order, his colleagues and lifelong friends, 

he was now just—  

 

“—Snape! If I hadn’t alerted him to what was going on, he might never have 
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joined forces with the Death Eaters,” Minerva continued, becoming more and 

more self-deprecating. “I don’t think he knew they were here before Filius 

told him, I don’t think he knew they were coming.” 

 

He didn’t. Until the moment Professor Flitwick had burst through his office 

door, Severus had been celebrating their wedding day. Sipping champagne 

with one’s mother, wife and a house-elf was hardly the act of someone who 

was about to admit entrance to the enemy. 

 

“They got in using the Vanishing Cabinets,” Harry explained. “The Hogwarts 

cabinet was in the Room of Requirement, broken. Its twin was bought from 

Borgin and Burkes by Draco Malfoy last summer. Somehow, Malfoy fixed the 

broken Cabinet and formed a magical pathway, straight into the heart of 

Hogwarts.”  

 

Hermione stopped breathing. The feeling of being squeezed through the neck 

of a bottle was back, crushing her chest in an iron grip. This entire situation 

was all her fault. If she hadn’t wanted to show off in front of Draco, the 

Cabinet would never have been mended, the Headmaster would still be alive, 

and Severus … The devastation must have shown on her face, Harry stared 

at her for a long moment, before Ron’s own guilt got the better of him. 

 

“I messed up, Harry,” Ron said bleakly. “Ginny, Neville and I, we checked the 

Marauder’s Map and Malfoy wasn’t on it. We thought he was in the Room of 

Requirement, so we were waiting outside, keeping watch, but—”  

 

“He got past us,” Ginny said. “The corridor was thrown into darkness, we 

tried everything we could think of, but all we could do was grope around the 

corridor, trying to find our way out. Meanwhile Malfoy was ushering the 

Death Eaters past us using that shrivelled hand thing of his.” 

 

Lupin took up the story, how Ginny, Ron and Neville had run into them in the 

main corridor, how they had chased the Death Eaters and a fight had broken 

out. One of them, Gibbon, had broken free and raced up to the Astronomy 

Tower to presumably cast ‘Morsmordre’, setting off the Dark Mark. “He came 

charging back down the stairs,” said Lupin, “to rejoin the fight, but was hit by 

a Killing Curse that just missed me.” 

 

Hermione breathed a short sigh of relief. It was Gibbon that lay dead, not 

Rodolphus or Avery. Her reprieve from guilt was short lived, however, as 

Harry turned on her. 
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“So if Ron was watching the Room of Requirement with Ginny and Neville, 

where were you?” he asked sharply. 

 

She’d been sipping expensive champagne with the wizarding world’s most 

wanted. Hermione thought on her feet. “Outside Snape’s office,” she 

whispered unconvincingly. Her voice sounded unsteady and she had to hold 

her hands together tightly so no one could see them shaking. “I was with 

Luna. We hung about there … we didn’t know what was going on upstairs, I 

swear. Ron had the Marauder’s Map, like he said. Suddenly, Professor 

Flitwick comes charging through Snape’s door shouting about Death Eaters in 

the castle. Then there was a thud and a few moments later Snape hurried 

out of his room and ….” 

 

“What?” Harry urged her. 

 

“I was so stupid, Harry!” she blurted out, about to confess it was her that 

repaired the Vanishing Cabinet. Luna took a step forward and drew breath to 

interrupt. It was enough warning to jolt Hermione back to her carefully 

worded explanation. “Snape told us that Flitwick had fainted, and we should 

stay there and take care of him while he went to fight the Death Eaters.” She 

had no alternative now but to fabricate the rest of her account. Covering her 

mouth with her hands in shame, trying to wipe away her lies, she kept her 

head down and her eyes fixed firmly on her lap. “Professor Flitwick was 

unconscious, but I realise now, Snape must have Stupefied him. We didn’t 

realise, Harry. We let Snape go.” 

 

“It’s not your fault,” said Lupin firmly. “Hermione, had you not obeyed Snape 

and got out of his way, he probably would have killed both of you.” 

 

He’d no sooner kill her and Luna than roadie for the Weird Sisters, but 

Hermione’s ruse was successful. The Order believed her hopeless at watching 

Snape and had forgiven her for it.  

 

Harry picked up Severus’ movements from then on, taking witness accounts 

from Tonks, Ron and Ginny. As Harry told his own narrative of what had 

happened after he and Dumbledore had arrived at the Astronomy Tower; 

how he’d been under his Invisibility cloak until he’d been released from the 

binding spell, ripped off the cloak and chased after Snape, Hermione listened, 

but was overcome with a sudden desire to try to get into Severus’ chambers. 

It was as if the Felix Felicis was influencing her again, guiding her in her 

given task. She stood up slowly and inched her way toward the door, unseen 

by all except Luna, who did no more than look away casually. She was beside 



 463 

the double doors a moment before Mr and Mrs Weasley entered, a frightened 

Fleur Delacour on their heels.  

 

Silently, Hermione slipped into the corridor. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

 

The top of the Astronomy Tower was silent and empty. If it wasn’t for two 

broomsticks strewn on the floor and the puddle of silken cloth thrown against 

one of the walls, you’d think nothing out of the ordinary had happened there 

that night. Swallowing back her feeling of guilt, Hermione walked over to the 

discarded material and collected it. As the silky fabric covered her hands, 

they disappeared from view. She shook it out and swept it around her 

shoulders. Pulling up the hood, she vanished. 

 

The school was quiet, but Aurors patrolled the corridors and occasionally she 

met with one of them. Even though wearing the Invisibility Cloak meant she 

could not be seen, Hermione couldn’t rid herself of the desire to duck, crouch 

down or press herself against a wall whenever she saw someone 

approaching. It wasn’t until she was safely inside Severus’ chambers that she 

lowered the hood.  

 

Tapping the stones in order, she whispered, ‘Alohomora’, and the stones 

twisted and turned until the stone archway permitted her entrance into the 

secret room. Lighting a candle, Hermione honed in on the trunk and tried to 

open it. Nothing she tried would work, not even ‘Cistem Aperio’, so she 

grabbed one of the twisted metal handles and tried to drag it instead, 

without seeing what was inside. 

 

Hermione wasn’t a particularly strong girl, but even Hagrid couldn’t have 

moved that trunk. It was either incredibly heavy, or kept in place with a 

Sticking Charm. Remembering Severus’ instructions, she took out her wand 

and pointed it at the trunk. ‘Reducio!’ 

 

Nothing happened. 

 

Hermione had only one option left. “Trixy!” she called, re-entering Severus’ 

main chambers. She removed Harry’s cloak and draped it over the back of a 

chair. Scaring the house-elf half to death by having only her floating head 

visible would have been very counter-productive. With a small pop, a bleary-
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eyed Trixy appeared in the centre of the room, her topknot wound tightly 

into a curler. 

 

“Miss?” the elf yawned, scratching her belly through a rather smart 

Ravenclaw crested tea towel nightdress. 

 

“I need Professor Flitwick, and I need him here, right now,” Hermione said 

matter-of-factly. 

 

Trixy shook her head. “Master Filius is asleep, Miss.” 

 

“And how could you possibly know that, you naughty elf? It’s three o’clock in 

the morning!” 

 

“Perhaps I is a Seer, a Divination elf?” Trixy offered. 

 

“Perhaps you’re a scarlet woman under those innocent-looking flapping ears 

of yours!” Hermione teased. “Please, Trixy, go and wake him, tell him it’s 

very important, S.P.E.W. business.” 

 

Trixy clapped her hands in excitement. “Why did Mizranger not say? I’ll fetch 

Master Filius this instant!” With a crack, she vanished. 

 

Hermione hurried to Severus’ bed and stripped the pillowcases, taking them 

into the alcove. Quickly, she emptied the bookshelf and cleared the walls, 

tossing everything into the pillowcases, tying the tops with strips she tore 

from her old grey nightshirt. Thinking ahead, she threw one set of robes 

around her shoulders to keep out the night chill, and had everything else 

packaged up ready on top of the trunk by the time Filius and Trixy knocked 

the door. 

 

The bruise on Filius’ head was really quite nasty, and she did feel awful about 

rousing him from his bed, but the sight of his pink daisy flannelette pyjamas 

gave Hermione her first real smile of the evening and she ushered them 

through to the alcove without remorse. 

 

“What seems to be the problem, Mrs Snape?” Filius asked, staring around the 

secret room before focusing his attention on the stack of belongings heaped 

on the floor. “Moving out, I take it?” 

 

“Due to circumstances beyond our control, yes,” Hermione replied sadly. 

“Professor, I need these items shrunk down as small as possible, and they 
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need to be considerably lighter than they are now.” 

 

Filius looked torn whether or not he should help her. 

 

“Please,” she pleaded, “I need you to trust me.” 

 

Pulling out his wand, Filius pointed it directly at her, and for an awful 

moment Hermione thought he was about to turn her over to the Aurors. 

Flourishing his wand, he cried, ‘Reducio Maxima Solem!’, and a shot of green 

light hit the trunk shrinking it to the size of dolls’ house accessories. 

 

“Thank you,” Hermione breathed, scooping up the miniature parcels and 

slipping them into the pocket of the robes. She darted through the stone 

archway and grabbed the Invisibility Cloak as she raced to the door. With 

dawn approaching, she had to hurry if she was going to be on time for her 

rendezvous with Severus. 

 

Chapter 30 – Lammtarra 

  

  

He waited by the riverbank. The moonlight caught the smooth, opaque 

surfaces of his skeletal mask. Taking a deep breath of fresh Scottish night 

air, the lone, dark figure started the uphill trek from the bridge to the bothy. 

As he approached the tiny stone hut, a pop echoed in the nearby dark forest. 

Throwing himself to the cold, damp ground, wand poised, the Death Eater 

waited for the newcomer to make the first move. 

 

The interloper made no attempt to engage in a duel, but walked quickly and 

quietly, passing within feet of his position. Confident that his presence had 

gone unnoticed, the Death Eater turned his head in the dew-soaked grass to 

watch as the door to the bothy was finally pushed open, and, with a non-

verbal spell, a fire was lit in the stove. 

 

Hermione pulled down her hood. “Do get off the ground, Severus,” she called 

from the doorway. “You may scare the capercaillies with your stalking tactics, 

but the polecats wouldn’t think twice about nibbling your extremities.” 

 

He jumped up quickly. Despite his stealth, she had seen him, and anyway, 

he really had no wish to have any part of his anatomy gnawed by a wild 

weasel. He smirked with satisfaction as he considered what she had said. 

She’d called him Severus; he hadn’t anticipated that. As he approached the 
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bothy, the light from the stove illuminated his form. It didn’t take long for 

the girl to realise her mistake; he watched with satisfaction as her expression 

change from pleased to petrified.  

 

Laughing, he advanced quickly. Hermione backed away into the hut and tried 

to slam the door shut on him, but his steel-capped boot blocked it. “You can’t 

run. There’s nowhere to hide,” he growled, pushing the rickety door open 

with his shoulder. 

 

Hermione had raised her wand. “Where’s Severus?” she demanded. “What 

have you done with him?” 

 

Breathing heavily through the orbicular holes of the mask, he stood his 

ground, folded his arms and stared her down. “Put away the wand,” he told 

her gently. “Severus has sent me to bring you to him.” 

 

She looked at him sceptically. “You expect me to believe you, to trust you? 

How do I know Severus sent you?” She pointed her wand at his face. “Take 

off your mask.” 

 

“That’s not going to happen, princess,” he said, shaking his head. “The Dark 

Lord wants me to look intimidating, so I wear it. Plus, I have a nasty acne 

outbreak just next to my nose, look …” He tried to lift the mask slightly to 

show her.  

 

“Avery!” she cried, recognising him at last. She pocketed her wand before 

swiping him across the forearm. “You gave me the heebie-jeebies! I thought 

you were a Death Eater!” 

 

“Gregorovitch, luv, I am a Death Eater,” he said, reaching out and 

straightening her heavy robes. “And so are you, wearing this. Is it Sev’s? It 

looks a bit roomy.” 

 

“It is. I thought it looked warm, but it’s actually quite itchy.” 

 

Avery turned back to the door and gestured for her to follow him. “Isn’t it? I 

often thought it was Moldy-Vort’s way of introducing flagellation,” he 

chuckled as he stepped over the doorstep. He raised his voice to a high-

pitched whine. “Wear my robesss, my followersss. The first of you to 

complain about the scratchinesss gets fifty lashes with the cat o’ nine tails!”  

 

Hermione chuckled as she followed him out of the door. “That shouldn’t be 
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funny, but it is.” 

 

“Funny?” he said, spinning around to face her. “You dare to laugh at the 

command of Lord Moldy-Vort, little one?”  

 

She laughed out loud. “You haven’t changed a bit, have you? You’re still the 

comedian.” 

 

“Oh, I know,” he said, reverting to his normal voice. “And if anyone ever 

hears me taking the mickey, I’ll tell ’em I’m still under the Imperius Curse.” 

He held out his hand. “Hop aboard, I’ll take you to Sev.” As she came to him 

he put his hand into her pocket, withdrawing Snape’s Death Eater mask. “Put 

it on,” he said seriously. “Where we’re going, you’re going to need it.” 

 

He watched as Hermione swallowed hard before placing the skull-like 

disguise against her face. She fumbled with the ties, and he reached behind 

her head to help her, muttering a short Sticking Spell as he did so. Once the 

mask was secure, he replaced the hood and stood back to assess her 

appearance. 

 

“You’ll do,” he said earnestly as he took hold of her waist. “Don’t talk until 

we’re safely within Snape’s cell, and if we see anyone, keep your head down 

and your mind clear of all thought.”  

 

“Cell?” she asked, sounding panicked. He didn’t answer or explain. He felt 

her stiffen as he spun them both into a circle. They vanished with a sharp 

crack. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

Hermione opened her eyes in fear of what scene would greet her. Images of 

the Riddle House Harry had seen in his dreams, Death Eaters engaged in acts 

of debauchery, and Severus looking on in horror from the confines of a small 

cage, swam through her tired mind as she contracted through the Apparition.  

 

It was with surprise, when the world stopped spinning, to see she was in a 

cloister, lit by the welcoming orange glow of seeping wax candles. The cool 

breeze wafted though the seamlessly carved sandstone archways and pillars, 

carrying with it the aroma of night-scented stock.  

 

Through a large, bowed doorway at the end of the cloister came the beautiful 
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sound of a liturgy being sung by what sounded like a choir of male voices. As 

Avery set off toward the sound, Hermione scuttled behind him, trying to see 

through the eyeholes of Severus’ mask. 

 

As her companion opened the twisted metal door handle and ushered her 

through the doorway, it was apparent they had arrived at a monastery. The 

ancient, pitted corridor that they entered had many small rooms leading from 

it, each of Spartan décor, with just a small wooden bed, a single candle and 

a kneeling mat. Hermione mimicked Avery’s stance, hands held meekly 

together and head bowed in silent meditation as they walked. Although most 

of the rooms, or cells, were empty, some were occupied. She glanced 

sideways to see a robed Death Eater, kneeling with his head bowed in 

supplication as he faced the tiny slit window that allowed through only the 

faintest sliver of grey early dawn light.  

 

As she listened, Hermione realised the glorious liturgy that filled the high 

ceilings and numerous cells of the monastery was not a Christian Eucharist. 

Like Gregorian monks, they sang in Latin, but their chant spoke of magic, 

dark magic, and as far as she could decipher, was either a spell or 

incantation. Shivering slightly at the beauty and danger of their chorale, she 

kept her head down and quickened her step, the toes of her boots brushing 

the bottom of Avery’s black robes.  

 

Descending a narrow spiral stairwell, they continued into another corridor of 

cells. Halting in a narrow doorway, Hermione had to stifle a gasp of surprise 

as she recognised the tall, lean man kneeling with his back toward them, 

chanting with his brothers. As Avery approached him, he didn’t move until he 

was tapped on the shoulder. Rising then, he turned and looked down at his 

friend before walking to the door. Hermione stepped inside as Severus, still 

dressed in his smart black frockcoat, closed the door quietly and withdrew his 

wand to cast ‘Muffliato’. 

 

He opened his arms, and she accepted his embrace gladly. Relief at seeing 

him again, unharmed, overcame her trepidation of their strange and 

unexpected surroundings.  

 

“Hermione,” he said over and over again as he held her tightly and ran his 

hand along her back as if checking that she was real and not an illusion. 

 

“She was at the bothy, right on time,” Avery said, interrupting them. Severus 

lifted his head and loosened his hold, but did not release her. “No one else 

saw us. They’re all—” 



 469 

 

“Lamenting the loss of Gibbon,” Severus concluded. He looked down into 

Hermione’s eyes and gently smoothed away the loose tendrils of hair that 

had fallen across her mask. “And some of us are grieving for Dumbledore, 

first and foremost; more than you might imagine.”  

 

“Dumbledore? I don’t understand ….” 

 

“He taught most of us at some time or other,” Avery explained, keeping his 

voice low despite the Silencing Spell. “His death was a shock to many of the 

Dark Lord’s followers. It’s caused unrest among the wavering and turned 

them to our cause.”  

 

“Our cause?” she asked, confused. “I thought this a bastion of evil-doers, 

thugs and hoodlums?”  

 

“Don’t misunderstand me,” Avery explained kindly, “if you’re looking for a 

bad wizard, you’ve come to the right place. It’s just the Knights of Walpurgis 

lost their faith many years ago. Rosier was a hard-liner and died for his 

beliefs; the rest of us wanted a way out. The loss of Regulus left us with 

nothing but regret and bitterness ….” His voice faded, and he turned his head 

away. 

 

Hermione understood. She’d felt exactly the same the day she returned from 

the past—empty. Regulus’ death had been all for naught, a useless waste of 

a young life. “So, the two of you and Rodolphus?” she prompted.  

 

“Cause subterfuge and try to identify the Death Eaters who are becoming 

disillusioned, yes,” Severus told her.  

 

Hermione stepped away from Severus and walked toward Avery. He swiped a 

tear from his eye before turning to face her. “And when the hurlyburly’s 

done?” she asked, putting her arm around his shoulders 

 

As Severus crossed the room, he intoned, “When the battle’s lost and won.” 

 

“That will be ’ere the set of sun,” Avery finished optimistically. The three 

school friends stood together in silence, remembering those they had lost, 

camaraderie winning through despite the overhanging threat of evil.  

 

“Go to Rodolphus,” Severus told Avery, placing his hand on Hermione’s 

shoulder. “Tell him Hermione has come and joined the fight. The Knights are 
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together once more.” 

 

Avery gave a theatrical bow and a smile to Hermione as he straightened up. 

He left the room, quietly closing the door behind him. 

 

“You seem to be coping well,” Hermione commented, sitting down on the 

insufferably hard bed as she struggled to remove her mask. “Did things go 

well with You-Know-Who?” 

 

“Of course,” Severus replied, taking a seat next to her. With a wave of his 

wand the spell was removed and the mask fell free. “With Felix Felicis still in 

my bloodstream, I was assured that it would.” His face gave nothing away, 

although Hermione knew him well enough to recognise the irony behind his 

words. 

 

“I’m sorry, Severus.” 

 

He turned away. “Albus, is he—” 

 

“—dead? Yes.” 

 

“And so, Draco is spared, just as he wished.” Severus turned to face her 

again. “And I am cast as Judas Iscariot.” 

 

“Oh, Severus …” 

 

He held up his hand to stop her attempt to comfort him. “All the world's a 

stage, my dear, and all the men and women merely players.” 

 

“Don’t,” she whispered. “Don’t be so flippant.” 

 

Wearily, he rested his head in his hands. “And one man in his time plays 

many parts.” 

 

“And it’s your part now to tell me what the heck is in this chest,” Hermione 

said, trying to lift his mood. She shrugged off the black cloak, letting it fall to 

the bed, and took the miniaturised trunk and filled pillowcases from her 

pocket, laying them carefully at his feet. Withdrawing her wand, she thought 

with all her power, ‘Engorgio!’ Nothing happened. 

 

The effect that seeing the trunk had on Severus’ mood was instantaneous. 

“You did well!” he exclaimed, taking out his own wand and pointing it at the 
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tiny packages. “Now, my dear Mrs Snape, we have our treasures back, and 

with them, options.” With a flick and swish, the heavy metal chest and 

pillowcase sacks swelled to their original size. Somehow in transit, one of the 

pillowcases had been split open and a specimen jar and some press cuttings 

spilled onto the floor. 

 

“You really did bring everything,” Severus said, picking up the jar and 

studying the label. “Is the room completely empty?” 

 

“Just bare walls and a dusty floor,” Hermione replied, bending over to sort 

through the newspaper clippings, finding one of interest in the process. “Is 

this your birth announcement?” 

 

Severus leaned forward and glanced at the parchment. “It is.” 

 

“May I borrow it?” 

 

He raised an eyebrow in query. 

 

“Just for a day or so, I have need of it.” 

 

“If you must,” he said, giving his consent. Hermione carefully folded the 

clipping and placed it in her pocket. 

 

“What’s in there?” she asked. Severus was still shaking the specimen jar, a 

wry smile on his lips. He passed it over to her, highly amused with whatever 

it contained.  

 

The hand-written label on the frosted glass jar read Hair of K.I.A., which 

didn’t help with its identification in the slightest. There wasn’t an animal in 

the magical world with that name or initials. She took a deep breath as she 

carefully composed her question. 

 

“Look inside,” he said, pre-empting her query. “Go ahead, I promise it won’t 

bite you.” 

 

The lid of the jar was stiff and difficult to open. It took Hermione all her 

strength to wrench it loose. When she did it fell from her hands and tumbled 

to the floor, the contents spilling onto her lap. Tied with elastic was a long, 

straight, shiny ponytail; her hair sample from the evening she had made the 

first cauldron of Vanity.  
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“This is one of your treasures?” she asked sceptically, picking up the ponytail 

and giving it a little shake. 

 

“Undoubtedly. It marked the beginning of a very strange chain of events, or 

the turning point, depending on your point of view,” Severus replied 

thoughtfully. He pushed away the empty jar with the toe of his boot. “And 

now it’s time we opened the chest.” 

 

Hermione was curious. She got up from the bed and knelt beside the trunk, 

anxious to see what was inside. A flash of green light shot from Severus’ 

wand and the lid flew open. Leaning forward, Hermione peeked inside 

curiously to see it contained just a newspaper.  

 

Reaching out her hand, she picked up the tatty journal. It was yellow with 

age, and the edges were curling. “Do you mean to say,” she asked, 

convinced that Severus had gone completely mad, “you made me lug a trunk 

that weighed half a bloomin’ ton out of the dungeons, across the lawn, up a 

Scottish brae, because inside there was a newspaper?” 

 

Severus laughed. 

 

“This means divorce, Snape!” she chided, rolling the paper to swat him with 

it.  

 

“Careful with that!” he warned, dodging her blow. “Look at it properly. Is it 

not in any way familiar?” 

 

Hermione complied, still unsure of his reasons for keeping a Daily Prophet 

under lock and key. As she spread the broadsheet out on the floor of the 

cabin, his reasoning became clear. 

 

It was Le Monde, dated 1st September 1996. This was the paper she’d 

brought at King’s Cross station before she used the Time-Turner, the one 

Severus had taken from her dormitory for ‘safe keeping’. She was surprised, 

but still none the wiser why this should be locked in a heavy trunk. 

 

“Look at the feature on the back page,” he suggested by way of explanation. 

 

Hermione turned the paper over. A large colour photograph of a racehorse 

being ridden hard to the finish line dominated the sports news. “Lammtarra,” 

she read, and then proceeded to translate the French caption. “Winner of the 

1995 Epsom Derby, the King George and Queen Elizabeth Diamond Stakes 
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and the Prix de l’arc de Triomphe retires to stud.” She put the paper down, 

fighting to suppress visions of her explaining to Harry and Ron why her new 

pet was seventeen hands of equine muscle. “Please tell me we don’t own 

him, Severus?” she pleaded.  

 

“Of course not,” he replied huffily, “but we did have a jolly good run of luck 

at the races.” He tapped the trunk once with his wand, muttering an 

incantation. A secret compartment opened, larger than the one that 

contained the newspaper, filled with shiny gold Galleons. “For the Derby, I 

got odds of fourteen-to-one ante post.” 

 

“Good grief,” Hermione breathed. “How much did you put on?” 

 

“Fifteen years’ teaching salary.” 

 

“Holy–” 

 

Severus tapped the trunk again. A third compartment opened and even more 

Galleons were revealed. “And I put all of my winnings on the King George. 

Shorter odds, of course, but a nice haul nevertheless.” 

 

Hermione ran her hands in wonder through the gold coins, letting them fall 

through her fingers. 

 

“This was the point when I was politely refused entrance to all branches of 

William Hill’s, Ladbrokes, and had my photograph posted in every Tote booth 

on every racecourse on the circuit.” 

 

As he raised his wand again, Hermione sat back expectantly. The fourth, fifth 

and sixth compartments opened, each filled to the brim with Galleons. 

 

“Luckily, Lammtarra went back to France at the same time I was banned 

from every bookmaker’s in Britain. I slipped across to Longchamp the day of 

the Arc de Triomphe, placing small bets with all the on-course bookmakers. I 

then Apparated to the stands to watch my fortune romp home. In bringing 

back that newspaper,” he summarised, “you handed me a dead cert.” 

 

“How much did you win, Severus?” 

 

“I believe I am just as rich as you, my dear,” he said, with a glimmer in his 

eye. “They are totally untraceable funds. There’s more than enough to set us 

up with our own, secret home with plenty in reserve to finance whatever 
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venture the Order undertakes to finally bring down the Dark Lord, once and 

for all.” 

 

His eyes darted to the doorway, but he made no comment or move toward it. 

Instead, he laid down on the bed and held his hand out to her. “I’m 

exhausted, Mrs Snape. I don’t suppose you’d like to join me in a nap? It’s not 

yet five. You don’t have to return to Hogwarts for at least another four 

hours.” 

 

She leant forward and took his hand, allowing him to pull her up and onto 

the bed. “A nap, Severus?” she asked suspiciously. 

 

His eyes were closed as he feigned sleep. “Well, a nap first, I think,” he 

suggested as he wrapped his arms around her waist and nuzzled the fine 

hairs at the nape of her neck. 

 

“Severus,” she asked sleepily, “what does K.I.A. stand for?” 

 

He chuckled and pulled her closer, whispering, “Know-It-All.” 

~o0o~ 

 

 

 

The next morning, Hermione returned to Hogwarts. Her instructions from the 

Knights were clear; she should stay close to Harry, assisting him however 

she could, while she waited to hear from Severus. He had promised that he 

would be in contact with the arrangements for their next meeting and said 

that she should be ready. 

 

The press cutting of his birth announcement she carried with her at all times 

in the hope of getting Harry alone so she could show it to him. It was very 

important for her friend to understand exactly whose Advanced Potion-

Making book he’d been using all year. She hoped it would pave the way for 

his acceptance of Severus’ help in the upcoming fight against Voldemort. 

 

Two days later, and she saw her opportunity. Hermione was flicking through 

the latest news roundup as she sat with Ginny, Ron and Harry beside the 

open widow of Gryffindor common room, her friends gazing out over the 

twilit grounds.  

 

“Anyone else we know died?” Ron asked as she turned the flimsy pages of 
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the Evening Prophet.  

 

Hermione shuddered at the detached tone of her friend’s voice. “No,” she 

replied curtly. “They’re still looking for Snape, but there’s no sign …” Her 

voice tailed off as she re-read the paragraph describing the Aurors’ search of 

Spinner’s End and a short, biased interview with a very worried Eileen, who 

was being badgered by the press. Murderer’s Mum Swears He’s Innocent, the 

headline read. Silently, Hermione prayed that the Ministry, despite all its 

resources, wouldn’t find him. Public opinion was such that he’d be lynched by 

the mob. Even visions of Mrs Figg bashing Severus over the head with her 

string shopping bag filled with tinned cat food terrified her. She folded the 

paper and placed it down on the window seat, where it was quickly claimed 

by Ginny. 

 

“Of course there’s no sign,” Harry sniped. “They won’t find Snape until they 

find Voldemort, and seeing as they never managed to do that all this time 

….” 

 

“Leo,” Ginny read, browsing the paper. “You’re a Leo, aren’t you, Harry?” 

 

“Yes, the mighty Lion,” Ron replied, leaning to look over his sister’s shoulder. 

“What’s his horoscope?” 

 

“Noble, proud and generous, your hunter’s instincts usually guide you well. 

However, don’t let your pride lead to stubbornness. Learn to accept 

assistance from an unlikely source.” 

 

“Nonsense,” Harry muttered dismissively. Hermione rolled her eyes. 

 

“Ooh, this is so romantic,” Ginny suddenly cooed as she continued to study 

the paper. Harry and Ron turned pale at the mention of romance and turned 

away from the youngest Weasley, finding something on the Hogwarts lawn of 

more interest. “Here, in the personals,” she continued, mainly to herself, 

Hermione was too busy planning how to reinforce the ‘accepting help from an 

unlikely source message’ to Harry. Ginny persisted. “There’s a secret love 

message, it says, ‘Ophelia, meet me tonight at eight thirty, between the 

Trilithons, upon the plain. Hamlet, your Prince of Denmark’.” 

 

“Prince?” Harry spat with derision, from his vantage point at the open 

window “Don’t talk to me about Princes!” 

 

Hermione checked the large clock above the mantelpiece. It was nearly eight 
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o’clock. She had about thirty-five minutes to get to Stonehenge. 

 

“And on that unromantic note, I’m going to bed,” Ginny said, leaning across 

to kiss Harry and stopping him saying anything further about the Half-Blood 

Prince. Hermione was grateful. Her temper had started to rise earlier, 

hearing her husband’s name and Voldemort’s used in the same sentence. It 

wasn’t Severus’ fault he was forced back into his ranks. 

 

As Ginny disappeared toward the girls’ dormitory, Hermione channelled her 

annoyance into determination and leant forward to speak quietly to Harry.  

 

“I found something this morning,” she said, “in the library.” 

 

“R.A.B.?” Harry asked, turning to look at her expectantly. 

 

“No, actually, it’s about… well, S… Snape,” she said. Harry narrowed his eyes 

suspiciously. Hermione became nervous. She had to be very careful how she 

worded this.  

 

“What about him?” Harry asked. 

 

Hermione looked around cautiously to see if anyone was eavesdropping. “It’s 

just, I was right about the Half-Blood Prince business. I was right about 

Eileen Prince. You see, she’s Snape’s mother.” 

 

Ron piped up, “I thought she wasn’t much of a looker.” 

 

“Ronald, don’t be so mean!” She turned back to Harry. “I was going through 

some old Prophets, some press cuttings,” she said honestly, “and I found a 

tiny announcement about Eileen Prince marrying a Tobias Snape.” She 

started to unfold the press cutting. “Then later, an announcement saying 

she’d given birth to a–” 

 

“–murderer,” Harry seethed through gritted teeth. 

 

Hermione’s wand arm twitched, and she struggled to hold her tongue. “Yes,” 

she forced out, remembering over and over the promise she’d made to 

Severus.  

 

“I should have shown that book to Dumbledore,” Harry said at last. 

“Sectumsempra was a vicious spell, evil, just like Snape.” 
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“Evil is a strong word, Harry,” Hermione replied quietly as she stood up. 

Despite her best efforts to separate her emotions as she spoke of her 

husband, the viciousness of her friend’s misguided words had stung her, 

badly. Convincing Harry that Severus was on their side was going to be 

harder work than she had thought. The clock on the mantle struck eight. “I’m 

going to the library,” she said before picking up her newspaper and folding it 

neatly. “I may be there a while. Don’t wait up.” 

 

Harry was lost in his thoughts, gazing out of the window again, his eyes 

shining with tears. He didn’t respond or acknowledge her. 

 

Ron bade her goodnight with a tight-lipped smile and a shrug of his 

shoulders. He turned back to the window as well; both boys’ attention was 

directed toward the Great Lake. Hermione leant across over their heads to 

see what they were looking at.  

 

She wished afterwards that she hadn’t. 

 

Beside the lake, Hagrid, Filius and several house-elves, including Trixy, were 

preparing for tomorrow’s funeral. Seats were being levitated into neat rows 

facing a large white marble altar. The gravity of Hermione’s situation 

suddenly hit her. 

 

Turning on the spot, she raced from the window, unable to continue to watch 

the preparations that had Harry and Ron so fixated. She skimmed past the 

fireplace, throwing the Evening Prophet into the grate. Much to the surprise 

of two first years who were standing beside the portrait hole, she pushed her 

way past them, shoved open the door and fell against the wooden handrail 

overlooking the open stairwell.  

 

“Miss Granger, I was about to come and find you.” 

 

Holding onto the handrail tightly for support, Hermione blinked back her 

tears and turned to see Professor McGonagall looking at her, a piece of 

parchment held taut in her clenched hands.  

 

“I need to talk with you,” her Head of House explained. “On a matter of the 

utmost—” She couldn’t continue.  

 

This was the first time she’d seen Minerva since the hospital wing, the night 

Severus had fled. Hermione studied her. The acting Headmistress looked 

paler than she ever had before, more troubled than when she’d been 
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kidnapped by S.P.E.W. Her hands were shaking as she fought to keep 

control. Deep worry lines etched her face and the dark circles under her eyes 

seemed to extend right down to her pronounced cheek bones. 

 

Hermione pushed herself away from the balustrade and took a step toward 

Minerva, her intention was simply to comfort her Head of House, but the 

grieving professor took a counter step backwards; she did not want 

Hermione in her personal space.  

“Perhaps we should discuss this in private?” Minerva said curtly. She turned 

tail and strode off toward the Headmaster’s office.  

 

Concerned and confused, Hermione followed, dreading what news might be 

contained in the letter Minerva held. Was her family well? Was she being 

withdrawn from school? A number of pupils had already been collected by 

their parents since Dumbledore’s death. Fretting and speculating wasn’t 

helping, however, and Hermione was grateful when they reached the stone 

gargoyle. Minerva enounced the password, ‘Chunky tablet’, the Scots’ version 

of fudge, and the stone sentry relinquished his watch and allowed them 

entrance. 

 

Once inside the office, Minerva wasted no time in getting straight to the 

heart of the matter. Her shaking hand waved the parchment in Hermione’s 

face accusingly. 

 

“It was found in Albus Dumbledore’s robes,” she seethed, her pale face 

turning pink with anger. “In his to do pocket. You’re married, wed to that … 

that … murtherer! What have you to say?” 

 

Hermione took the letter being waved threateningly in her face. It took only 

a glance to see that it was the marital paperwork Dumbledore had promised 

to complete the night he died. It hadn’t been filed with the Ministry. 

Technically, her marriage was in limbo. 

 

“I thought you were all for our union,” Hermione argued, defending herself 

and her relationship from this barrage of condemnation. 

 

“That was before he took a life, Miss Granger. Surely you’ll no’ want to be 

joined to such a man as Snape now you see him for what he is?” 

 

“What he is,” Hermione retorted angrily, “is a man of integrity and high 

moral values who isn’t here to defend himself!” 
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Minerva hissed through her clenched teeth. “Will you not tear up that piece 

of parchment and forget this whole sorry business?” 

 

“I will not. Until we know his version of events,” Hermione continued, 

carefully folding the parchment and tucking it into her sleeve. “I for one am 

prepared to give him the benefit of the doubt, and I suggest you put your 

prejudice aside and do the same!” She turned to the door, pulling it open 

with such force that it shook the delicate gadgetry on a nearby occasional 

table. As she stepped through the door, she turned to Professor McGonagall. 

Keeping her voice low and steady, she said, “Not everything is as it seems, 

Professor. Please bear that in mind before you condemn Severus to anyone 

else. He’s a pawn in all this, a pawn.” 

 

Not waiting for a reply, she left the office and hurried down the stairs to the 

seventh floor. The clock tower chimed eight thirty as she raced down the 

Entrance Hall and out onto the grounds. Praying that he would wait for her, 

she jogged the distance to the main gate, trying to keep her breathing 

steady and her mind focused on her destination. Concentrating hard, she ran 

through the gates onto the gravel track to Hogsmeade and immediately spun 

around without pausing. Never had her deliberation or her determination 

been so strong; leaving Hogwarts behind, she Apparated effortlessly to 

Salisbury plain. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

“Put your wand down, Severus, and step away from the trunk.” 

 

Hermione, still spinning from her Apparition, threw herself onto the grass and 

crawled on her stomach until she was safely hidden behind one of the 

standing stones. She just caught a glimpse of her husband’s boots and the 

hem of his black robes. He was standing beside his chest that contained his 

fortune, one foot resting on top of it. 

 

“Don’t be ridiculous, Avery,” Severus said in a voice so low and threatening it 

gave Hermione chills. 

 

“Did you really think I wouldn’t be able to cast the counter spell to Muffliato? 

I, the very person that helped you to develop that spell?” Avery jeered. “I 

know what you have inside that trunk, Snape. I heard every word you said.”  

 

Hermione risked a peek from behind the stone. Avery was standing in the 
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centre of Stonehenge, his wand pointed at Severus, but his eyes on the 

trunk. She pulled back behind the stone again, her breathing laboured and 

her heat pounding so hard she thought it would burst out of her chest. 

 

“You’re making a run for it, aren’t you?” Avery cried accusingly. “You’re 

taking your loot and getting out while you can.” There was an ominous 

pause. The sun had long since set over Salisbury plain and dusk bought with 

it an eerie, blustery wind.  

 

“I am not making a run for it, as you so crudely put it,” Severus parried. 

“What I’m doing here, what I might or might not have in my trunk, is none of 

your business. Following me tonight has not served you well, friend.  

 

The verbal sparring between the two men was becoming tense and the old 

friendship strained to the breaking point under the pressure. Hermione 

carefully withdrew her wand and swallowed hard to compose herself. She 

fixed Avery’s position in her mind and prepared to leave her hiding place to 

disarm him. 

 

A lightning bolt of green wand-light lit the darkening stones. The presence 

and pressure of magic sent a rippling shock wave through the summer 

evening humidity, causing Hermione to gasp. She leapt to her feet with her 

wand arm extended and catapulted herself from behind the stone. 

 

‘Expelliarmus!’ she cast non-verbally, but Avery was no longer there. 

Spinning around to Severus’ position, she saw her husband, Avery lying at 

his feet, aiming his wand between the Megaliths behind him. Hermione 

looked up quickly. Through the failing light, she could just make out the 

armed and angry form of— 

 

“Rodolphus,” Severus whispered venomously, just loud enough for her to 

hear. “Such force on poor Avery was hardly necessary.” 

 

“Oh, but it was, brother,” Rodolphus disputed. “What’s in that trunk is mine, 

and I’ll take you with my wand arm tied behind my back to get what I want.” 

 

Severus squared off against Lestrange, who had left the shelter of the 

standing stones and advanced to the centre of the ring of stones. The new 

adversaries circled each other around the trunk, wands drawn and ready. In 

unison they stalked the small circle, each gauging the others stance, trying 

to predict their opponent’s first move.  
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Avery was groggily trying to get to his feet while groping in the grass for his 

wand. Hermione ran to him, grabbing his elbow as she helped him regain his 

balance.  

 

“Stop them!” she urged him, scooping up his wand and closing his limp hand 

around it. “Please, stop them!” 

 

Avery stumbled toward Snape and Lestrange just as the first curse was cast. 

Severus blocked and parried. Rodolphus aimed again, but the effect of 

Avery’s wand pointed at him stilled the hex on his lips. The three men were 

at a stand off. Severus aimed at Avery, holding him at wand-point. Avery 

shakily pointed his wand at Lestrange who had his aimed at Severus. 

 

Hermione didn’t dare breathe. The wind increased, flattening the grass and 

whipping at the robes of the three friends as they stared each other down.  

 

“It comes to this?” Snape asked both Avery and Lestrange rhetorically. 

“Greed over friendship, Galleons before honour?” 

 

“Let’s split it,” Avery blurted out,“ into three equal shares. We each go our 

separate ways. Flee the Dark Lord, to hell with him!” 

 

“How far do you think you would get before he found you?” Severus asked. 

“Karkaroff lasted only a few weeks in hiding. Regulus …” his voice tailed off. 

 

The mention of their classmate had a sobering affect on Avery; his wand 

dipped in his hand. Rodolphus took full advantage.  

 

‘Avada—’ 

 

‘Expelliarmus!’ Hermione cried. A bolt of green light shot from her wand and 

glanced off Rodolphus’ shoulder, knocking him sideways.  

 

‘Stupefy!’ Avery shouted. The red light from his wand crossed between the 

other two men, knocking the jet of green light from Severus’ wand away 

from Lestrange to ricochet off of one of the surrounding stones. 

 

Hermione ran forward to join the fight, but Severus spun around and lunged 

for her. Grabbing the first piece of her robe he touched, he twisted his hand 

roughly into the collar of her robes and pulled her toward him. Slamming 

against his chest, she had the briefest glimpse of Avery and Lestrange going 
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head to head, fighting over the trunk, before she was pulled into a semi 

circle and felt the squeeze of Disapparition. 

~o0o~ 

 

 

 

“Severus, the trunk! You left the trunk, your fortune!”  

 

“Did I?” he asked, unconcerned. 

 

He’d Apparated them to a dirt road. In the darkness, Hermione could hear 

the crashing of waves against a cliff and feel the spray of the sea, cold and 

salty against her cheek. “You left it there for the boys to fight over! We have 

to go back and get it. We can take them, Snape!” She grabbed his arm and 

tried to pull him around, but he just laughed at her.  

 

“Leave it,” he said. “It’s not important.” 

 

Hermione looked at him suspiciously. He had that expression he wore when 

one of his cunning plans had worked to his advantage. From his pocket he 

withdrew a piece of parchment and lit his wand tip so she could read what 

was written there. 

 

The Headquarters of S.P.E.W. may be found at number 8, Trident Road, 

Totland Bay. 

 

Hermione grabbed the parchment and looked at it again. “Totland Bay? 

We’re on the Isle of Wight? The Headquarters of S.P.E.W.? Severus ….” She 

stopped her questioning and looked up. In front of them, where the road 

seemed to come to abrupt halt, a large white house had appeared. 

Welcoming candlelight shone from every window, and a winding pathway of 

seashells lead up to a wide front door that displayed a shining brass number 

eight.  

 

“Come along, don’t dally,” Severus instructed over his shoulder as he walked 

up the path. “Welcome to our new home and base of operations. It has six 

bedrooms, three reception rooms and hot and cold running Fidelius Charms.” 

 

Hermione was stunned into silence. She scurried behind Snape, taking in 

every detail of the beautiful building. 
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They reached the front door and Severus used his wand to tap against the 

ornate brass doorknocker in the shape of a serpent and lion entwined around 

a ship’s anchor. With a heavy clunk, the door unlocked and swung open.  

 

“The cliff in this area is falling into the sea; I bought it for a song,” Severus 

told her, sweeping her up into his arms. “A little magic has reversed the 

erosion, but the Muggles avoid this place, and all access roads have been 

closed for their safety.” 

 

Cradled in his arms on the doorstep, Hermione placed her arms around his 

neck and shook her head in wonder at his ingenuity. “I love you,” she 

breathed, as Severus kicked the door open and carried her over the 

threshold. He placed her down carefully on a beautifully tiled hallway at the 

foot of a sweeping wooden staircase. Taking her hand, he led her into a large 

music room off to their left. Five period sofas, a harpsichord and a large 

fireplace complete with a jar of Floo powder greeted her.  

 

“I think it’s homely,” he commented, before turning and guiding her through 

a set of double folding doors that led out into the garden. Here, Hermione 

saw the evidence of the island’s slow, crumbling descent into the sea. What 

was once a sprawling lawn was now just a patio and about six feet of grass 

that ended in a cliff edge that plummeted down into the sea. 

 

“Another week and the foundations of the house would have started to 

subside,” Severus explained. He moved close behind her and wrapped his 

arms around her waist. “Here,” he said pointing across the expanse of white 

foaming water. “We’re only a few nautical miles from the mainland. 

Bournemouth is that way.” He pointed north before swinging her around to 

the right. “Portsmouth is just over there,” he said, indicating northeast.  

 

The lights from the mainland twinkled like stars in the distance. Hermione 

was reminded of the turn of events that had led them to their hideout. She 

turned them both back to face Bournemouth, pointing as she did so. “And a 

few miles north in that direction, Avery and Rodolphus are fighting over 

several million Galleons crammed into a Charmed trunk.” 

 

Severus kissed the nape of her neck. His low, rumbling chuckle tickled, and 

the warmth of his breath and the soft touch of his lips on her sensitive flesh 

sent rippling waves of pleasure along her spine. “They’re fighting over 

nothing,” he told her, reaching into his pocket. He took out a miniaturised 

trunk and placed it in the palm of her hand. By the solid, leaden weight, 

Hermione recognised, from touch alone, that this was the trunk that 
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contained the Galleons.  

 

“How …?” she began, turning to face him, her eyes searching his. 

 

“I suspected Avery had overheard our conversation. He’d been following me 

ever since you left the Monastery on Thursday morning. He was being 

particularly chummy, so I took precautions when I arranged our meeting. I 

shrank Moody’s trunk and slipped it into my pocket. I brought along a 

decoy.” 

 

“Moody’s trunk?” Hermione asked. 

 

“Of course. Our dear, suspicious Auror friend didn’t seem to want his 

Charmed chest after being incarcerated inside of it for nine months. I merely 

acquired it shortly after he left Hogwarts and moved it to my chambers. It’s 

one of a kind.”  

 

“What’s in the trunk Avery and Lestrange are fighting for?” 

 

Severus swept away the hair from her face and kissed her gently, his lips 

lingering softly against her own. When he pulled back, it was only to trace 

her jaw with his thumb and tilt her head up to look at him. “Whenever those 

two numbskulls stop duelling and realise they should just open the trunk and 

divide their bounty, they will find it contains sixty bottles of Hair Smoothing 

Serum, a Vanity Potion no less.” 

 

Hermione threw her head back and laughed.  

~o0o~ 

 

 

She rose early the next day. Severus was sprawled across the bed, but he 

wasn’t asleep. Reaching out his hand, he held hers fast, reluctant to let her 

go. 

 

“I must,” she whispered. “They’ll wonder where I am. It’s …” 

 

“Of course,” he said quietly, turning to the pillow. “I’ve dreaded this day.” 

 

Released from his hold, she Apparated from the house to Portsmouth, and 

from there, back to school. The Hogwarts Express would be leaving an hour 

after the funeral. For appearances’ sake, she was going to be on it. Once 
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back in London, she would return to the Isle of Wight for what Severus 

promised would be some quiet time together before S.P.E.W. reformed to 

begin their fight against the Dark Lord. 

 

Avery and Rodolphus would see the funny side of his ruse eventually, he had 

said. Their hearts were in the right place, but his little test had shown their 

loyalty was flighty at best, and they were not to be relied upon. Hermione 

was to try to recruit Luna, Filius and Trixy back into S.P.E.W. Together with 

Davy and Gigi, they would have the right people for the task in hand. 

S.P.E.W. would support Harry every way it could. 

 

She arrived at the gates of Hogwarts and joined the procession of mourners 

coming from Hogsmeade, slipping into line with the other students as she 

reached the main entrance. By the time Professor McGonagall stopped beside 

two rows of chairs and directed Gryffindor House to take their seats, 

Hermione had manoeuvred her way between Harry, Ron and Ginny. 

 

“Where have you been?” Ginny whispered as they waited patiently in line. 

“You weren’t at breakfast.” 

 

“Library,” Hermione answered, relying on the excuse she’d used so often in 

her six years at Hogwarts. No one ever questioned her devotion to research.  

 

She glanced up as Slytherin House marched dolefully along the aisle between 

the rows of seats, led by Professor Slughorn. Hufflepuff followed close 

behind, Professor Sprout leading her students, looking immaculate in her 

dress robes. Turning toward the Great Lake, Hermione saw the large marble 

table, standing like a fine altar in the bright morning sunlight. 

 

Sitting down, she gazed around to see all those who had come to pay their 

respects to the Headmaster. All members of the Order of the Phoenix were 

present, even Bill Weasley. Hermione felt anxiety as she tried to imagine the 

onerous task before her. Any one of these witches and wizards present would 

love to have her husband at the mercy of their wands. Convincing the Order 

that Severus was still on their side was going to be very hard task indeed. 

 

She turned to the side and studied Harry. He sat in silence, taking in the 

scene around him just as she had done, the weight of the wizarding world on 

his shoulders. Her friend was unaware that the Half-Blood Prince was still on 

his side, preparing to help him now with more than just his Potions class 

work. 
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As the service began, Hermione’s hand closed automatically around her 

wedding braid. In spite of everything, in spite of the dark and twisting path 

she saw stretching ahead of her, in spite of the secret meetings and the 

double life she now led, she felt her heart lift at the thought that, for 

tomorrow at least, there was still one last golden day of peace to enjoy … 

 

… with Severus. 


